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THOSE  DELIGHTFUL 
AMERICANS 

CHAPTER  I 

MY  mother-in-law  was  sitting  on  the  lawn  as 
we  came  up  the  drive.  She  sat  beneath 
the  pink  horse-chestnut  with  a  rug  under  her  feet 
in  the  last  Kashmir  chuddar  Monty  and  Keith 
between  them  had  presented  her  with;  the  rest 
were  put  away  in  camphor  in  a  wardrobe  in  the 
blue  room.  We  often  told  my  mother-in-law  that 
she  was  like  Queen  Victoria  in  her  accumulation 
of  Indian  shawls ;  it  would  draw  a  smile  from  any 
mood.  There  was  an  old  grey,  too,  with  a  small 
hole  burnt  in  it  and  the  fringe  slightly  moth-eaten  ; 
that,  I  think,  had  been  given  to  her  grandfather 
by  a  Rajah,  but  she  wore  it  now  in  the  mornings, 
reading  prayers  or  giving  orders,  or  if  anything 
took  her  to  the  larder.  The  new  one  betokened 
tea-time ;  the  yew  bush  behind  her  chair  threw  it 
out,  white  and  square,  and  agreeably  suggestive. 
Frances  was  there  too,  with  a  book  from  Mudie’s 
— one  could  see  the  label.  It  was  plain  even  at 
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that  distance  that  the  book  was  a  novel,  and  that 
Frances  didn’t  think  much  of  it.  She  held  it  as 
far  away  from  her  as  possible,  and  the  angle  of 
her  head  was  hostile.  Fry  was  doddering  across 
the  lawn  under  the  weight  of  the  tray.  It  was 
plainly  too  much  for  him,  and  Parsons,  following 
with  the  muffin-dish  and  the  urn,  voiced  a  general 
opinion  in  the  look  she  cast  upon  his  round  back 
and  shaky  legs.  It  was  not  in  the  least  as  if  Fry 
had  grown  old  in  the  use  of  the  family.  He  had 
applied  for  the  situation,  with  his  dyed  whiskers 
and  stuffed  calves,  only  two  months  before,  and  to 
criticism  of  his  suitability  on  the  score  of  age  my 
mother-in-law  would  only  reply  that  he  came  with 
an  excellent  character  and  had  more  than  one 
dependent  on  him.  Between  the  trees  on  the  far 
side  of  the  glebe  meadows  one  could  see  the 
church  spire ;  it  is  the  view  from  Burroughs — 
my  mother-in-law  is  immensely  proud  of  it.  It 
is  another  little  joke  to  tell  her  that  she  is  content 
with  the  view,  since  she  has  driven  all  the  way  to 
Cobbhampton  on  Sundays  ever  since  the  day 
when  she  and  Frances  walked  out  of  church  for 
reasons  connected  with  the  vicar’s  sermon.  Some 
rooks  were  talking  in  the  elms  behind  the  stables 
— Frances  says  the  rooks  make  life  in  the  country 
unbearable  with  their  noise — and  the  roof  of  the 
carter’s  van  moved  along  the  top  of  the  red-brick 
wall  between  the  rose  garden  and  the  road. 

“  Should  you  like  to  tell  her  ?  ”  Kaye  said  to  me. 
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“No  indeed,  thank  you,”  I  said,  and  we  both 
laughed. 

My  mother-in-law  greeted  us  without  putting 
down  her  knitting.  She  looked  very  pink  and 
very  placid,  as  if  she  had  spent  the  whole  morn¬ 
ing  in  the  village  doing  good,  very  unsuspicious. 
Frances  had  more  flair >  as  usual. 

“  Whatever  you’ve  got  to  say  you  might  as  well 
say  at  once,”  she  remarked.  Frances  is  my  mother- 
in-law’s  niece  and  the  daughter  of  a  bishop.  The 
bishop  is  dead,  but  he  lives  again  in  Frances.  He 
could  never  have  received  his  diocese  for  his 
suavity. 

“We  have  a  bit  of  news,”  said  Kaye,  with  a  note 
of  apology. 

“  We  are  likely  to  be  obliged  to  go  to  America,” 
I  forestalled  him  after  all. 

“  Go  to  America !  ”  exclaimed  both  ladies  at 
once.  My  mother-in-law’s  expression  was  one  of 
simple  bewilderment.  Frances  looked  ironical. 
“What  under  the  sun  for?”  said  she. 

“  Not  for  pleasure,”  Kaye  observed  gloomily. 
“You  may  happen  to  remember” — he  addressed 
his  mother — “  that  part  of  your  income  is  derived 
from  shares  in  the  Manhattan  Electric  Belt  Com¬ 
pany  ?  ” 

“  Has  it  failed  ?  ”  demanded  Mrs.  Kemball.  “  If 
so,  tell  me  at  once,  Kaye.  You  know  how  I  dis¬ 
like  being  prepared  for  things.  Dear  me,  that’s 
the  loss  of  a  clear  ” — 
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“  It  has  not  failed,”  interposed  Kaye,  with  that 
superior  correcting  air  which  Englishmen  use 
toward  their  female  relatives.  “  If  it  had  ” — 

“  I  should  have  been  obliged  to  put  down  the 
brougham  and  reduce  the  kitchen  very  consider¬ 
ably.” 

“  There  would  be  no  occasion  for  me  to  go  to  the 
States,”  Kaye  finished. 

“  What  is  the  occasion  ?  ”  asked  Frances  pre¬ 
cisely. 

“  They’ve  taken  up  a  project  of  amalgamation — 
there’s  no  use  going  into  it,  you  wouldn’t  under¬ 
stand — and  Travers  and  I  think  it  had  better  be 
looked  into.  Travers  can’t  go,  and  he  says  I 
must.  As  a  co-trustee,  with  power  from  him,  one’s 
vote  would  make  a  difference.  You  see,  one  way 
or  the  other,  mother  holds  such  a  confounded  lot 
of  shares.” 

“  Then  you  go — if  you  go — with  my  consent  as 
my  representative,”  said  my  mother-in-law. 

“  Certainly  !  ” 

“  It  must  be  considered  ” — Mrs.  Kemball  put 
down  her  knitting — “  but  not  before  the  servants, 
please.”  Fry  had  tottered  away  rubbing  his  hands, 
but  Parsons  was  again  approaching  with  the  dough 
cake.  It  was  a  particularly  doughy  dough  cake, 
but  the  best  the  village  baker  could  do,  and  we 
had  to  eat  it  on  account  of  the  village  baker’s 
young  family  and  threatened  insolvency.  All  but 
Frances,  who  declared  that  her  digestion  was  of 
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more  consequence  to  her  than  anything  that 
could  happen  to  the  baker.  It  was  not  every¬ 
body,  however,  who  had  the  independence  of 
Frances.  Kaye  at  once  took  a  large  propitiatory 
slice. 

We  talked  about  the  weather  and  the  way  the 
annuals  were  coming  on  until  Parsons  went  away. 
It  was  rather  a  strain,  but  my  mother-in-law  would 
simply  have  ignored  any  other  reference.  Then 
there  was  a  moment’s  silence  while  we  waited  for 
her  to  re-introduce  the  subject.  Kaye  had  asked 
for  a  second  cup  before  she  did,  but  we  always 
find  it  best  to  let  her  take  her  time. 

“If  it  is  only  a  process  of  amalgamation,”  she 
said  at  last,  “  I  don’t  see  why  I  should  not  make 
up  my  mind  about  it  myself.” 

“  Project,”  corrected  Kaye.  “  Then  will  you  go 
to  America?  ” 

He  intended  the  finest  irony,  but  Mrs.  Kemball 
replied  :  “  I  could  not  possibly  be  spared.” 

“  Ask  me,”  said  Frances ;  “  I  should  like  above 
all  things  a  wild  adventure.” 

My  mother-in-law  saw  humour  in  this  sugges¬ 
tion,  and  smiled.  “  Fancy  Frances,”  she  said, 
“  careering  about,  in  what  do  you  call  them,  the 
cars?  No,  I  couldn’t  spare  Frances.  And  I 
fail  to  see  the  necessity  for  anyone’s  going.” 

Kaye  stirred  his  tea. 

“  Amalgamation,”  pursued  Mrs.  Kemball, “means, 
I  suppose,  the  introduction  of  new  metals.  It 
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would  be  perfectly  easy  to  get  advice  about  that  in 
England.” 

I  knew  better  than  that,  but  I  also  knew  better 
than  to  say  I  did.  A  snail  had  crawled  across 
from  the  rose  garden.  I  turned  him  over  with  the 
point  of  my  parasol,  hoping  Frances  would  not  see 
him,  and  kept  silence.  So  did  Kaye. 

“  Doesn’t  it  ?  ”  demanded  Mrs.  Kemball. 

“  No,”  said  my  husband.  “  Frances,  you’ve  given 
me  sugar.” 

“  I  daresay  I  have,”  his  cousin  replied.  “  How 
is  one  to  remember  which  of  you  takes  sugar  and 
which  of  you  takes  milk  ?  Just  drink  it  up  and 
say  no  more  about  it.” 

“  Amalgamation  implies  the  introduction  of 
something.  Fry!” — we  waited  while  Fry  ap¬ 
proached — “Bring  me  the  dictionary — the  large 
Webster — from  the  shelf  nearest  the  fireplace  in 
the  morning-room.  Amalgamate — of  course,  it  is 
the  merest  common  sense.  If  not  a  new  metal, 
what  is  it  they  propose  to  introduce  ?  ” 

“  A  new  company,”  said  Kaye. 

“  I  knew  I  couldn’t  be  wrong  about  such  a 
perfectly  simple  word.  Why  will  you  always  dis¬ 
pute  things,  dear  boy?  Now,  will  you  explain 
why  they  want  to  introduce  a  new  company  ?  ” 

“  I’m  sorry,  but  I  can’t.  I  haven’t  a  notion, 
mum.  Thanks  for  the  bread  and  butter,  Frances.” 

“Then  you  must  find  out  by  correspondence. 
Write  to  New  York.” 
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“  Shall  you  be  inclined,”  put  in  Frances,  “  to 
believe  everything  they  say  in  New  York?” 

“  Why  in  the  world,”  cried  Mrs.  Kemball, 
“  should  you  want  them  to  go  to  America, 
Frances  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  I’m  tired  of  them,”  Frances  said,  with  good- 
humour.  “  They’re  so  dreadfully  honey-moony. 
When  they  come  back  perhaps  they’ll  be  more 
endurable.” 

This  was  ridiculous.  We  had  been  married  four 
months. 

“  But  I  don’t  think,”  she  continued,  addressing 
us  both,  “that  you  have  any  business  to  come 
walking  in  at  tea-time  and  say  you  are  going  to 
America.” 

“Certainly  not.  Travers  should  have  written — 
I  should  have  been  prepared,”  said  Mrs.  Kemball. 

“  You  should  have  said  it  when  you  went  walk¬ 
ing  out,”  I  added  my  reproach,  “  after  having  led 
gently  up  to  it.” 

“  It’s  a  perfect  thunderbolt !  ”  my  mother-in-law 
summed  up,  looking  with  immense  seriousness  at 
the  tea-table  as  if  she  saw  it  there.  “  Kaye  is 
exactly  like  papa  in  that.  I  remember  your  father 
once,  shortly  after  we  were  married,  telling  me 
at  breakfast  that  he  intended  to  go  to  Edinburgh 
on  the  following  day.  There  was  hardly  time  to 
order  the  fly  for  the  luggage.” 

“  There  is  a  meeting  of  the  shareholders,”  Kaye 
observed,  “  to-morrow  fortnight.” 
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“Are  you  expected?”  Frances  asked,  with 
sarcasm. 

“  I  don’t  know.  Perhaps  I  shall  be  a  surprise.” 

“  Oh,  well,  that  is  out  of  the  question,”  Mrs. 
Kemball  said,  with  a  glance  of  slight  anxiety  at 
Kaye. 

The  Majestic  on  Thursday,  or  the  Campania  on 
Saturday,  would  get  us  there  in  plenty  of  time,” 
replied  the  son  who  was  like  his  father. 

“  The  Majestic  on  Thursday  !  ”  The  name  of  the 
ship  seemed  to  destroy  in  my  mother-in-law  the 
spirit  of  opposition.  She  put  down  her  knitting, 
which  was  the  same  as  lowering  her  flag. 

“  Pray,  don’t  take  a  record-breaker,”  Frances 
remarked.  “  Those  Atlantic  liners  are  always 
breaking  each  other’s  records.  Most  immoral  and 
most  dangerous  I  call  it.” 

“  We’ll  take  one  that  has  broken  only  her  own 
record,  if  you  think  it  would  be  safer,”  Kaye 
returned  humorously;  and  his  mother  said,  “Do, 
by  all  means,  if  it  is  to  be  found.” 

“If  it  had  been  India,”  said  Frances  medita¬ 
tively,  “  one  would  have  thought  nothing  of  it. 
But  America  is  so  remote.” 

She  was  leaning  forward  sturdily  in  her  chair 
with  her  knees  well  apart,  her  elbows  planted  just 
above  them  on  her  short  legs,  and  her  hands  joined 
at  the  finger  ends,  dropped  in  the  space  which  is 
usually  indicated  as  a  lady’s  lap.  As  she  lifted  a 
judicial  chin  and  looked  at  us  from  under  shaggy 
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eyebrows  with  head  a  little  on  one  side,  I  felt  that 
the  attitude  was  an  inheritance  from  the  bishop. 

“  It’s  only  half  the  distance/’  said  Kaye,  who  is 
also  a  little  like  his  mother. 

“  If  they  are  going  to  America  they  must  have 
some  introductions,”  said  Mrs.  Kemball.  “  Who 
is  there  we  know  with  friends  in  the  States  ?  ” 

“  Cook,”  said  Frances  genially.  “  Cook  has  a 
married  sister  in  New  York,  and  would  be  pleased 
to  oblige.” 

“If  it  happened  to  be  our  cook,”  I  put  in,  “she 
might  give  me  a  character,  mightn’t  she  ?  ” 

“  It’s  all  very  well,”  returned  Frances,  “  but 
Norah’s  sister’s  husband  is  an  alderman.  Norah 
says  they  use  nothing  but  solid  silver,  and  have 
their  own  phonograph.  You  may  meet  them  in 
society.” 

“  Fancy  Kaye  taking  cook’s  sister  in  to  dinner !  ” 
I  exclaimed,  for  something  to  say. 

“  It  would  do  him  good,”  pronounced  Frances, 
who  has  socialistic  sympathies  which  the  family 
unite  in  deploring.  As  she  has  read  up  the  sub¬ 
ject,  however,  and  nobody  else  has,  we  find  it  more 
dignified  to  ignore  the  things  she  says,  or  to  in¬ 
dulge  them  with  a  smile. 

My  mother-in-law  had  been  thinking.  “  There 
are  the  Fordyce-Pattersons,”  she  said.  “  They 
have  cousins  in  Florida,  growing  oranges,  who 
might  put  you  up  for  a  week-end.  And  I  know 
some  people — Beresfords — belonging  to  the  Dorset 
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Beresfords — who  went  out  to  a  ranche — or  was  it 
a  sheep  farm  ? — in  Texas.  But  they  have  never 
been  heard  of  since.  I  have  often  noticed  that 
people  who  go  to  America  simply  disappear.” 

“We’ll  take  return  tickets,”  said  Kaye. 

“  I  believe  there  is  a  great  deal  of  grass  land  in 
Texas — hundreds  and  thousands  of  square  miles  of 
it,”  observed  Frances ;  “  I  suppose  an  occasional 
Englishman  dropped  about  on  it  wouldn’t  make 
much  of  a  figure.  He  would  be  swallowed 
up. 

“  There  is  an  advantage,  isn’t  there,  in  return 
tickets?  —  they  allow  you  something,”  said  Mrs. 
Kemball.  “You  had  better  economise  where  you 
can.  I  understand  the  expense  of  living  over 
there  is  scandalous.  People  simply  throw  away 
money.  A  shilling  goes  nowhere,  and  the  hotel 
waiters  expect  gold,  like  private  servants.” 

“  Do  they  expect  it  every  day  ?  ”  asked  Frances ; 
“  because,  in  that  case,  it  might  be  cheaper  to  let 
the  amalgamation  proceed.” 

“  They  may  expect,”  said  Kaye,  with  firmness. 

“  You  will  have  to  black  your  own  boots,” 
Frances  remarked,  as  if  she  enjoyed  the  idea. 
“  Everybody  does.” 

“What  an  extraordinary  country!”  ejaculated 
Mrs.  Kemball.  “  In  that  case  you  must  have  a 
new  blacking-brush  and  several  tins  of  Day  and 
Martin.  I  will  write  to  the  stores  for  it  at  once. 
He  couldn’t  take  the  things  John  has  been  using” 


THOSE  DELIGHTFUL  AMERICANS  n 


—  Mrs.  Kemball  addressed  Frances  —  “John 
wouldn’t  understand  it.” 

“You  will  see  the  inner  workings  of  a  great 
democracy.  I  wish  I  had  your  chance,”  said 
Frances. 

“  I  wish  you  had.  And  I  don’t  know  about  the 
inner  workings.  I  expect  I  shall  be  quite  satisfied 
with  the  outside,”  my  husband  replied,  without 
enthusiasm. 

“  I  shall  expect  full  accounts  of  it  by  letter,” 
Frances  said. 

“  Oh,  my  goodness  !  Carrie,  you’ll  have  to  write 
them.” 

“What  shall  we  bring  you?”  I  inquired  diplo¬ 
matically. 

“  I  think  I  should  like  something  made  by  the 
Indians.”  I  had  addressed  Frances,  but  it  was 
my  mother-in-law  who  spoke.  “  And  you  might 
find  out  how  many  of  them  have  become  converts 
to  our  religion,  and  whether  they  still  live  in 
wigwams.  It  would  interest  me  very  much  to 
hear  that.” 

“  I’ll  ask,”  said  Kaye,  “  but  I’m  not  sure  whether 
they  would  know  in  New  York.” 

“  The  squaws  are  very  civilised  indeed,”  I  said, 
“  judging  by  the  pictures.” 

“  Ah,  well,”  said  Frances,  “  over  there  the  ladies 
always  lead.  Have  they  adopted  visiting  cards  ?  ” 

“No,”  I  said,  “but  they  wear  three  petticoats”; 
and  I  glanced  at  Frances’s  limbs,  which,  since  they 
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were  not  really  entitled  to  gaiters,  were  much  too 
well  defined.  She  may  or  may  not  have  seen  the 
glance.  All  she  said  was,  “  Then  they  don’t 
bicycle.” 

“  You  may  bring  me,”  she  continued,  “  a  piece  of 
chewing-gum.  That  is  a  thing  I  have  a  great 
curiosity  to  see.  All  Americans,  I’m  told,  chew 
gum,  so  they  call  it  chewing  -  gum,  though  of 
course  it  is  the  people  who  chew,  not  the  gum. 
It  is  extracted  from  a  tree  and  it  steadies  their 
nerves.  If  it  were  not  for  chewing-gum  they  would 
have  been  at  war  with  us  long  ago.” 

“  That  will  be  expensive,”  said  Kaye.  “  They’ve 
put  a  tax  on  it  to  help  them  pay  for  Cuba. 
Millions,  they  say,  are  rolling  in  as  the  result.” 

“  Then  don’t  be  tempted,”  Mrs.  Kemball  said, 
“  to  consume  much  of  it.  Leave  it  to  those  who 
can  afford  it.” 

“  You  may  be  thankful  they  don’t  put  a  war- 
tax  on  people  entering  the  country,”  Frances  said. 
“  I  notice  they  do  on  people  leaving  it.  Five 
dollars — that’s  a  sovereign,  isn’t  it? — each.” 

“  That’s  very  intelligent  of  them,”  said  Kaye. 
“You  don’t  often  feel  that  you’re  getting  value  for 
the  money  you  spend  on  taxes.” 

“  Do  you  think  there  is  nothing  good  outside  of 
England  ?  ”  Frances  demanded. 

“  I  think  there  is  quite  enough  inside  it.” 

“  America  will  be  thrown  away  on  you.” 

“  On  the  contrary,  I  shall  be  thrown  away  on 
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America,”  Kaye  retorted,  and  with  that  we  got 
up  to  go. 

With  much  care  and  caution  I  put  my  snail 
again  on  a  friendly  footing ;  but  Parsons,  collect¬ 
ing  the  tea-things,  and  eager  in  that  which  did  not 
concern  her,  discovered  him.  “  Oh,  ma’am,  there’s 
a  snail,”  she  said. 

“  Another  ?  ”  exclaimed  Mrs.  Kemball ;  “  that 
makes  the  seventeenth  to-day.  Kill  it  on  the 
gravel,  Kaye.” 

“Not  I,”  said  Kaye  hurriedly;  “I — I  haven’t 
time.  We  really  ought  to  be  off,  Carrie.” 

“  Parsons !  ” 

“  Oh,  don’t  ask  me,  ma’am,  please.  It’s  such  a 
messy  death,  ma’am,  a  snail.” 

“  Bring  me  two  flat  stones,  Parsons,  and  don’t  be 
a  goose,”  said  Frances.  As  we  made  our  farewells 
I  dropped  my  parasol,  and  in  picking  it  up  con¬ 
trived  to  slip  the  snail  inside.  From  the  drive,  as 
we  looked  back,  I  saw  Parsons  standing  with  a 
look  of  horror  and  the  two  flat  stones,  while  the 
executioner  on  her  knees  looked  in  the  grass  for 
her  victim.  My  mother-in-law  had  risen  from  her 
chair  and  was  rolling  up  her  knitting.  “  Fry,” 
I  heard  her  say,  “you  may  take  back  the  dic¬ 
tionary.” 

On  our  way  home  to  Whitewood — it  is  only 
three  miles,  and  we  were  walking — we  overtook 
the  postman,  who  handed  us  our  letters.  Among 
them  was  a  hasty  postcard  from  Laura  Deane 
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begging  us  to  come  to  them  on  Wednesday  for 
some  scratch  tennis.  As  he  gave  it  to  me  the 
postman  touched  his  cap.  “If  you  like  to  write 
it,  ma’am,  I  could  take  the  answer  to  that’un  on 
my  round  to-morrow  mornin’.  You’ll  have  to  send 
it  by  hand  else,  as  the  party’s  on  Wednesday.” 

We  wondered,  as  we  accepted  Higgin’s  kind 
offer,  whether  they  would  do  as  much  for  us 
in  America. 


CHAPTER  II 

PERHAPS  it  may  have  been  evident  that  my 

husband  was  not  particularly  “  keen,”  as  he 

would  have  said,  about  going  to  America.  The 

only  explanation  he  seemed  able  to  give  was  that 

he  was  very  well  pleased  to  stay  where  he  was, 

unless  I  deign  to  add  his  statement  that  we  should 

miss  our  own  early  peas  and  that  he  didn’t  like 

depending  on  John  to  exercise  the  horses.  These 

reasons,  of  course,  merely  show  how  non-reason- 

able  his  disinclination  was — how  purely  based  on 

temperament  and  flavoured  with  insularity.  That 

seems  a  severe  word  to  use  about  one’s  husband, 

but  if  one  interprets  it  as  attachment  to  one’s 

island,  it  is  only  a  virtue  somewhat  over  developed. 

I,  too,  am  attached  to  my  island,  but  not  so  far  as 

to  deny  that  there  may  be  special  attractions  in  a 

continent,  or  to  be  unenterprising  about  going  to 

look  for  them  —  especially  in  the  continent  of 

America.  One  has  always  heard  such  piquant 

things  about  America.  Also,  I  had  a  fancy  that 

life  in  an  island,  even  in  the  island  of  England, 

was  apt  to  be  too  condensed,  that  there  was  not 

space  for  the  accumulation  of  centuries  to  diffuse 
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themselves  properly,  and  that  we  lived  in  a  kind 
of  moral  pui'fe.  In  America  I  knew  the  air  would 
not  be  so  thick,  one  could  see  people  better.  This 
is  simply  to  explain  that  Kaye,  in  representing  to 
his  mother  that  he  was  crossing  the  Atlantic  from 
a  sense  of  duty  to  her,  acted  with  sincerity,  while  I 
in  allowing  her  to  think,  from  all  I  left  unsaid,  that 
I  accompanied  from  a  sense  of  duty  to  Kaye, 
dissimulated.  I  don’t  know  whether  I  was  justified, 
but  it  is  never  expedient  to  let  one’s  mother-in-law 
think  one  enthusiastic  about  going  very  far  away 
from  her ;  she  imagines  things. 

The  ship  being  a  British  one,  I  had  no  more 
idea  that  our  American  experiences  would  begin 
on  board  than  that  they  would  begin  in  Liverpool, 
but  there  I  was  mistaken.  There  is  a  vague  and 
formless  American  element  to  be  perceived  in 
Liverpool  in  the  summer  months — an  unknown 
word  on  the  hotel  staircase,  a  petticoat  like  a  bird 
of  strange  plumage  flitting  in  and  out  among  the 
Liverpudlians  —  but  in  the  tender  it  suddenly 
thickens,  and  on  the  ship  it  crystallises  into  the 
predominating  fact.  Here  and  there  on  deck  one 
could  descry  the  form  of  a  Briton,  half  submerged 
under  his  own  flag,  but  there  seemed  to  be  vastly 
more  Americans  returning  to  their  native  land 
than  English  people  making  our  voyage  of  dis¬ 
covery.  I  refrained  from  pointing  this  out  to 
Kaye  because  it  seemed  to  support  his  prejudice; 
but  otherwise  it  was  to  me  satisfactory.  In  my 
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eager  and  hospitable  state  of  mind  I  could  not 
see  Americans  too  many  or  Americans  too  diverse, 
I  wanted  to  begin  at  once.  Kaye  was  neither 
pleased  nor  displeased  at  their  preponderance,  he 
was  so  entirely  taken  up  with  the  ship.  It  was 
certainly  a  large  ship  and  doubtless  very  wonderfully 
steered,  with  several  comfortable  floors  and  an 
attic  most  luxuriously  upholstered  and  used  as  a 
library,  but  to  me  it  was  simply  temporary  quarters 
on  the  Atlantic  for  ourselves  and  the  Americans, 
and  I  would  no  more  have  thought  of  looking  at 
its  engines  than  I  would  have  gone  poking  about 
the  axles  of  my  carriage.  Kaye,  however,  was 
perpetually  “down”  somewhere;  do  what  I  would 
I  could  not  keep  him  out  of  the  stoke-hole.  He 
seemed  to  want  to  know  as  much  about  the  funnels 
and  boilers  and  things  of  a  ship  as  Rudyard  Kip¬ 
ling  does,  which,  considering  he  has  no  means  of 
showing  it,  I  thought  a  waste  of  time.  He  would 
establish  me  in  a  corner  of  the  deck,  as  near  to  a 
group  of  Americans  as  I  dared  to  direct  him,  and 
then  he  would  disappear.  I  thought  at  first  that 
they  would  speak  to  me  in  my  abandonment,  as  I 
saw  them  address  other  lonely  ladies  in  different 
parts  of  the  deck,  but  none  of  them  did  ;  and  then 
I  noticed  that  those  to  whom  this  kindness  was 
extended  received  it  on  other  and  more  pathetic 
grounds.  It  seems  shocking  to  have  to  confess  to 
masking  one’s  intentions  twice  in  one  chapter,  but 
I  was  obliged  in  the  end  to  close  my  eyes  and 
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smell  my  salts,  otherwise  not  one  of  them  would 
have  said  a  word  to  me.  On  that  first  occasion  I 
lay  very  still,  and  presently  I  heard  a  tentative 
voice  quite  close :  “  Do  you  still  feel  the  motion  of 
the  vessel?”  I  looked  up,  feeling  rather  as  if  I 
had  caught  a  squirrel.  There  the  little  thing  stood 
in  her  brand-new  golfing  cape  from  Redfern’s,  and 
her  smart  plaid  skirt — plaids  were  immensely  worn 
that  season — with  her  head  on  one  side,  pausing 
and  poising  as  if  the  least  thing  would  frighten 
her  away,  and  yet  in  immediate  personal  relation 
with  me.  I  was  so  pleased. 

“  I  have  not  suffered  so  much  on  this  voyage  as 
on  others,”  I  said;  “thank  you  very  much”;  and 
then,  seeing  the  sympathetic  interest  fade  in  her 
eyes,  I  added  hastily,  “  Not  that  I  have  ever  crossed 
the  Atlantic  before.  This  will  be  my  first  visit  to 
America.” 

It  was  fascinating  to  hear  her  say  “  Is  that  so  ?  ” 
And  I  had  an  anxious  moment  while  she  decided 
whether  she  would  smile  and  resume  her  walk,  or 
sit  down  beside  me.  Fortunately,  the  next  chair 
happened  to  be  hers,  and  she  sank  into  it.  I  at 
once  resolved  as  soon  as  she  had  gone  away  to 
look  at  the  name  on  the  back. 

“Well,”  she  said,  crossing  her  beautiful  little 
feet,  “  I  hope  you  will  have  as  good  a  time  as  I 
have  had  in  England.  Our  country  is  different,  of 
course  ” — 

“  I’m  sure  it’s  lovely,”  I  interrupted. 
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I  said  this  from  conviction  and  not  with  any 
special  wish  to  please,  but  she  looked  flattered  and 
gratified. 

“  It’s  nice  of  you  to  say  that,”  she  said ;  “  very 
nice”  She  pronounced  it  “vurry,”  precisely  as 
they  do  in  Mr.  Anstey’s  Travelling  Companions , 
and  we  were  travelling  companions,  so  there  was 
nothing  lacking.  I  longed  to  ask  her  to  go  on 
about  her  country,  but  one  could  hardly  do  it 
when  she  took  it  so  personally.  “  But  you  couldn’t 
like  America  better  than  I  like  England,”  she  con¬ 
tinued,  with  a  breadth  of  concession  that  was 
almost  generous.  “  I  think  you  ought  to  be  proud 
of  England.  I  suppose  you  are.”  She  laughed  a 
little,  as  if  we  were  on  disputable  ground,  and  she 
had  given  me  an  advantage. 

“  I  suppose  so,”  I  said ;  “  I  don’t  know.” 

“  Well,  I  would  know,”  she  returned,  and  put  me 
on  the  defensive. 

“  Perhaps,”  I  said,  “  we  have  got  used  to  the 
feeling  and  forget  about  it.  As  one  forgets  about 
all  sorts  of  things.” 

She  looked  at  me  as  if  I  had  made  the  most  of 
my  advantage.  “  I  call  that  being  pretty  proud 
of  it  ” — I  thought  I  detected  a  faint  indignation  in 
the  way  she  said  this — “  and  I  can’t  say  I  admire 
all  your  customs.  Taking  off  your  hats  to  ‘  God 
Save  the  King,’  for  instance.  Why  do  you  do 
that?” 

“  I  don’t,”  I  said.  In  my  astonishment  I  could 
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think  of  nothing  else  to  say.  Fancy  objecting  to 
capping  the  King ! 

Kaye  told  me  afterwards  that  I  should  have 
explained  that  it  was  done  as  a  mark  of  self- 
respect,  but  no  one  could  think  of  a  thing  like 
that  off-hand. 

“  It’s  subservient,”  she  went  on,  “  and  unworthy 
of  a  population  of  forty  millions.” 

“  Are  there  as  many  of  us  as  that  ?  ”  I  exclaimed. 
“  I  used  to  know,  but  ” — 

“  That’s  your  figure.  Our  population  is  seventy 
millions,”  she  added,  and  comparison  was  so 
plainly  implied  that  I  felt  suddenly  inclined  to 
challenge  it. 

“  Do  the  forty  millions  include  the  Colonies  and 
India?”  I  asked. 

“Oh,  do  you  count  the  Hindoos  and  Moham¬ 
medans?” 

“  Why  not  ?  They  are  human  beings.” 

“  But  so  low  down  in  the  scale  of  civilisa¬ 
tion.” 

“  They  built  the  Taj.  I  wonder  how  they  would 
compare  with  your  negroes,”  I  said. 

“  Our  negroes  vote !  ”  she  exclaimed,  as  if  that 
were  conclusive,  and  I  suddenly  found  that  I  was 
discussing  something  with  a  perfect  stranger.  One 
couldn’t  go  on  with  that.  I  smelled  my  salts,  and 
the  American  lady,  reading  defeat  in  the  bottle, 
was  generous  again.  “Well,”  she  said,  “  anyway  I 
would  like  to  take  England  and  put  it  right  down 
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in  the  middle  of  our  country.  Somewhere  on  the 
line  of  the  Empire  State  Express.” 

“  May  I  ask  what  that  is  ?  ”  I  said. 

“  Oh,  you’ll  find  out  soon  enough.  Besides,  I 
couldn’t  describe  it.  Nobody  could.  There!”  she 
said,  laughing.  “  Thank  goodness,  that  ticket  has 
turned  over  at  last.  I  thought  it  never  would.” 
She  was  looking  at  the  luggage  label  attached  to 
my  chair,  which  had  been  flapping  about  in  the 
wind.  “  I  was  dying  to  see  what  your  name  was. 
Mine  isn’t  on  my  chair,  so  I’ll  have  to  give  you 
my  card.” 

“  Thanks,”  I  said,  “  I  should  be  very  glad — any 
time” — 

“  Oh,  I’ve  got  it  here,”  and  she  had.  She  took 
it  from  one  of  those  dainty  woven  card-cases  they 
make  on  the  Jewellers’  Bridge  at  Florence.  It 
had  a  design  of  pearls  and  rubies,  and  she  kept  it 
in  her  bag.  I  felt  awfully  awkward  about  looking 
at  the  card,  it  seemed  the  sort  of  thing  one  ought 
to  do  in  private.  It  was  a  great  relief  that  she 
had  a  simple,  plain  name — “  Mrs.  Horace  Moss.” 
Anything  quaint  or  difficult  would  have  put  one 
out  so  much  more.  Going  to  America  for  the  first 
time  one  is  ignorant  in  many  ways,  and  I  am 
ashamed  to  say  that  I  had  no  savoir  faire  what¬ 
ever  with  regard  to  Mrs.  Moss’s  card.  I  glanced 
at  it  surreptitiously,  but  I  could  not  sit  there  holding 
it  in  her  presence  for  ever — it  would  have  looked 
as  if  she  were  a  professional  person,  a  manicurist, 
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or  something,  and  I  wished  her  to  go  away.  I 
know  now  that  in  American  society  one  is  expected 
to  have  a  pocket-book  or  receptacle  of  some  kind 
always  at  hand  for  this  purpose,  as  anyone  may 
present  anyone  else  with  a  card  at  any  time ;  and 
indeed  that  is  the  only  way  to  save  one  from 
the  misery,  for  lack  of  somewhere  to  put  it,  with 
which  for  two  or  three  minutes  I  regarded  Mrs. 
Moss’s  card.  I  finally  laid  it  down  on  an  adjoining 
chair,  whence,  to  my  great  comfort,  as  Mrs.  Moss 
was  fortunately  not  looking,  the  wind  blew  it  into 
the  sea. 

I  was  doing  my  best  to  think  of  something  else 
to  say — I  wanted  above  all  things  to  prolong  the 
conversation — when  Mrs.  Moss  gave  me  a  look  of 
scrutiny  and  said  she  thought  my  colour  was 
coming  back.  “You’re  nothing  like  as  green  as 
you  were,”  she  said.  “Now,  don’t  you  think  it 
would  do  you  good  to  take  a  little  walk?” 

I  thought  that  was  really  rather  a  cool  way  of 
dismissing  one,  when  I  saw  by  the  way  she  jumped 
up  and  waited  for  me  that  it  was  an  invitation. 
“  Come  along,”  she  said.  I  hesitated ;  it  was  going 
rather  far.  Then  I  reflected,  “  If  I  am  going  to 
draw  back  at  a  mere  invitation  to  walk,  what  is  to 
become  of  my  American  experiences?”  and  took 
the  plunge.  I  got  up,  and  as  she  turned  one 
way  and  I  turned  the  other,  in  my  confusion  we 
bumped  against  each  other,  and  naturally  we 
laughed. 
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“  A  little  thing  like  that  breaks  the  ice,  doesn’t 
it?”  said  Mrs.  Moss;  which  was  precisely  what  I 
had  been  thinking,  but  imagine  having  the  courage 
to  say  it !  We  began  pacing  the  deck  together, 
I  always  thinking  of  things  to  talk  about,  when 
presently  a  touch  on  my  arm  made  me  start,  and 
I  looked  down  to  see  Mrs.  Moss’s  small,  daintily 
gloved  hand  lying  within  it.  That,  I  think,  was 
my  first  really  supreme  moment.  Mrs.  Moss  went 
on  talking  about  the  “  water  ”  —  she  invariably 
spoke  of  the  ocean  in  this  way — how  rough  the 
water  had  been  on  Saturday  and  how  smooth  on 
Sunday,  while  I  struggled  with  the  sensation  that 
crept  up  from  my  right  elbow.  It  seemed  such 
a  curiously  foreign  body,  that  small  hand ;  the 
absorbing  thing,  as  we  walked  up  and  down,  was 
how  it  had  got  there.  It  seems  absurd,  but  I  could 
think  of  nothing  else,  and  I  talked  at  random.  I 
was  aware  of  a  cold  local  hostility ;  if  such  things 
are  transmittable  through  a  coat  sleeve,  I  fear  Mrs. 
Moss  must  have  been  aware  of  it  too.  I  knew 
nothing  about  Mrs.  Moss’s  hand,  its  antecedents, 
its  practices ;  it  had  never  even  come  into  the 
range  of  my  vision  before.  I  could  not  conceive 
it  bare,  yet  there  it  lay  in  the  intimate  relation 
of  a  hand  that  might  have  had  to  do  with  my 
affairs  for  years.  I  confess  that  with  these  reflec¬ 
tions  I  carried  it,  I  relieved  her  of  it,  I  did  not 
clasp  it  in  any  degree.  Gradually,  however,  other 
ideas  came  to  me.  The  hand  looked  quite  com- 
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fortable,  and  it  was  plain  that  Mrs.  Moss  did  not 
share  my  discomposure  the  least  in  the  world. 
The  friendly  intention  was  clear,  and  so  was  the 
gentle  confidence.  How  difficult,  I  thought,  it 
would  be  to  induce  me  to  expose  my  hand  like 
that,  for  half  an  hour  at  a  time,  to  the  scrutiny  of 
a  perfect  stranger.  Yes,  or  even  my  glove.  The 
local  conditions  became  more  humane,  the  circula¬ 
tion  grew  more  active  in  my  elbow.  Presently  I 
observed  that  the  hand  was  a  link,  and  not  a 
package,  and  that  two  personalities  on  a  somewhat 
unsteady  basis  were  being  assisted  by  it.  I  never 
quite  lost  consciousness  of  Mrs.  Moss’s  hand,  but 
after  that  it  became  much  less  oppressive.  It  was 
only  when  I  saw  Kaye’s  cap  ascending  from  the 
regions  below  that  I  stopped  suddenly  and  allowed 
her  to  take  it  away.  I  should  have  had  to  explain 
to  Kaye,  and  perhaps  to  defend  myself,  and  it 
would  have  been  the  most  difficult  thing  possible 
to  make  him  understand  the  grounds  on  which  his 
wife  should  be  walking  arm-in-arm  with  a  person 
about  whom  nobody  knew  anything. 

I  have  given  Mrs.  Moss  the  importance  she 
seemed  to  have  at  the  time.  Looking  back  upon 
her  now — I  have  never  seen  her  since — she  seems 
one  of  the  more  vivid  and  obvious  American 
illustrations,  like  a  sketch  by  Mr.  Phil  May.  Be¬ 
sides,  the  incident  was  not  so  very  wonderful.  If 
I  came  across  it  now  I  should  not  think  “  any¬ 
thing  ”  of  it,  as  they  say  in  the  States.  Things  of 
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that  sort  a  great  deal  more  amusing  and  a  great 
deal  more  extraordinary  happen  there  every  day. 
But  there  she  was  at  the  very  outset,  and  I  thought 
a  great  deal  about  her  then.  Indeed  I  had  to,  she 
told  me  so  much,  and  I  still  cherish  her  opinion 
that  Kaye  was  the  best-looking  man  on  the  ship 
except  one  of  the  stewards. 


CHAPTER  III 


"HY  George!”  Kaye  ejaculated,  looking  over 
JJ  the  side  upon  New  York  harbour;  “they’re 
rowing  in  bags!”  So  they  were;  a  racing  eight, 
pulling  across  our  bows  with  a  fine,  clean,  practised 
stroke.  Kaye  never  will  ask  questions,  on  the 
principle,  I  suppose,  that  what  isn’t  taught  at  an 
English  public  school  isn’t  worth  knowing,  so  we 
watched  the  youths  with  mute  astonishment  as 
they  bent  to  the  oar,  trousered  in  that  tropical 
heat.  The  Americans  on  board,  I  noticed,  ex¬ 
panded  in  it.  They  discussed  it  and  abused  it, 
and  called  it  regular  New  York  weather,  but  it 
only  brought  them  a  stimulus  which  they  seemed 
to  enjoy,  and  none  of  them  were  overcome.  The 
collars  of  the  men  did  not  crease  like  Kaye’s,  and 
none  of  the  ladies  looked  parboiled,  as  I  did. 
They  came  up  from  their  cabins  like  flowers  in 
frilled  muslins,  they  tripped  about  excitedly  in 
these,  uncrushed  and  unfaded.  They  seemed  rather 
pleased  with  the  extreme  after  the  equable  tem¬ 
perature  of  Great  Britain ;  one  of  the  men  said  to 
Kaye,  who  was  fanning  himself  with  a  New  York 

paper,  “  Ever  felt  anything  like  this  before  ?  ”  in 
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quite  a  proud  and  satisfied  manner.  Kaye  said( 
“  Once,  at  Singapore,”  and  the  gentleman  seemed 
delighted  that  an  Englishman  should  be  obliged  to 
go  as  far  as  the  Straits  Settlements  for  weather 
which  he,  an  American,  could  experience  at  his 
very  door.  “If  you  look  in  that  newspaper,”  he 
said,  “you’ll  find  that  1000  tons  of  free  ice  were 
distributed  yesterday  to  the  poor  of  New  York.” 

“  What  a  fearful  state  of  things !  ”  my  husband 
replied ;  but  that  was  plainly  not  the  view  the 
American  expected  him  to  take.  To  Kaye  the 
temperature  was  something  people  in  general  and 
he  in  particular  had  to  breathe  in  and  endure;  to 
the  American  it  was  such  a  background  as  you  do 
not  find  every  day  for  a  charity  which  nobody  out 
of  New  York  had  ever  thought  of.  It  could  not 
have  been  entirely  a  matter  of  imagination  though, 
for  I  have  a  good  deal,  and  I  did  not  enjoy  it. 
Now  that  I  know  a  little  more  about  it,  I  am 
convinced  that  if  only  a  fact  or  a  condition  is 
remarkable  enough  and  unique  enough,  no  matter 
what  its  other  characteristics  may  be,  the  American 
temperament  will  not  only  suffer  it  but  exult  in  it. 
This  is  one  of  the  things  that  render  life  over  there 
so  cheerful.  Where  we  should  make  ourselves 
miserable  and  take  up  subscriptions  and  call 
public  attention  in  the  newspapers,  they  accept 
with  satisfaction  any  affliction  that  has  no  parallel 
elsewhere.  I  have  seen  this  done  with  blizzards 
and  monopolies,  and  even  Tammany. 
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Kaye  went  about  that  morning  looking  for  the 
degree  of  humidity  until  he  caught  the  first 
engineer,  when  he  found  it  out,  and  put  it  down. 
His  aversion  to  asking  questions  only  extended  to 
Americans,  by  whom,  for  some  reason,  he  could 
not  bear  to  be  told  anything.  Naturally,  as  the 
ship  approached  the  docks,  past  the  statue  of 
Liberty,  and  under  the  extraordinary  buildings 
called  sky-scrapers,  he  had  to  submit  to  be  told  a 
good  deal,  but  he  never  brought  it  upon  himself 
with  an  interrogation.  It  was  different  with  the 
first  engineer,  who  was  a  Cumberland  man.  The 
last  question  Kaye  asked  him  was  how  soon  he 
could  come  down  to  Whitewood,  and  on  two 
occasions  I  saw  one  of  them  take  the  other  by  the 
elbow.  So  my  husband  should  not  be  accused  of 
class  prejudices.  He  once  said  that  Americans 
explained  things  to  him  with  a  kind  of  distressed 
patience,  as  if  they  never  could  make  him  under¬ 
stand,  which,  of  course,  would  account  for  a  good 
deal.  Nobody  likes  to  give  unnecessary  pain. 

I  seem  to  have  great  difficulty  in  getting  off  the 
ship,  but  the  ship  was  very  introductory ;  it  brought 
me  after  all  to  the  portal.  I  remember  looking 
round  me  on  board  that  morning,  and  thinking 
how  vague  and  confused  my  impressions  were  so 
far — as  if  in  the  sum  of  my  fellow-passengers 
there  were  too  many  patterns  to  construct  any 
single  kind  of  person  from  and  say,  “  This  is  an 
American,” — and  wondering  whether  anything 
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would  happen  to  simplify  one’s  views.  We  were 
sitting  in  long  rows  on  each  side  of  the  middle 
table  of  the  saloon,  at  the  end  of  which  sat  a  man 
with  a  bristly  moustache  swearing  each  of  us  in 
turn  about  the  contents  of  our  boxes.  He  and  his 
assistant  looked  like  judge  and  jury,  and  the  pas¬ 
sengers  so  like  prisoners  passing  in  review  before 
him  as  we  moved,  chair  by  chair,  towards  sentence 
or  acquittal,  that  I  had  it  on  the  tip  of  my  tongue 
to  say  “  Not  guilty  ”  when  my  turn  came,  and  take 
the  consequences.  It  seemed  an  extreme  proceed¬ 
ing,  putting  one  on  oath  about  one’s  mere  luggage, 
and  I  could  see  that  it  fidgeted  Kaye.  It  was  a 
little  as  if  the  President  laid  hands  on  one’s  con¬ 
science,  the  accredited  instrument  of  a  higher 
power  than  any  President,  and  squeezed  it,  as  it 
were,  to  fatten  his  revenues.  It  made  one  feel 
dreadfully  particular — I  suppose  that  is  what  it  is 
intended  to  do;  and  from  the  rigidity  of  Kaye’s 
neck  as  he  sat  in  the  revolving  chair  scanning  his 
paper  of  instructions  with  his  back  half  turned  to 
me,  I  gathered  what  his  idea  of  accuracy  would  be. 
It  was  easy  enough  to  avoid  the  penalty  of  a 
thousand  dollars  and  confinement,  or  confiscation — 
I  don’t  remember  which — for  tipping  the  customs 
examiners,  by  not  tipping  them ;  but  the  clause 
allowing  one  to  possess  twenty  pounds’  worth  of 
new  clothes  and  jewellery  suitable  to  one’s  station 
in  life,  and  the  furious  hostility  of  the  President  to 
sealskin,  presented  difficulties.  As  Kaye  said 
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afterwards,  it  would  be  much  simpler  if  they  would 
permit  one  to  bring  in  only  what  could  be  tied  up 
in  a  bandana  handkerchief.  This  would  be  appro¬ 
priate,  coming  to  a  new  country,  and  put  one  in 
the  mood  to  make  one’s  fortune ;  but  they  shouldn’t 
complain,  in  that  case,  if  a  man  turned  up  at  the 
opera  in  tweeds.  That  was  the  reflection  of  a 
more  frivolous  hour ;  what  he  said  at  the  moment 
gloomily  to  me  was,  “  I  wish  we  had  decided  to 
send  the  pearls  to  Grindlay.”  So  did  I  with  all 
my  heart ;  but  there  they  were  in  my  dressing-case 
and  in  my  lap,  for  I  could  not,  in  the  confusion  of 
these  last  hours,  leave  them  in  the  cabin.  There 
they  were,  and  already  I  could  see  through  the 
port-hole  the  spires  and  sky-scrapers  of  a  de¬ 
mocracy  which,  unless  it  considered  them  suitable 
to  my  rank  and  station,  would  only  admit  them  on 
payment  of  a  much  larger  sum  than  Kaye  could 
afford. 

“  Perhaps,”  I  whispered,  “  they  would  let  us 
send  them  back  by  the  captain.”  But  Kaye  shook 
his  head. 

The  man  with  the  bristly  moustache  requested 
my  husband  to  fill  in  upon  a  form  his  Christian 
name,  his  age,  occupation,  and  destination.  Kaye 
turned  to  me  in  the  act  of  doing  this,  and  said, 
“  These  questions  are  perfectly  proper,  dear.”  But 
I  should  have  been  the  last  to  protest,  and  I  think 
he  did  it  for  the  effect  upon  his  own  self-respect. 

“  Can  you  say,”  said  the  customs  officer  mechani- 
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cally,  “that  you  have  nothing  dutiable  in  your 
possession?  Will  you  swear  to  this?  If  so,  kindly 
sign  here.” 

“  Certainly  not,”  said  Kaye. 

The  officer  leaned  back  in  his  chair  with  an  air 
of  being  perfectly  prepared  for  this.  “  Well,”  he 
said,  “why  not?  Do  you  object  to  taking  the 
oath,  or  have  you  anything  to  declare  ?  ” 

“  I  cannot  possibly  say  off-hand  whether  I  have 
more  or  less  than  twenty  pounds’  worth  of  new 
clothes  with  me,”  said  Kaye. 

“  Oh,  I  guess  you  can  tell  about,  can’t  you  ?  ” 
the  officer  said  indulgently. 

“  I  am  not  asked  to  make  an  approximation,  I 
am  asked  to  take  a  precise  oath,”  replied  my 
husband.  I  pinched  him  gently  to  signify  applause, 
but  Kaye  did  not  need  anything  of  that  kind. 
“  And,  unfortunately,  I  haven’t  my  tailor’s  bill  with 
me,”  he  continued.  “  Besides,  there  are  two  or 
three.  You  remember  those  things,”  he  said  to 
me,  “that  you  ordered  from  Collins  at  the  last 
minute  ?  ” 

“  They  came,”  I  said,  with  confidence,  “  to 
£1,  ns.  7jd.  I  remember  perfectly.” 

“  I’ll  be  satisfied,”  said  the  officer,  yawning, 
“  with  an  approximation.  People  who  can  re¬ 
member  sevenpence  ha’penny” — 

“  Thank  you,”  replied  my  husband ;  “  but  the 
matter  lies  between  the  American  Government, 
my  conscience,  and  myself.” 
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“  I’ll  take  the  responsibility.  Just  sign,  please, 
and  pass  on.  I  can’t  do  business  with  you  all  day, 
Mr.  Kemball .” 

At  this  point  I  heard  a  lady  behind  me  exclaim, 
“  If  that’s  not  a  good-natured  man !  ”  But  I  am 
not  sure  which  of  them  she  referred  to. 

“  I  am  afraid,”  said  Kaye,  still  keeping  his 
temper  admirably,  “that  the  responsibility  must 
remain  with  me.  But  if  you  would  kindly  give 
me  a  little  time,  in  which  to  consult  with  my 
wife,  and  consent  to  take  my  deposition  after¬ 
wards  ” — 

“  Great  Scot,  yes  !  ”  exclaimed  the  officer.  “  Go 
and  think  about  it  and  add  it  up.  But  don’t  ask 
us  to  calculate  forty  per  cent,  on  the  odd  fivepence 
three  farthings  if  it  comes  to  that.  Try  and  lie 
and  make  it  sixpence — you  won’t  get  into  any 
trouble.  Now  for  the  lady.  Well,  madam?” 

“  I  haven’t  got  anything  like  twenty  pounds’ 
worth  of  new  clothes,”  I  hastened  to  say ;  “  but  ” — 

“  Then  that’s  all  right.  Kindly  ” — 

“  But,”  I  said,  “  I  have  a  pearl  necklace.” 

The  officer  looked  at  me.  “  I  don’t  see  why  you 
shouldn’t  have  a  pearl  necklace,”  he  said. 

Kaye  had  come  up  behind  me.  “  My  wife  is 
unable  to  swear  that  it  is  suitable  to  her  station  in 
life,”  he  put  in. 

“  Oh,  are  you  there  ?  I  thought  you  were  con¬ 
sidering  your  bills.  What’s  the  value  of  the  pearl 
necklace  ?  ” 
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“  Five  hundred  and  twenty  pounds,”  returned 
Kaye. 

“  Four  shillings  and  tuppence,”  added  the 
customs  officer,  as  if  absent-mindedly.  “Well, 
that’s  more  than  I’d  care  to  give  for  a  necklace; 
but,  judging  from  appearances,  I  should  think  you 
could  pretty  near  live  up  to  it.  What  makes  you 
think  you  can’t?” 

“  The  necklace  came  to  my  wife,”  said  Kaye 
distantly,  “  from  a  relation  on  her  mother’s  side, 
who  was  a  lady  of  rank — a  marchioness,  in  fact, 
and 

“  And  we  are  only  ordinary  people,”  I  finished 
for  him. 

“  On  a  very  ordinary  income,”  added  Kaye. 

“  So  you  see  ” —  said  I. 

The  officer  scratched  his  head,  not  because  of 
any  embarrassment,  but  in  order,  I  believe,  to 
irritate  Kaye. 

“  I  guess  a  good  many  ordinary  people  in  the 
United  States  wear  necklaces  about  that  price 
every  day,”  he  said. 

“But  we  do  not  belong  to  the  United  States,” 
my  husband  replied.  “  I  shall  be  very  glad  if  you 
can  pass  the  necklace,  but  I  wish  you  to  be 
acquainted  with  the  facts.” 

“  Look  here,”  said  the  officer,  “  don’t  you  worry 
about  the  marchioness.  She  may  have  been  a 
bigger  swell  than  you  are,  but  if  she  chose 
to  will  you  the  necklace,  that  was  her  lookout. 
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Anyway,  we  ain’t  going  to  inquire  over  here 
whether  you’ve  got  a  coronet  to  match  or  not. 
See !  That  clause  that  made  you  bring  the 
marchioness  from  the  dead  is  only  a  general  pro¬ 
vision” — 

“  It  must  be  entirely  devoid  of  meaning,”  said 
Kaye. 

“  Oh,  not  so  bad  as  that ;  but  we’ll  pass  the 
necklace.  Now,  madam,  nothing  else,  I  suppose? 
There  are  one  hundred  and  fifteen  people  waiting 
behind  your  chair.  No  sealskins? ” 

He  was  really  quite  pleasant,  in  spite  of  the 
extraordinary  things  he  said. 

“  Yes,”  I  replied  confidently;  “  I’ve  got  a  sealskin 
cloak.  But  I  suppose  that  will  be  all  right  ?  ” 

The  expression  of  the  customs  officer  suddenly 
changed.  It  was  then  that  I  noticed  how  bristly 
his  moustache  was. 

“  I’ll  have  to  trouble  you  for  particulars  about 
that,”  he  said.  “  Is  it  a  new  one?  ” 

“  It  is  and  it  isn’t,”  I  said  in  some  embarrass¬ 
ment. 

“  I’ve  got  to  get  you  to  say  what  you  mean  by 
that.” 

“  It  has  recently  been  done  up,”  I  said,  “  by  very 
good  people.  It  looks  as  good  as  new.” 

I  received  the  first  glance  of  real  suspicion  I  ever 
recognised  in  my  life. 

“  How  long  has  it  been  in  your  possession  ?  ”  he 
asked. 
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“ Only  since  Christmas” 

“  Then  it  was  new  at  Christmas  ?  ” 

“  Not  exactly.  It  had  belonged  to — to  another 
person 

“  It  was  made  up,”  said  Kaye  furiously,  “  out  of 
various  furs  belonging  to  my  wife’s  mother-in-law ; 
but  I  don’t  see  ” — 

“  You  don’t  need  to  see,”  said  the  officer  thought¬ 
fully,  biting  the  end  of  his  pencil.  “  Are  the  skins 
pelagic?  ” 

“  I  don’t  know,”  I  said  miserably  ;  “  but  I  always 
keep  them  in  camphor.” 

“  The  skins,”  said  Kaye,  “  were  brought  from 
Canada  twenty-eight  years  ago  by  a  British  officer. 
They  have  been  taken  care  of.  I  believe  there  was 
no  question  of  pelagic  sealing  at  that  time.” 

“  Maybe  not,  but  we  don’t  like  ’em  any  better 
when  they  come  from  Canada.  I’d  advise  you  to 
own  up  to  that  sealskin,  if  you  want  to  keep  it.” 

“  Own  up  !  ” 

“  Bound  to  let  ’em  pay  on  something,”  I  heard 
him  say  to  the  next  comer  as  I  went  with  Kaye  to 
another  part  of  the  saloon.  I  cannot  see  there 
was  any  necessity.  However,  we  had  our  revenge, 
for  Kaye’s  excess  value  of  new  clothes  did 
come  to  a  total  with  farthings.  He  could  not 
avoid  it. 


CHAPTER  IV 


I  EXPECTED,  when  my  foot  pressed  American 
soil  for  the  first  time,  to  have  rather  a  profound 
sensation,  something  I  could  talk  about  seriously 
afterwards  with  the  kind  of  person  one  meets  at 
dinner  in  Cavendish  Square.  I  believe  I  had 
arranged  my  impression ;  it  was  to  include  a  sense 
of  kinship  and  an  immense  appreciation  of  material 
resources  and  a  lively  regret  for  the  shortsighted¬ 
ness  of  Lord  North  a  century  and  a  quarter  ago. 
I  intended  not  to  be  able  to  rid  myself  of  the 
thought  of  tea  duties  and  Cornwallis  and  Yorktown 
for  at  least  half  a  day,  and  to  be  oppressed  for  a 
much  longer  period  by  the  thought  of  the  loss  of 
my  country’s  greatest  opportunity.  These  are  the 
feelings  the  occasion  should  evoke — they  rise,  I 
notice,  in  every  British  bosom  that  afterwards 
confides  in  print,  and  the  more  distinguished  the 
bosom  the  keener  the  emotion.  I  am  sorry  not  to 
be  able  to  describe  and  claim  them ;  I  regret  to 
say  that  they  never  entered  my  mind.  This  in 
spite  of  my  having  made  a  special  visit  to  West¬ 
minster  to  see  the  tablet  to  the  memory  of  Major 
Andre  and  the  vat  in  which  his  remains  were 


THOSE  DELIGHTFUL  AMERICANS  3 7 


afterwards  brought  to  England,  in  order  to  prepare 
myself.  Instead  of  any  of  these  things,  I  felt,  I 
confess,  agreeably  exhilarated.  I  hope  it  does  not 
reflect  on  one’s  loyalty,  but  I  had  a  tremendous  feel¬ 
ing  of  escape  for  the  time  being  from  what  one  was 
expected  to  do  into  a  wide  and  wonderful  region 
where  one  could  do  exactly  as  one  pleased.  I 
found  out  before  long  that  this  anticipation  was 
extravagant,  but  at  the  time  I  might  have  been 
running  away  from  school,  joining  indefinite  num¬ 
bers  of  other  truants,  whose  behaviour  suggested 
on  every  hand  the  prospect  of  a  magnificently 
good  time.  They  say  we  are  really  more  free  in 
England,  but  we  haven’t  the  atmosphere  of  it ;  the 
gay  people  of  New  York  may  be  in  chains  to  their 
democracy — $a  ne  se  voit  pas\  one  can  only  say 
that.  History  vanished  before  one  into  the  accom¬ 
plished  fact,  and  the  accomplished  fact  was  too 
immediately  fascinating  to  lament  upon  how  it 
came  about.  There  was  an  irresponsible  brightness 
in  the  air  which  laid  hold  of  you;  it  made  you 
think,  by  some  association  of  ideas,  of  that  joyous 
being  an  American  duchess.  I  had  only  made  my 
bow  to  one  of  them  and  passed  on  immediately 
out  of  her  range  of  vision ;  but  here  were  all  the 
originals  of  the  American  duchess — the  procession 
of  them  was  dazzling.  I  literally  wished  for  a 
sense  of  kinship,  but  it  would  not  come;  the 
differences,  not  the  similarities,  were  what  struck 
one.  The  family  tie  wouldn’t  appear,  the  best  I 
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could  do  was  a  belief  in  connection  by  marriage. 
Walking  in  Oxford  Street  one  doesn’t  think  of 
duchesses,  yet  there  in  Fifth  Avenue  they  all  were, 
pausing  at  the  shop  windows,  showing  pink  silk 
petticoats  at  the  crossings,  getting  in  and  out  of 
the  “  street-cars.”  What  fascinated  me  most  in 
that  first  bewildering  moment  was  hearing  every¬ 
where  about  me  the  common  tongue.  All  this 
new  life  and  colour  and  movement  was  expressing 
itself  in  a  way  that  I  could  perfectly  understand ; 
that  was  what  Kaye  would  call  the  jolly  part  of  it. 
I  wanted  fifty  pairs  of  ears.  The  English  language, 
too,  seemed  a  kind  of  promiscuous  introduction — it 
put  me  on  terms  with  all  these  lively  people — and 
I  was  consumed  with  impatience  to  see  what  they 
would  have  to  say  to  me,  what  I  should  have  to 
say  to  them.  I  wanted  to  make  acquaintances, 
any  number  of  acquaintances,  beginning  anywhere, 
but  at  once.  People  at  home  who  knew  us 
would  have  been  amused,  no  doubt,  to  see  us 
that  morning  in  Fifth  Avenue;  Kaye  with  his 
head  thrown  back  at  a  perpetual  angle  scanning 
the  sky-line  of  the  buildings  opposite,  I  in  my 
pleasure  almost  openly  smiling  at  the  Americans, 
as  if  I  wished — as,  indeed,  I  did  wish — to  say, 
“  I  have  just  crossed  the  ocean  to  see  you, 
and  this,  I  observe,  is  the  front  door,  so  let 
me  in — you  might — it  was  a  long  way  to  come 
to  pay  you  that  civility.”  That  was  my  over¬ 
whelming  desire,  to  get  in.  Kaye’s  was  different 
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but  quite  as  keen.  He  wanted  to  find  out  at  once 
whether  one  could  get  permission  to  ascend  the 
sky-scrapers. 

We  were  on  our  way  to  the  hotel,  but  we  knew 
a  great  deal  better  than  to  go  in  a  cab.  There 
seemed  to  be  no  cabs  really,  only  carriages  with 
cabmen.  They  looked  very  comfortable,  but  Kaye 
said  we  might  as  well  begin  the  way  we  meant  to 
go  on,  and  we  certainly  did  not  mean  to  go  on  in 
those  conveyances,  knowing  as  we  did  that  they 
were  built  to  carry  American  fortunes.  When  our 
things  were  finally  got  together,  Kaye  looked  at 
the  sum  of  them  and  asked  for  a  luggage  van,  but 
they  brought  him  a  person  called  an  express  agent, 
a  kind  of  Carter  Paterson.  Only  in  London,  if 
you  want  anything  delivered,  you  must  go  and  ask 
Carter  Paterson;  in  New  York  Carter  Paterson 
comes  and  asks  you.  Several  cabbies  came  up  at 
the  same  time  and  offered  to  take  the  luggage,  and 
asked  where  we  were  going  and  made  propositions 
— this  was  quaint  too ;  fancy  the  cabbies  at 
Paddington  opening  the  question  of  a  bargain ! — 
but  Kaye  said  no,  we  had  been  told  how  to  get 
there,  we  were  going  to  walk,  and  handed  every¬ 
thing  over  to  the  express  agent,  dressing-cases, 
hat-boxes,  portmanteaux,  and  all.  He  said  it 
would  be  forty  cents,  which  seemed  reasonable  until 
we  arrived  at  the  hotel  and  found  he  meant  forty 
cents  apiece.  It  would  have  been  cheaper  to  take 
two  cabs !  Kaye  thought  he  had  been  done  and 
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wanted  to  make  a  fuss,  but  the  hotel  people  told 
him  it  was  quite  right. 

In  every  hotel  in  the  world  after  being  in  one’s 
room  about  ten  minutes  one  has  occasion  to  ring, 
and  at  the  end  of  that  time  I  rang.  I  wanted 
the  chambermaid.  Presently  there  came  brisk 
steps  and  a  knock,  accompanied  by  an  inter¬ 
mittent  jingling  sound.  I  opened  the  door  to 
a  buttons,  bearing  a  large  jug.  “  Kindly  send 
me  the  chambermaid,”  said  I.  He  looked  at 
me  sharply,  and  put  the  jug  down  just  inside  the 
door.  “  Chamb’maid  ?  ”  he  said  ;  “  right.”  “  Stop,” 
said  I,  “you’ve  forgotten  your  jug,”  which  I  now 
saw  contained  water  and  large  pieces  of  ice.  “No 
I  ain’t,”  said  he.  “  Might  as  well  leave  it  now. 
You’ll  be  ringin’  for  it  in  another  two  shakes.” 
“  My  good  boy  ” —  said  I,  but  he  was  gone. 

I  stood  looking  at  the  jug,  in  which  the  ice  still 
gurgled  up  and  down,  and  in  a  few  minutes  the 
chambermaid  came — a  very  pleasant-looking  young 
person. 

“  I  should  be  glad,”  said  I,  “  if  you  would  put  the 
room  to  rights  while  we  are  at  dinner,  as  I  shall 
want  to  go  to  bed  very  soon  afterwards.” 

“  Why,  yes,”  she  said ;  “  I’d  just  as  soon  as  not.” 

I  looked  at  her  in  astonishment,  but  her  manner 
was  quite  obliging — itwas  impossible  to  be  annoyed. 
“  And  will  you  bring  the  hot  water  now  ?  ”  I  asked. 

“  Hot  water  ?  Oh  yes  !  ” 

It  was  the  kind  and  patronising  note  of  complete 
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local  savoir  faire  to  the  new-comer  for  whom  all 
kinds  of  allowance  had  to  be  made.  I  sat  down 
under  it,  helpless,  on  the  edge  of  the  bed,  and 
called  to  Kaye  in  the  room  opening  out  of  mine — 
we  had  to  manage  that  way,  as  they  seem  to  have 
no  dressing-rooms — “  Did  you  ever  hear  anything 
like  that? ” 

When  the  hot  water  knock  came,  it  was  the  boy 
again,  and  he  brought  it  steaming  in  another  jug 
on  a  tray,  with  a  glass.  “  What’s  this  ?  ”  I  asked. 
“  Chamb’maid  told  me  you  wanted  hot  water,  an’ 
I’ve  brung  you  hot  water.”  He  looked  deeply 
offended. 

“  Kaye,”  I  cried,  “  I  wish  you’d  come  here  and 
explain.  They’ve  brought  us  hot  water  to  drink  !  ” 

“  Ain’t  that  what  you  want  it  for  ?  ”  asked  the 
boy,  a  trifle  less  resentfully. 

“  Tell  him  you  want  it  in  a  can,”  called  my 
husband. 

“Well,  we  ain’t  got  no  cans.  What  d’you  want 
it  in  a  can  for  ?  ” 

“To  wash  with,  naturally,”  I  said,  but  the  boy 
did  not  take  the  slightest  notice  of  my  manner. 

“Ain’t  she  put  water  in  your  washer?”  And 
without  waiting  for  an  answer,  he  walked  over  and 
inspected  the  washhand-stand.  “  Plenty  here,”  he 
said. 

“  But  it’s  cold,”  said  I.  Fancy  being  expected 
to  wash  in  cold  water  at  the  end  of  a  journey,  and 
a  journey  of  four  thousand  miles ! 
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“Well,”  said  the  boy,  “you’ve  got  a  pitcher  ’f 
ice-water  to  drink,  an’  you’ve  got  a  pitcher  ’f  boil¬ 
ing  water  to  drink,  an’  you’ve  got  plenty  cold  in 
your  washer.  That’s  about  all  we  get  asked  for, 
anyhow  this  weather.” 

It  certainly  was  warm,  warmer  than  ever,  but  if 
established  customs  were  to  be  at  the  mercy  of 
mere  changes  of  temperature !  The  boy  went,  and 
cautiously  tempering  my  boiling  beverage  with  my 
iced  beverage  I  was  able  to  wash  my  hands.  I 
was  acquainted  with  hot  water  as  a  drink ;  my 
mother-in-law  sometimes  makes  whole  meals  of  it, 
with  a  little  minced  beef  and  dry  toast,  but  there 
must  be  a  great  deal  of  dyspepsia  in  the  States 
when  it  is  brought  by  bell-boys  as  a  matter  of 
course. 

At  dinner  we  felt  quite  exhilarated  by  the  odd 
things  they  gave  us  to  eat.  I  wouldn’t  have  any¬ 
thing  that  I  knew  the  name  of,  so  as  to  make  the 
repast  completely  interesting.  Kaye  was  less 
adventurous ;  he  tried  the  frogs’  legs,  but  depended 
solidly  upon  the  joint,  which  was  international.  I 
am  not  going  to  dwell  on  the  dinners,  however — 
that  would  be  ridiculous  in  view  of  how  much  else 
there  is — further  than  to  say  that  this  one  inspired 
us  with  the  energy  to  go  and  look  at  the  volumi¬ 
nous  and  extraordinary  light  and  noise  that  was 
beating  up  and  down  Broadway  just  outside  the 
hotel.  It  sounded  from  the  inside  the  wildest 
anarchy;  there  was  none  of  the  regular  thunder 
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and  throb  of  London,  rather  as  if  the  city  were 
in  the  throes  of  an  uncontrollable  hysteria,  and 
shrieked  without  a  pause.  Outside  we  were  able, 
after  the  first  alarming  moment — we  seemed  swept 
back  through  the  swinging  doors  of  the  hotel — to 
analyse  the  tumult.  You  find  the  cobbles  of  it  in 
the  Rue  de  l’Opera,  the  congestion  in  Ludgate 
Circus,  but  only  in  Broadway  the  cobbles,  the  con¬ 
gestion,  and  the  cable-cars.  The  cobbles  send  up 
a  fundamental  din,  the  congestion  clatters  over 
them,  and  through  it  all,  with  incredible  swiftness 
and  violence,  speeds  the  cable-car,  uttering  the 
most  awful  warning  note  that  could  be  imagined 
out  of  savage  warfare.  It  was  unparalleled  to  me, 
but  Kaye  said  he  had  heard  something  like  it 
the  year  he  was  in  the  East,  where  coolies  cut 
iron  beams  the  right  length  with  steel  and  a 
hammer.  This  sound  is  made  perpetually  by 
some  unspeakable  electric  agency  connected  with 
the  driver’s  foot,  and  forms,  as  it  were,  the  highest 
note  of  the  shriek  of  the  city.  It  is  a  terrific 
menace,  but  perhaps  it  is  necessary,  for  destruction 
by  cable-car  would  be  a  fearful  way  of  leaving  the 
world.  They  bear  down  upon  you  from  both 
directions,  one  after  the  other,  like  rapid  invincible 
fates.  You  see  one,  a  mere  parallelogram,  in  the 
far  distance  ;  it  grows  and  broadens  and  threatens ; 
it  is  a  hundred  yards  away,  whirling  imprecations ; 
T  is  upon  you ;  it  is  passed  into  the  more  indefinite 
tumult  beyond,  and  another  is  swiftly  upon  its 
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track.  By  some  merciful  interposition  of  Provi¬ 
dence  your  life  has  been  saved ;  you  have  not  even 
been  shot  through  a  plate  glass  window,  and  you  are 
extremely  thankful.  At  least  we  were.  Conversa¬ 
tion  was  impossible,  but  an  idea  came  to  me  that 
I  had  to  communicate.  I  motioned  to  Kaye  to 
incline  his  ear  to  me.  “  Think,”  I  shouted  into  it, 
“  of  Frances  and  her  grievance  agamst  the  rooks !  ” 
Presently  Kaye  was  stirred  to  embark  upon  a 
bold  adventure ;  he  would  ride  in  a  cable-car. 
Other  people  got  on  and  got  off,  he  pointed  out ;  it 
was  probably  not  so  perilous  as  it  looked ;  there 
was  no  reason  why  we  also  should  not  essay  it.  I 
protested  that  the  other  people  were  Americans 
and  temperamentally  equal  to  such  feats ;  that  they 
didn’t  seem  to  mind  whether  the  car  stopped  or 
not ;  that  though  we  had  seen  nobody  killed  yet, 
that  was  just  the  reason  why  we,  laborious 
foreigners  who  were  accustomed  always  to  have 
one  foot  upon  the  ground,  should  supply  the 
spectacle.  I  also  said  that  I  didn’t  want  to,  but 
Kaye  would  keep  on  waving  his  stick.  For  some 
time  it  seemed  as  if  the  drivers  themselves  thought 
we  ought  not  to  get  on.  They  dashed  past  in 
numbers,  taking  not  the  slightest  notice,  and  Kaye 
had  just  decided  that  there  must  be  a  signal  code 
which  we  should  have  to  learn,  when  a  lady  very 
kindly  told  us  that  we  must  hail  them  from  the 
opposite  corner.  She  smiled  so  prettily  as  she 
spoke;  she  had  white  hair  and  dark  eyes,  and 
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looked  most  sympathetic.  I  wished  we  could  have 
asked  her  if  it  was  dangerous  for  strangers,  but,  of 
course,  she  was  gone  almost  immediately.  The 
next  car  stopped  and  we  ran  at  it,  but  not  fast 
enough  to  satisfy  the  conductor,  who  spoke  to 
Kaye  as  he  got  in.  “  Get  a  hustle  on  !  ”  he  said  to 
Kaye.  Kaye  turned  upon  him.  “  Do  not  address 
me  in  that  way  again,”  he  said.  But  at  that 
instant  the  car  leaped  forward,  and  I  fell  into  the 
lap  of  a  large  Jewish  gentleman  with  diamonds  in 
his  shirt  front,  and  Kaye  sat  down  very  suddenly 
upon  a  little  girl.  “  Why,”  replied  the  conductor, 
before  we  had  time  to  recover  ourselves,  “  don’t  y’ 
like  it?” 

We  were  aboard  and  abroad,  dashing  through 
the  light  and  life  and  circumstances  of  the  streets 
of  New  York  to  the  furious  clangour  of  that  anvil- 
devil  under  the  driver’s  foot.  Cars  tore  past  us 
raging  equally,  cars  preceded  us,  cars  followed  us. 
Evening  grew,  as  it  were,  reluctantly  upon  the 
uproar,  fought  back  by  the  electric  flashing  shop 
fronts.  The  trams  were  open,  with  seats  across 
and  across;  I  watched  the  people  getting  in  and 
out.  They  had  pale  faces  and  dark,  shadowy  eyes 
— nowhere  the  broad  red  British  chop — and  an 
immense  look  of  sophistication,  of  life,  which, 
nevertheless,  sat  upon  them  casually.  None  of 
them  looked  worn  or  anxious ;  there  were  no  char¬ 
women  in  wizened  black  bonnets  getting  home 
with  a  basket.  One  shouldn’t  generalise  too 
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much,  but  I  thought  I  saw  an  easy  satisfaction 
tinged  with  cynicism,  an  immense  sang-froid  about 
what  might  happen  next  in  the  men,  especially  the 
men  who  smoked  cigars  and  wore  pink  shirts. 
The  women  had  clouds  of  hair  about  their  faces, 
and  looked  epitomes  of  dramatic  possibility. 
They  were  more  pictorial  than  the  men,  but  they 
had  the  same  acceptance  of  the  facts  of  life,  with  a 
subtle  hint  of  consciousness  of  power  to  mould 
them.  And  they  knew  very  well  where  they  were 
going.  Three  or  four  young  and  pretty  ones 
sitting  in  front  of  us  wore  no  hats.  They  put  their 
arms  round  one  another’s  waists  and  sang,  looking 
from  side  to  side  with  entertainment,  as  the  car 
tore  on.  I  looked  to  see  if  they  were  also  bare¬ 
footed — they  were  shod  in  kid  !  There  was  an 
accent  about  everybody,  an  effect;  they  might 
all  have  been  doing  their  turns  at  a  huge  variety 
show,  all  “  on  ”  together,  and  it  baffled  imagination 
to  guess  what  they  were  like  when  they  were  off. 
The  sense  of  kinship  retreated  further  and  further. 
I  thought,  “  How  continental !  ”  But  whether  I 
meant  Paris  or  Naples  or  Vienna  I  was  not  sure. 

We  sat  and  gazed.  The  flying  car  made  a 
grateful  coolness ;  it  was  plain  that  many  of  these 
people  had  come  for  the  mere  jaunt  of  it,  as  we 
had.  Some  of  them  had  delicate  scents  about 
them,  which  spread  upon  the  soft,  moist  air,  and 
added  another  fantastic  note.  Exquisite  toilettes 
ascended  and  descended — the  sort  of  thing,  posi- 
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tively,  that  might  be  worn  at  a  Marlborough 
House  garden-party — exquisite  coiffures,  and  sat 
down  in  this  most  common  carrier  beside  fat 
Germans  with  no  collars,  puffing  meerschaums,  all 
taking  the  air — the  air  of  Broadway.  The  shops 
were  closing,  but  we  could  still  read  some  of  the 
placards.  One  of  them  said,  “  Our  hats  are  ice 
cold.”  We  wondered  what  it  meant,  and  Kaye 
said  he  would  go  and  buy  one  to-morrow  to  see 
what  the  refrigerating  arrangement  was.  “  What 
won’t  they  invent!”  said  Kaye.  He  was  thor¬ 
oughly  enjoying  his  evening.  We  sat  on  in  the 
car  till  it  brought  us  back — I  know  now  that  when 
we  thought  we  were  getting  into  the  country  we 
were  only  at  the  Battery — and  Kaye  saw  more 
sky-scrapers  than  he  had  any  idea  there  were.  It 
is  still  to  me  a  wonderful  sharp  picture,  and  I  write 
about  it  with  excitement,  that  first  glimpse  of  New 
York  by  New  York’s  own  way  of  getting  about. 
The  sensation  was  a  little  cruel  at  the  time  but 
most  dramatic,  and  a  triumph  to  boast  of  over 
the  base  instincts  which  tempt  one  in  crucial 
moments  to  run  away.  Kaye,  too,  remembers  it 
with  pleasurable  interest,  tempered  by  the  con¬ 
ductor.  As  we  were  getting  out  this  person 
addressed  my  husband  again,  though  he  had  been 
expressly  told  not  to.  “  Shake  a  leg!”  said  he. 


CHAPTER  V 


WE  had  not  come  well  -  equipped  with  in¬ 
troductions.  My  mother  -  in  -  law  and 
Frances  did  their  praiseworthy  best;  the  county 
was  ransacked  in  every  corner  for  these  facilities, 
and  one  or  two  letters  of  research  went  to  Brighton 
and  to  Bath — I  remember  Frances  quoting  “  I  shot 
an  arrow  into  the  air,”  as  she  posted  them — but 
the  results  all  seemed  to  require  us  to  go  to 
Florida,  or  to  Texas,  or  to  the  Pacific  Coast.  We 
brought  them  along,  of  course — they  were  better 
than  nothing  in  case  we  should  have  time  to  visit 
these  points ;  but  I  was  not  in  the  least  keen  about 
them,  they  were  all  to  people  whose  people  were  in 
England,  and  you  do  not  go  abroad  to  meet  your 
fellow-countrymen,  at  least  in  this  direction.  Kaye 
had  one  or  two  letters  from  solicitors  in  the  City  to 
gentlemen  connected  with  the  company,  but  these 
we  naturally  expected  to  be  of  no  use  beyond 
identifying  him  as  mamma’s  representative.  He 
posted  one  of  them  the  moment  we  arrived,  with 
his  card,  and  a  civil  note  asking  whether  any 
change  had  been  made  in  the  date  of  the  meeting, 
but  as  I  couldn’t  go  to  the  meeting  it  was  a  matter 
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of  rather  languid  interest  to  me.  I  had  unpacked 
our  introductions  proper  the  next  morning  after 
breakfast,  and  was  trying  to  calculate  with  a  map 
how  far  we  should  have  to  travel  to  meet  the  Hon. 
Jermyns  St.  Jermyn,  who  lived  in  a  place  called 
Aitchison,  and  we  were  to  find  out  for  ourselves 
what  State  it  was  in,  which  I  had  done  as  easily  as 
possible  with  the  map.  Kaye  had  gone  out  to 
look  for  a  newspaper  stand,  and  buy  a  Standard 
for  himself  and  a  Morning  Post  for  me — one  may 
go  a  long  way  from  home,  but  one  likes  to  keep  in 
touch;  we  always  did  in  Paris.  I  was  debating 
between  the  disadvantage  of  closing  the  window  or 
having  the  cable-car  come  in  with  the  fresh  air, 
when  a  squeak  came  from  the  squeaking-tube  in 
the  wall.  Kaye  had  explained  this  to  me,  as  well 
as  the  fire-escape  and  the  arrangement  for  letting 
them  know  in  the  office  that  you  wanted  a  bath,  or 
a  cab,  or  a  cigar,  and  by  putting  my  ear  to  it  I 
heard,  “  You’re  wanted  at  the  telephone.”  I  had 
presence  of  mind.  I  said  at  once  into  the  wall, 
“  Where  is  the  telephone  ?  ”  and  got  the  reply, 
“  First  floor,  off  the  cloak-room I  was  a  good 
deal  flurried,  but  I  collected  myself  enough  to  ask, 
“  Who  wants  me?”  To  this  there  was  no  answer ; 
someone  else,  I  suppose,  was  using  the  squeaker. 

Of  course  I  knew  about  the  telephone ;  we  live 
in  the  country,  but  we  are  not  so  behind  the  times 
as  all  that.  In  fact,  I  had  seen  one  in  the  bank  at 
Cobbhampton.  So  far  as  that  goes,  we  have  had 
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a  cinematograph  down  from  London  for  the 
children’s  school  treat,  a  much  more  recent  in¬ 
vention.  But  I  had  never  had  anything  to  do 
with  them,  and — it  sounds  incredibly  foolish — I 
imagined,  on  my  way  downstairs,  that  whoever 
wanted  me  would  be  waiting  at  the  telephone.  It 
was  exciting,  but  I  was  not  alarmed — I  only  hoped 
it  would  be  an  American. 

The  bell-boy  whose  acquaintance  I  had  already 
made,  was  sitting  on  a  chair  beside  the  instrument, 
and  there  was  no  one  else. 

“  Where  is  he  ?  ”  I  asked.  “  The  person  who 
wished  me  to  come  to  the  telephone  ?  ” 

“  Number  5673.  Connection’s  off  now.  Can’t 
hold  the  line  more’n  a  minute.  Want  I  sh’d  ring 
’em  up  for  you  ?  ” 

I  understood  at  once.  “  Oh,”  I  said,  “  wait  a 
minute.  Who  is  it?” 

“  Number  5673.” 

“  Then  you  don’t  know  who  it  is?” 

“  Course  I  don’t.  But  I  kin  ast.” 

I  considered  for  a  moment.  “Yes,”  I  said, 
“  you  had  better  ask,  please.  Say  that  Mrs.  Kem- 
ball  would  be  glad  to  be  informed  as  to  who  wishes 
to  communicate  with  her.” 

The  boy  rang  the  bell,  put  the  tube  to  his  ear, 
and  presently  said,  “  Who  wants  to  get  Mrs.  Kem- 
ball  ?  ” 

I  hoped  he  had  not  been  heard,  it  sounded  so 
dreadful ;  but  apparently  he  had,  for  after  listening 
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for  a  moment  he  turned  to  me.  “  Gentleman  by 
the  name  of  Adams,”  he  said ;  “  Amelia — no. 
What  did  you  say  your  first  name  was  ?  ”  he  called 
into  the  telephone.  “  Repeat  front  name.  Oh 
yes — Cornelius.  Cornelius  Adams,”  and  he  handed 
me  the  trumpet. 

“  Oh,”  I  said.  “  Go  on  talking  to  him,  please. 
I  don’t  understand  this  invention.  Tell  him  Mrs. 
Kemball  is  here,  and  will  he  very  kindly  give  you 
any  message.” 

“Ah  there?”  said  the  boy  into  the  telephone. 
“  Are  you  on,  Mr.  Adams  ?  Mrs.  Kemball  is 
here,  but  she  don’t  understand  this  invention,  an’ 
will  you  very  kindly  give  me  any  message  ?  ”  I 
think  the  boy  was  imitating  me,  from  the  sound 
of  his  voice.  He  listened  again.  “  Right,”  he  said 
presently,  “  goo’-bye .”  “  All  right,  Central  ” — he 

seemed  to  be  addressing  someone  else.  “You’re 
very  foolish  to-day,  ain’t  you  ?  There,  take  it ! 
Have  you  got  it?  Keep  it!”  and  he  rang  once 
more,  quite  with  temper. 

“  He  says  I  was  to  tell  you  he’d  got  Mr.  Kem- 
ball’s  letter,  and  he’d  be  over  after  lunch.  An’  he 
says  you’d  better  begin  to  pack  up  right  away.” 

I  could  not  help  looking  at  the  boy  with 
suspicion,  he  was  such  a  casual  boy,  without  any  of 
the  responsibility  of  his  buttons.  I  had  no  way  of 
knowing  that  he  had  not  made  it  all  up.  Mr. 
Adams,  I  remembered,  was  one  of  the  people  Kaye 
had  letters  to  from  the  City.  I  could  understand 
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his  calling  and  wishing  to  persuade  Kaye  to  go 
back  to  England,  but  a  peremptory  message  over 
the  telephone  to  that  effect  I  could  not  understand. 
I  was  sure  that  Kaye  would  not  pack  up  right 
away,  and  that  he  would  be  very  angry. 

When  my  husband  came  in  he  was  very  angry 
already.  He  had  not  been  able  to  find  a  copy  of 
the  Standard  or  of  the  Morning  Post ,  or  even  of 
the  Times. 

“  They  don’t  seem  to  read  the  newspapers  in 
this  part  of  the  world,”  he  said. 

“  I  suppose  they  have  their  own,”  I  suggested, 
and  Kaye  replied,  “  Oh  yes,  they  have,”  and  put 
one  down  on  the  table.  There  is  no  use  in  report¬ 
ing  what  else  he  said ;  he  has  the  most  violent 
prejudices  against  all  newspapers  other  than  the 
Times ,  the  Standard ,  and  the  Morning  Post ,  even 
English  ones.  As  to  anything  coloured  pink — ! 
I  notice,  too,  that  everybody  abuses  American 
newspapers ;  it  makes  one  feel  quite  sorry  for  the 
people  connected  with  them.  I  certainly  cannot 
abuse  them — not  that  I  would  have  any  wish  to  do 
so,  because  I  do  not  remember  ever  looking  at 
one;  with  mails  twice  a  week  from  England  one 
wasn’t  obliged  to.  Kaye  was  particularly  annoyed 
because  he  could  find  nothing  about  affairs  in 
England  except  the  news  that  an  American  per¬ 
ambulator  had  been  ordered  for  little  Prince 
Edward’s  younger  brother,  and  something  that 
wasn’t  true  about  the  Dowager  Empress  of  China ; 
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and  he  kept  on  saying  things.  Presently,  however, 
I  got  a  word  in  edgewise  about  Mr.  Adams,  and 
then  he  was  more  vexed  than  ever  that  I  should 
have  received  at  the  telephone  a  person  I  had 
never  heard  of,  which  shows  that  he  was  simply 
very  cross ;  for  what  difference  could  it  possibly 
make  with  the  person  perhaps  a  mile  away,  talking 
through  a  wire,  to  say  nothing  of  the  boy?  As 
to  the  message,  he  said  it  was  extraordinary,  of 
course,  but  so  was  everything  else,  and  I  think  he 
was  rather  pleased  about  it  than  otherwise.  It 
showed,  he  said,  how  necessary  it  was  to  come  ; 
matters  probably  required  a  great  deal  of  looking 
into  if  they — Mr.  Adams  and  the  others — took 
such  a  tone  as  that. 

The  irritation  my  husband  felt  was  quite  a  usual 
and  natural  thing,  though  I  thought  it  unreason¬ 
able  at  the  time,  and  very  probably  said  so.  I 
have  noticed  since  that  it  is  the  experience  of  every 
Englishman  who  lands  in  America,  no  matter  how 
equable  he  is  at  home — and  in  six  counties  you 
would  not  find  a  more  even-tempered  person  than 
Kaye — he  is  inevitably  as  cross  as  two  sticks  about 
something  or  everything  in  the  customs  of  the 
United  States  at  first  sight.  He  is  exactly  like 
his  own  silk  hat  brushed  the  wrong  way.  It  is 
different  with  women.  I  did  not  mind  anything 
myself;  that  is  to  say,  really  mind.  Perhaps  we 
have  more  philosophy ;  this  is  likely,  I  think,  con¬ 
sidering  how  much  we  have  to  put  up  with  at 
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home  (now  that  I  have  seen  what  a  republic  can 
do  for  ladies  I  am  very  much  impressed  with  this) ; 
or  perhaps  we  are  only  more  curious. 

We  had  another  little  dispute  when  Mr.  Adams 
arrived.  I  wanted  to  go  down  and  Kaye  wouldn’t 
let  me,  although  two  cards  had  been  sent  up, 
plainly  showing  that  he  expected  to  see  me  too. 
Kaye  said  not  on  any  account,  that  we  hadn’t  the 
slightest  notion  what  kind  of  interview  it  would  be, 
and  walked  up  and  down  with  an  air  of  being 
prepared,  if  it  were  necessary,  to  call  in  the  police 
to  deal  with  Mr.  Adams.  So  I  gave  in  of  course, 
and  he  descended  alone,  leaving  me  in  my  bed¬ 
room  with  the  steam  heating  pipes,  which  did  not 
entertain  me  as  much  as  they  had  my  husband.  I 
must  confess,  though,  that  when  the  messenger 
Kaye  sent  for  me  ten  minutes  later  stepped  into 
the  lift  he  met  me  stepping  out.  It  was  my 
anxiety,  but  I  need  have  had  none;  the  most 
delightful-looking  person  got  up  with  Kaye,  when  I 
went  in,  to  be  introduced.  He  was  rather  short 
and  rather  stout,  and  very  pink — a  kind  of  infantile 
pink — not  in  the  least  ruddy.  His  aquiline  nose 
was  pink,  and  all  his  clean-shaven  face  and  the 
bald  spot  on  the  top  of  his  head.  He  had  a  crisp, 
pure  white  military  moustache,  and  his  hair  was 
white,  too,  but  there  was  nothing  venerable  about 
him;  if  he  was  middle-aged,  that  is  as  much  as 
can  be  said.  He  smiled  with  great  cordiality,  and 
I  noticed  with  surprise  that  Kaye  was  smiling  with 
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some  cordiality  also.  He  said  he  was  extremely 
glad  to  see  me,  and  particularly  privileged,  or 
something  like  that,  to  be  the  first  to  welcome  us  to 
New  York,  and  his  bow  expressed  this  as  well.  I 
mean  it  was  a  bow  of  enthusiasm,  of  sentiment 
and  feeling,  as  far  from  the  perfunctory  inclination 
of  an  Englishman  as  from  the  elaborate  sophistry 
of  a  Frenchman.  I  liked  Mr.  Adams’s  bow. 

“  But,  my  dear  madam,  we’re  not  going  to  allow 
this  at  all.”  Mr.  Adams  sat  down  again,  and 
cocked  one  leg  over  the  other,  and  I  never  saw 
upon  man  so  well-fitting  a  boot  as  the  one  poised 
before  me.  “  I’ve  just  been  telling  Mr.  Kemball 
that  your  room  is  all  ready  for  you  over  in  Madison 
Avenue,  and  I’m  under  orders  from  Mrs.  Adams 
to  get  you  there  before  dinner.” 

“  Mr.  Adams  has  very  kindly  offered  to  put  us 
up,”  said  Kaye;  “but  really” — 

“  How  very  kind  indeed !  ”  I  said.  I  carefully 
avoided  looking  at  Kaye,  for  I  instantly  made  up 
my  mind  that  I  wanted  above  all  things  to  accept. 
“  How  extremely  kind  !  ”  I  couldn’t  very  well  go 
on,  “We  will  come  with  the  greatest  joy,”  because, 
of  course,  Kaye  had  to  be  consulted.  I  cast  about 
me  for  something  neutral.  “  It  is  rather  noisy 
here,”  was  all  I  could  think  of. 

“  There,”  said  Mr.  Adams,  “  that  settles  it.  Mrs. 
Kemball’s  nerves  are  being  destroyed.  Why  on 
earth  you  selected  a  down-town  hotel —  You 
must  pack,  you  must  pack,  and  come  with  me.” 


56  THOSE  DELIGHTFUL  AMERICANS 


“  My  wife  has  no  nerves,”  said  Kaye. 

“  Oh,  haven’t  I  ?  ”  I  cried. 

“  Certainly  you  have,  Mrs.  Kemball ;  every  lady 
has.  Don’t  you  stay  here,  and  get  them  shattered. 
Come,  how  long  will  it  take  you  both  ?  ”  and  Mr. 
Adams  looked  at  his  watch. 

“  We  are  both  exceedingly  obliged  to  you,  I  am 
sure,”  said  my  husband,  and  I  knew  that  he  was 
looking  at  me  hard,  though  I  kept  my  eyes  on  the 
carpet ;  “  but  ” — 

“  But  nothing.  Think  of  Mrs.  Kemball’s  nerves, 
my  dear  fellow.  Madison  Avenue  is  the  country 
compared  to  this.” 

“  I  love  the  country,”  I  said  softly,  and  here  I 
met  Kaye’s  glance.  At  this  point,  after  all  that 
had  been  said,  it  was  perfectly  possible  to  smile  as 
if  our  acceptance  was  to  be  taken  for  granted. 

“  I  was  going  to  say,”  said  Kaye,  “  that  my  visit 
is  so  entirely  a  matter  of  business — we  shall  have 
so  much  running  about  to  do — I  could  not  think  of 
making  use  of  you  in  such  a  way,”  but  I  could  see 
that  I  had  smiled  at  the  psychological  moment. 
He  was  weakening. 

“  Now  don’t  talk  like  that — it  isn’t  any  manner 
of  use.”  Mr.  Adams  shifted  one  grey  leg,  and 
cocked  the  other  one  over  it.  “You  can’t  dis¬ 
appoint  Mrs.  Adams  like  that — a  poor  innocent 
lady  who  has  never  done  you  any  harm,  and  who 
is  dying  to  meet  Mrs.  Kemball  here  —  to  say 
nothing  of  Verona.” 
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“  Do  tell  me  who  Verona  is,”  I  said.  Already  I 
basked  in  the  social  temperature  that  surrounded 
Mr.  Adams.  It  was  certainly  a  very  sudden 
change.  A  quarter  of  an  hour  before  Mr.  Adams 
was  a  visiting-card,  and  sat  in  the  hotel  drawing¬ 
room  in  the  remote  and  icy  atmosphere  of  the 
unknown.  Already  it  was  warm  and  sunny  round 
his  chair,  and  he  talked  of  Verona. 

“  My  wife’s  sister,”  he  said ;  “  and  a  very  im¬ 
portant  member  of  the  family.  Oh,  you’ll  have  to 
get  on  the  right  side  of  Verona;  the  rest  of  us 
don’t  matter.” 

“  Kaye,”  I  said,  “  Mrs.  Adams  and  Verona  are 
dying  to  meet  me,  and  I  am  dying  to  meet  Mrs. 
Adams  and  Verona.”  That  was  all,  and  yet  my 
husband  said  afterwards  that  I  had  carried  the 
position  by  assault.  It  was  really  Mr.  Adams  who 
carried  it.  In  a  very  few  minutes  more  he  was 
marshalling  us  to  the  lift,  always  with  his  watch  in 
his  hand,  we  under  bond  to  be  packed  and  ready 
in  three-quarters  of  an  hour,  when  Mr.  Adams 
would  return  from  an  appointment  in  Sixth  Avenue. 
As  we  ascended  to  fulfil  this  contract,  we  looked  at 
each  other.  Kaye  pulled  his  moustache  like  a 
terrier  who  has  done  something  naughty  that  he 
knows  he  will  be  applauded  for,  and  the  lift  was 
full  of  our  mutual  understanding  of  the  wildest 
adventure. 

“  It’s  the  realisation  of  all  I  ever  heard,”  I  said 
with  excitement.  “  Kaye,  we’re  on  the  brink, 
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we’re  on  the  brink”  Kaye  glanced,  with  reproof, 
at  the  boy,  but  in  my  delight  I  did  not  care  a 
brass  farthing. 

“  He  is  solicitor  to  the  company,”  my  husband 
said  guardedly,  “  and,  of  course,  he’ll  be  able  to 
post  me  any  amount” — 

“  After  dinner,”  I  put  in,  “  while  I  am  talking  to 
Verona.” 

Here  a  graceful  young  person  with  yellow  hair 
and  a  white  pique  frock,  with  a  blue  sailor  tie,  got 
in  at  the  second  floor,  and  we  were  silent.  As  she 
got  out  at  the  fourth  Kaye  gave  a  final  twist  to  his 
moustache.  “  I  don’t  see  why  you  should  be  the 
only  one  to  talk  to  Verona,”  he  said. 


CHAPTER  VI 


OOD-NIGHT,”  said  Mrs.  Adams,  “and — 


VJT  oh,  Cornelius,  I  have  forgotten  them.  Will 
you  ring?  ” 

Mr.  Adams  glanced  with  humour  at  his  wife, 
but  went,  saying  nothing,  and  touched  a  button  in 
the  wall.  While  I  lingered  over  my  good-night 
to  Verona  the  summons  was  answered  by  a  maid 
with  a  tray.  “  Will  you  take  your — your  candles, 
or  shall  I  send  them  up  ?  ”  asked  Mrs.  Adams. 

“  I  may  state,”  said  her  husband,  in  the  manner 
of  one  who  would  no  longer  be  denied,  “  that  the 
house  is  lighted,  garret  to  cellar  inclusive,  with  elec¬ 
tricity,  but  my  wife  insisted,  for  some  reason  best 
known  to  herself,  that  you  would  require  candles.” 

“  Oh,  not  ‘  require/  Cornelius ;  I  never  said  that. 
But  I  know  the  English  have  the  habit — I  thought 
you  wouldn’t  feel  comfortable  without  them,”  said 
Mrs.  Adams,  with  the  sweetest  smile  of  depreca¬ 
tion.  “  I  said  to  Cornelius,  ‘  I  want  above  all 
things  they  should  feel  at  home.  Candles  they 
must  have.’  I  do  hope  they  are  what  you’ve  been 
accustomed  to;  I  had  to  trust  entirely  to  the 
grocer.” 


5 
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I  looked  at  the  candles  and  then  at  Kaye.  Kaye 
looked  at  the  candles  and  then  at  me.  They  were 
quite  eighteen  inches  long  and  thick  in  proportion, 
the  kind  used  on  altars,  and  they  stood  magnifi¬ 
cently  before  the  maid. 

“  They  are  the  finest  candles  I  ever  saw,”  said 
my  husband,  after  an  instant’s  pause,  “  but  I’m 
very  sorry  you  troubled.  With  the  el  ” — 

“  And  they  do  remind  us  of  home  awfully,” 
I  broke  in.  “  Don’t  they,  Kaye?”  We  stood  in  a 
semicircle  round  the  maid  and  looked  at  them, 
Kaye  pulling  his  moustache,  Verona  with  her 
elusive  smile.  It  seemed  somehow  an  emergency 
in  which  it  was  our  duty  to  save  our  host  and 
hostess. 

“  It  is  a  charming  custom,  I’m  sure,”  Mrs. 
Adams  said,  regarding  the  candles  critically  with 
her  head  a  little  on  one  side.  “  Deliciously  old 
world.” 

“  Well,”  said  Mr.  Adams,  “  I  hope  they  will 
make  you  very  happy.” 

“  But  really  ” —  began  Kaye.  I  cut  him  short 
by  seizing  a  candlestick. 

“  But  really  it’s  too  kind,”  I  finished  for  him, 
and  Mrs.  Adams  led  the  way  to  the  staircase. 

“  Oh,”  said  Kaye,  with  a  slight  inflection  of 
disappointment,  “  aren’t  we  going  up  in  the  lift?  ” 

“  Do  you  think  you  could  —  with  candles  ?  ” 
exclaimed  Mrs.  Adams,  quite  shocked.  What  did 
she  mean? 
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“  No,”  said  Mr.  Adams,  “  they  ought  to  go  up 
the  ancient  oak  staircase,  and  at  the  top  a  draught 
from  the  blue  room  should  meet  them  in  the 
west  corridor  and  put  their  candles  out.  But  the 
elevator’s  there  after  all,  and  we  generally  keep 
the  ancient  oak  staircase  for  coming  down.  Let 
them  go  up  in  the  elevator,  Louisa.” 

“  Oh,  if  they  would  prefer  it,”  said  Mrs.  Adams. 

I  didn’t  know  what  to  say,  but  Kaye  declared 
at  once  that  he  would  prefer  it,  so  we  exchanged 
good-nights  at  once  at  the  door  of  the  elevator. 
They  must  all  have  wanted  to  use  it,  but  I  suppose 
politeness  made  them  send  us  up  alone  first.  We 
had  gone  about  half-way  to  the  first  floor  when  an 
urgent  voice  from  below — it  was  Mrs.  Adams’s — * 
summoned  us  back,  and  the  boy  let  us  sink  again. 

“  I’m  so  sorry,”  she  said ;  “  I’m  afraid  you’ll 
think  us  very  thoughtless — we’ve  forgotten  to  light 
them.  Cornelius  ” — 

We  all  laughed,  including  Mrs.  Adams,  who 
seemed  quite  accustomed  to  taking  jokes  gracefully 
at  her  own  expense. 

“  Louisa,”  said  Mr.  Adams  seriously,  “  it  ought 
to  be  done  with  a  spill.  Have  you  provided  spills  ?” 

“  But,”  put  in  my  practical  husband,  “  as  there 
are  no  fires  you  would  be  obliged  to  use  a  match 
to  light  the  spill.” 

“  Oh,  thank  you,  Mr.  Kemball ;  I  should  never 
have  heard  the  last  of  that.  Cornelius,  you  know 
perfectly  well  you  have  plenty  of  matches.” 
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“  It  ought  to  be  a  spill — it  ought  to  be  a  spill  ”  ; 
but  our  host  produced  a  little  silver  box  and 
solemnly  lighted  up  for  us,  Verona  looking  on  like 
a  vestal  virgin,  with  her  hands  behind  her.  So  at 
last  we  rose  up  to  our  beds,  our  prodigious  tapers 
adding  to  the  blaze  of  the  electric  light  a  familiar 
scent  of  home,  and  not  by  any  means  the  most 
agreeable  one.  Kaye  blew  his  out  promptly  when 
we  got  to  our  room,  and  I  would  have  liked  to,  but 
it  seemed  unkind  to  dear  Mrs.  Adams,  so  I  let  it 
stand  on  my  dressing-table  till  I  was  almost  ready 
for  bed.  The  last  thing  I  remember  about  that 
delightful  evening  was  an  admonition  from  Kaye. 

“  You  mustn’t  write  home,”  said  he,  “  that  private 
houses  in  America  are  provided  with  lifts.  It  isn’t 
at  all  common.  Adams  told  me  he  had  this  put  in 
on  account  of  his  wife’s  spraining  her  ankle  last 
winter.” 

“Well,”  said  I,  “there’s  a  lesson  for  English¬ 
men.” 

“  What !  And  it’s  electric,  not  hydraulic.” 

“  Is  it?”  said  I,  and  went  to  sleep. 

When  you  have  been  accustomed  all  your  life 
to  the  ordinary  white  counterpane  with  which 
respectability  covers  its  beds  in  Great  Britain,  it  is 
a  distinct  sensation  to  unclose  your  eyes  upon  a 
pale  blue  satin  couverture  exquisitely  embroidered 
in  pink  wild  roses.  Whenever  I  think  of  Mrs. 
Adams’s  housekeeping,  which  is  often,  I  think  of 
that  blue  satin  quilt — it  was  a  kind  of  key  to  all 
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the  rest.  I  lay  and  marvelled  in  the  morning 
at  the  lightness  and  delicacy  of  my  room ;  it  was 
an  apartment  Marie  Antoinette  might  have  slept 
in.  The  bed  was  panelled  in  porcelain,  the  foot¬ 
board  presented  a  group  of  maidens  upon  a  rustic 
bench  under  a  tree,  before  whom  a  gallant  in 
a  pink  coat  and  buckled  shoes  performed  upon 
the  guitar.  There  were  gilt  arabesques  upon  the 
furniture,  and  the  silk  curtains  were  in  an  old 
French  design,  green  stripes  and  pink  rose  wreaths. 
Something  like  it  one  sees  in  Liberty’s  windows  at 
home,  but  never,  oh  never,  in  the  country.  The 
dressing-table — the  glass  was  upheld  by  Dresden 
cherubs — held  a  multitude  of  the  most  clever  con¬ 
veniences,  all  labelled  so  that  one  knew.  One  of 
them,  I  remember,  was  a  beautifully  embroidered 
pouch  marked  “  Hair  combings  ”  in  Old  English 
lettering,  and  on  an  ormolu  table  near  the  bed 
lay  the  edition  de  luxe  of  the  Confessions  of  St. 
Augustine.  In  Kaye’s  dressing-room  we  found  the 
poems  of  William  Morris,  and,  hanging  against 
the  wall,  the  sweetest  illuminated  vellum  book 
cover,  containing  shaving-papers.  It  had  on  it  a 
quotation  from  Pope,  I  think,  about  the  advantages 
of  shaving.  I  never  saw  so  much  forethought  and 
taste  expended  on  a  bedroom,  and  neither  did 
Kaye,  though  all  he  would  say  was  that  Adams 
must  let  his  wife  spend  a  lot  of  money  at  church 
bazaars. 

Verona,  when  we  went  down,  was  putting  the 
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finishing  touch  to  the  biggest  La  Frances  I  had 
ever  seen  upon  the  breakfast  table.  In  the 
morning  her  lips  seemed  more  composed  than 
ever,  her  oval  face  of  a  clearer  pallor,  with  its 
shadowy  eyes  and  dark  soft  frame  of  hair.  She 
had  no  colour  whatever,  had  Verona,  but  the  roses 
gained  significance  from  being  in  her  hands.  In 
reply  to  our  inquiry  for  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Adams,  she 
said  they  were  “  out  on  the  steps.”  We  found 
them  there — out  on  the  steps.  Mr.  Adams  sat  on 
one  of  the  steps  reading  the  paper,  Mrs.  Adams 
leaned  against  the  brown  stone  balustrade.  The 
front  door  was  open ;  a  pleasant  freshness  came  in 
from  Central  Park  across  the  road.  Electric  trams 
were  humming  past  laden  with  people  who  did  not 
look  at  all  surprised  to  see  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Adams 
sitting  on  the  steps.  I  regret  to  say  that  my 
husband  did.  He  looked  amazed,  and  hung  back 
in  the  hall  as  if  to  give  his  host  and  hostess  an 
opportunity  to  get  off  the  steps  before  he  said 
good-morning  to  them.  I  even  saw  the  shadow 
of  a  doubt  flicker  across  his  face  as  to  whether 
we  ought  to  have  come  to  the  Adamses.  He  was 
thinking,  no  doubt,  of  the  spectacle  of  the 
occupants  of  Queen’s  Gate,  W.,  reading  their 
Morning  Posts  on  their  steps.  But  we  were  four 
thousand  miles  from  Queen’s  Gate,  and  I  went  out 
joyously  and  sat  down  upon  the  lowest  step  of  all, 
though  I  knew  perfectly  well  what  Kaye  meant 
when  he  asked  me  if  I  didn’t  think  I  would  take 
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cold.  It  gave  one  immensely  the  sensation  of 
doing  as  one  liked,  but  I  believe  there  are  people 
in  the  world  who  prefer  not  to  do  as  they  like. 
The  reason  for  this  is  obscure,  but  it  must  have 
been  something  of  the  kind  that  kept  Kaye 
standing  just  inside  the  door  like  a  footman,  while 
the  rest  of  us  enjoyed  the  brilliancy  and  early 
morning  movement  of  out  of  doors  in  Madison 
Avenue,  sitting  on  the  steps. 

Do  what  you  will  in  writing  a  narrative,  you 
come  back  to  the  things  you  eat  and  drink.  I 
would  much  rather  describe  Verona,  but  I  cannot 
quite  pass  over  the  cantelopes.  We  began  break¬ 
fast  with  the  cantelopes  (a  kind  of  melon) — they 
were  there  before  us  waiting  upon  our  plates ;  we 
each  had  half  a  one,  ready  sugared,  with  a  lump 
of  ice  in  it,  to  negotiate  in  advance  of  anything 
else.  One  saw  at  once  that  it  was  thoroughly 
American,  so  one  could  only  say  that  it  was  most 
refreshing,  inwardly  thinking  all  the  time,  “  This  is 
the  only  coldness  they  show  to  a  stranger.”  They 
talk  about  our  “  jam  habit,”  and  make  a  butt  of  us 
on  the  subject  of  marmalade;  but  it  is  certainly 
more  reasonable  to  finish  up  with  a  spoonful  of 
jam  than  to  precede  with  an  iced  slab  of  raw  fruit 
— so  discouraging !  However,  that  has  nothing  to 
do  with  Verona,  who  made  the  coffee.  She  made 
it  in  a  remarkable  invention,  and  it  had  a  delicious 
smell;  but  when  Mrs.  Adams  said,  “The  tea 
is  coming  in  a  moment,  I  hope  you’ll  like  it — it  is 
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English  breakfast  tea,”  we  could  not  very  well 
trouble  Verona.  We  had  to  sit  in  silence  through 
the  making  of  the  tea,  and  it  was  an  ordeal.  Mrs. 
Adams  put  it  into  a  richly-chased  but  cold  teapot, 
and  the  maid  brought  the  boiling  water  in  a  silver 
kettle  in  her  hand  up  from  the  kitchen  and  poured 
it  into  the  teapot.  I  am  not  ungrateful  for  that  or 
any  other  breakfast  I  had  in  the  United  States, 
but  I  cannot  help  hoping  that  Mrs.  Adams  was 
mistaken  in  calling  her  decoction  English  break¬ 
fast  tea.  If  she  was  not,  a  great  deal  of  the 
prejudice  against  us  over  there  can  be  accounted 
for.  We  talked  a  great  deal,  all  but  Verona. 
Verona,  when  one  glanced  at  her,  was  nearly 
always  looking  at  the  roses,  but  in  the  intervals  I 
was  aware  that  her  attention  was  concentrated 
partly  upon  Kaye,  but  mostly  upon  me.  As  I  say, 
I  never  once  caught  her  at  it ;  her  contemplative 
gaze  when  one  sought  it  was  sure  to  be  fastened 
upon  her  beautiful  handiwork,  but  I  never  in  my 
life  had  felt  myself  under  anything  so  absorbent 
as  Verona’s  eyes.  They  were  not  penetrating. 
They  did  not  at  all  lay  bare  one’s  real  character, 
but  they  were  wonderfully  “  drawing.”  Kaye  said 
afterwards  he  was  not  in  the  least  aware  of  it,  but 
I  had  the  amusing  feeling  that  half  of  me  was 
crossing  the  table  to  be  examined  by  Verona  from 
a  closer  point  of  view.  Not  that  one  minded,  but 
it  interfered  immensely  with  my  own  impression 
of  Miss  Daly.  I  soon  found  that  the  only  way  1 
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could  get  one  was  by  waiting  until  she  was 
interested  in  somebody  else.  The  single  thing  I 
realised  about  her  then,  for  instance,  was  that  she 
had  simply  no  appetite.  She  seemed  to  breakfast 
chiefly  upon  the  roses,  and,  if  I  may  say  so,  upon 
me.  Mrs.  Adams’s  attention  was  dispersed  over  a 
thousand  things,  but  she,  too,  seemed  quite  de¬ 
tached  from  the  business  of  toast  and  bacon,  even 
in  the  ethereal  form  in  which  they  were  set  before 
us.  Both  of  the  ladies  conveyed  food  to  their  lips, 
but  in  the  most  perfunctory  fashion ;  the  reason  of 
the  meal  seemed  to  be  much  more  the  roses,  and 
the  lovely  silver,  and  the  charming  suitability 
of  Mrs.  Adams’s  morning  frock,  and  the  daintiness 
of  the  way  everything  was  done.  When  Kaye 
was  helped  to  broiled  mullet  for  the  second  time 
Mrs.  Adams  said  it  was  such  a  pleasure  to  see 
people  relish  their  food,  and  I  was  inclined  to 
exclaim,  “  Surely  it  is  not  one  that  occurs  so 
seldom  !  ”  but,  of  course,  I  refrained. 

Mrs.  Adams  was  charmingly  versatile.  She  flew 
like  a  bird  or  a  butterfly  from  topic  to  topic, 
poising  as  it  were  for  an  instant  among  the  silver, 
with  unexpected  flights  and  hoverings  over  the 
butter  dish,  the  crystal,  and  the  porcelain,  always 
within  the  radius  of  the  tablecloth.  I  think  in  the 
course  of  a  meal  we  talk  more  about  one  thing  in 
England,  or  perhaps  two  things.  I  had  to  be  very 
quick  to  follow  her,  and  I  began  to  understand 
what  men  at  home  mean  when  they  say  that 
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American  women  kept  them  awake.  Mrs.  Adams 
seemed  to  have,  however,  one  central  idea  from 
which  she  branched  out  thus  variously.  It  was 
the  extraordinary  difference  we  should  find  on 
every  hand  in  America  from  our  own  ways  and 
customs  at  home.  Mrs.  Adams  mentioned  a  great 
many  English  ways  and  customs — which  was 
clever  of  her,  for  she  had  never  been  in  England — 
more,  positively,  than  I  thought  there  were.  She 
explained  very  carefully  the  corresponding  ways 
and  customs  over  there,  and  it  was  very  funny  the 
way  she  seemed  to  think  that,  because  the  people 
of  the  States  thought  a  thing  right  and  proper,  it 
was  right  and  proper — I  mean  just  as  right  and 
proper  as  any  opposite  habit  that  might  prevail  in 
England.  Mrs.  Adams  seemed  to  wish  to  establish 
this,  but  after  doing  so  she  didn’t  mind  admitting, 
indeed  she  insisted  that  we  should  be  most  un¬ 
comfortable  when  we  missed  the  railway  porters 
and  the  Spectator  and  the  Horse  Guards.  We 
declared  we  had  never  thought  of  them  since 
landing,  but  Mrs.  Adams,  as  her  husband  said, 
was  dreadfully  worried  about  it,  and  went  on 
hoping  that  we  would  find  something  not  alto¬ 
gether  different  from  what  we  had  at  home,  until 
Kaye  had  to  remonstrate. 

“  I  assure  you,”  he  said,  “  this  egg  has  precisely 
the  flavour  of  an  English  egg,”  and  Mrs.  Adams 
said  she  was  so  glad,  and  Verona  laughed.  After 
that  I  always  thought  about  the  things  that  made 
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Verona  laugh,  it  was  a  charming  effect  for  anything 
to  have.  But  Mrs.  Adams  went  on  at  such  a  rate, 
upholding  and  depreciating  and  explaining  America 
and  the  Americans,  that  I  hastened  to  protest. 
“  Stop !  stop !  ”  I  begged,  “  or  we  shall  have 
nothing  to  find  out  for  ourselves.”  Mrs.  Adams 
told  us  so  much  that  I  only  found  out  one  thing 
for  myself,  which  was  also  in  connection  with  eggs. 
I  noticed  that  the  whole  Adams  family  turned 
theirs  inside  out  in  a  manner  permitted  only  in  the 
nurseries  of  England.  Perhaps  I  wouldn’t  have 
noticed  that  if  Mrs.  Adams  had  not  drawn 
attention  to  our  way  of  doing  it.  Mr.  Adams  said 
it  was  odd  that  they  had  not  domesticated  the 
habit  with  the  hen,  and  Mrs.  Adams  said  she  was 
very  glad  they  hadn’t — if  we  didn’t  mind  her 
saying  so,  she  thought  the  British  table  method  of 
dealing  with  an  egg  just  a  little  indelicate.  I 
wonder  if  it  is. 


CHAPTER  VII 


MR.  ADAMS,  I  remember,  was  explaining  to 
Kaye  the  principle  of  the  lift  that  had  shot 
him  that  morning  so  amazingly  fast  to  the  top  of 
the  very  highest  sky-scraper  in  New  York.  I 
should  have  thought  any  of  them  sufficiently  high, 
but  Mr.  Adams  said  that  only  the  best  was  good 
enough  for  his  visitors,  and  procured  by  telephone 
the  pass  that  was  necessary,  as  the  building  was 
itself  still  mounting.  I  remember  that  Kaye  tried 
to  return  to  the  discussion  after  Mr.  Val  Ingham 
came  in,  and  how  difficult  he  found  it.  It  was  one 
of  the  things  Mrs.  Adams  had  prepared  me  for, 
one  of  the  differences,  so  I  was  not  altogether 
surprised  to  see  a  young  man  come  walking  into 
the  drawing-room  between  eight  and  nine  in  the 
evening  to  make  a  call.  At  least,  I  was ;  but  I 
understood  it,  I  did  not  cry  out,  as  Kaye  was 
perpetually  charging  me  with  doing  over  my 
discoveries.  Mrs.  Adams  and  I  were  talking  about 
something,  some  other  difference,  no  doubt,  and 
Verona  had  disappeared.  The  maid  did  not  an¬ 
nounce  him  as  she  ushered  him  in  upon  us ;  the 
thing  she  said  to  Mrs.  Adams,  confidentially,  but 
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so  that  we  all  heard,  was,  “  IT1  tell  Miss  Daly, 
ma’am.”  And  Mr.  Ingham  turned  a  winning  smile 
upon  her  and  said,  “  Thanks,  Annie.” 

We  discovered  at  once  that  his  winning  smile 
was  an  integral  part  of  Mr.  Ingham.  He  did  not 
keep  it  for  Annie  alone,  he  bestowed  it  abundantly. 
Kaye  and  I  came  in  for  our  share,  too.  He  did 
not  eye  us,  or  question  us ;  he  took  us  for  granted. 
He  took  everything  for  granted,  this  delightful 
young  man,  his  chair,  his  coffee,  all  the  immediate 
facts  of  Mrs.  Adams’s  drawing-room.  One  might 
have  expected  him  in  the  presence  of  two  perfect 
strangers  and  the  expected  advent  of  a  young  lady 
to  be  a  little  shy  and  silent,  to  sit  holding  his  hat 
and  stick  between  his  knees,  and  look  a  good  deal 
at  the  carpet  and  pull  his  moustache.  Not  in  the 
very  least.  He  cocked  one  leg  over  the  other  at  the 
angle  of  least  embarrassment,  he  left  his  hat  and 
stick  in  the  hall,  he  exclaimed,  “  I  knew  you’d  say 
that !”  with  a  joyous  laugh  to  some  reply  of  Kaye’s 
that  he  could  have  had  no  special  reason  to  antici¬ 
pate.  Why,  I  thought,  should  he  know  Kaye 
would  say  that,  and  why  should  he  announce  it  if 
he  did  ?  My  husband  for  a  time  said  nothing  more, 
but  it  soon  appeared  that  Mr.  Ingham  might  anti¬ 
cipate  anything  he  liked,  and  you  were  not  supposed 
to  take  offence.  He  anticipated  Miss  Daly;  he 
said  he  was  certain  she  would  keep  him  just  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  waiting;  she  always  did — it 
was  one  of  the  few  things  he  had  against  her.  He 
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described  himself  as  being  kept  waiting  although 
we  were  all  in  the  room — positively  we  might  have 
been  so  many  chairs.  Yet  he  gave  us  his  gay 
attention  and  demanded  ours.  As  I  said,  we  were 
talking  about  other  things  when  he  came  in,  but 
our  topics  instantly  melted  away,  we  ceded  them 
to  him,  as  it  were,  led  on  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Adams, 
who  made  the  sacrifice  enthusiastically.  He  took 
immediate  possession  of  us,  and  keyed  us  up  differ¬ 
ently,  apparently  to  pass  the  time  until  Verona 
should  come  in,  for  he  kept  a  very  obvious  eye  upon 
the  door.  In  my  experience,  young  men  dropping 
into  the  tide  of  conversation  were  either  absorbed 
if  they  were  clever  or  stranded  if  they  were  shy, 
but  this  one  absorbed  us,  all  four  of  us,  positively 
he  did.  The  only  person  he  did  not  absorb  when 
at  last  she  arrived  was  Verona.  I  was  at  least 
clever  enough  from  the  beginning  to  see  that.  He 
approached  and  shook  hands  with  Verona  with  a 
very  proper  deference,  more  marked  than  anything 
he  had  shown  to  Mrs.  Adams  or  even,  ridiculous  as 
it  may  seem,  to  me.  I  watched  her,  Verona,  in  the 
play  of  a  new  relation;  there  was  a  fascinating 
difference.  I  don’t  mean  that  she  kindled  at  the 
advent  of  the  young  man  in  any  common  way — it 
seems  absurd  even  to  write  this  of  Verona — but  he 
certainly  evoked  new  lights  and  meanings  in  her 
face.  For  him  her  smile  was  active  and  her  words 
were  free;  he  plainly  represented  a  familiar,  if 
not  a  favourite,  idea.  It  was  intelligible  enough. 
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He  was  extremely  good  -  looking,  with  charming 
manners,  and  had  quite  the  air  of  a  man  of  the 
world,  though  I  believe  he  had  never  been  out  of 
New  York,  except,  of  course,  to  Boston  or  some 
such  place.  One  couldn’t  help  being  interested 
and  having  one’s  ideas,  and  my  idea  was  that  they 
were  on  terms,  distinctly  on  terms.  Some  feminine 
instinct,  I  suppose,  made  me  ask  Mrs.  Adams  to 
play,  and  try  to  draw  the  rest  of  the  circle  round 
the  piano  and  give  them  a  chance,  but  I  need  not 
have  taken  the  trouble ;  they  isolated  themselves  in 
the  midst  of  us  in  the  most  effective  and  remark¬ 
able  way.  They  did  not  deign  to  avail  themselves 
of  the  little  opportunity ;  they  looked  towards  the 
piano  and  smiled  and  talked  about  Mrs.  Adams’s 
touch,  but  the  whole  time  one  could  see  that  they 
were  quite  independent  and  superior  ;  whoever  one 
of  them  addressed  it  was  really  to  the  other  that 
the  remark  was  made.  The  occasion  existed  for 
these  two ;  they  were  practically  alone  in  it,  and 
Mrs.  Adams’s  playing  was  a  detached  and  unneces¬ 
sary  feature  of  it,  to  which,  nevertheless,  they  were 
scrupulously  polite.  Mrs.  Adams  seemed  aware  of 
this ;  she  went  on  nervously,  with  pauses,  in  which 
she  sought  her  husband’s  eye  with  what  seemed  to 
be  interrogation.  His  only  response  was  to  look  at 
his  watch  and  to  remember  an  appointment,  and 
she  followed  his  genial  retreat  with  something  like 
despair.  It  was  just  then,  I  remember,  that  Mr. 
Val  Ingham  made  his  announcement  about  the 
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theatre.  “  After  all,”  he  said,  “  I  could  only  get  two 
seats  for  Monday  night  .” 

Mrs.  Adams  looked  at  him  with  mock  severity. 
“  Then  Verona  can’t  go,”  she  said. 

“  Can’t  go  where  ?  ”  my  husband  inquired. 

“To  see  Julia  Marlowe  with  Mr.  Ingham  without 
a  chaperon,”  Mrs.  Adams  replied,  and  Mr.  Val 
Ingham  said  regretfully,  “  Oh,  certainly  not.” 

Then  it  seemed  to  me  that  they  all  rather 
glanced  in  our  direction,  Kaye’s  and  mine,  as  much 
as  to  say,  “We  expect  you,  you  know,  to  approve 
of  this.”  I  certainly  did  approve  of  it,  but  one  had 
to  stop  short  of  saying,  “  How  very  proper  of  you  !  ” 
Mrs.  Adams,  arranging  her  music,  said  she  knew 
she  was  a  dreadful  tyrant. 

“  As  a  duenna,  Mrs.  Adams,”  said  Mr.  Val 
Ingham,  “  you  have  few  equals  and  no  superiors  in 
the  city  of  New  York.” 

“  Do  you  really  bully  girls  any  more  over 
there?”  asked  Verona,  smiling.  Kaye,  whom 
she  addressed,  said,  “  Oh,  a  lot  ” ;  but  I  could  see 
how  bewildered  he  was. 

“  I  presume,”  said  Mrs.  Adams — (I  was  so  pleased 
to  hear  her  say  “  I  presume  ”) — “  you  hardly  ex¬ 
pected  to  find  American  girls” — 

“  Chained  to  a  chaperon,”  Verona  finished  for  her. 

“You  thought  they  could  do  anything,”  said  Mr. 
Val  Ingham,  a  little  vaguely. 

“Well,  since  you  ask  me” — I  said,  picking  up 
my  courage. 
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“  We  do  ask  you,”  said  Verona. 

“  I  am  a  little  disappointed  to  find  chaperons  in 
the  States.” 

“  Oh,”  said  Mr.  Val  Ingham  earnestly,  “  we’ve 
had  them  for  years.” 

“  They  came  in,”  said  Verona,  with  seriousness, 
“about  the  time  of  the  bishop  sleeve.” 

“  Oh,  long  before  that !  ”  exclaimed  Mrs.  Adams. 
“  Do  tell  us,”  she  went  on,  “  what  you  really 
thought  they  did  —  American  girls,  I  mean.  I 
shouldn’t  be  surprised  if  you  were  quite  mistaken, 
but  I  should  love  to  hear  ” 

“  Do !  ”  said  Verona. 

I  hesitated ;  one  felt  a  little  embarrassed  with 
the  young  man  in  the  room.  Verona  divined  it. 
“  Oh,  don’t  mind  him  !  ”  she  cried.  “  Besides,  it’s 
a  subject  he  takes  a  deep  interest  in — don’t  you, 
Mr.  Ingham?” 

“  The  deepest,”  announced  Mr.  Ingham.  “  Please 
don’t  mind  me.” 

“  I  did  think — I’d  always  been  told  ” — 

“  That  they  went  to  theatres  and  balls  alone 
with  gentlemen  escorts  ?  ”  cried  Mrs.  Adams. 
“Not  in  society,  Mrs.  Kemball.  There  are  so 
many  types  of  Americans,  you  know.” 

“  I  know,”  I  said ;  “  sixty  millions.” 

“  It’s  dreadful  we  should  all  be  thought  to 
behave  alike.  I’m  sure  I  don’t  know  any¬ 
body 

“Yes  you  do,”  said  Verona,  “the  Hafifners. 

6 
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Did  you  ever  know  the  Haffners  to  bother  their 
heads  about  chaperons  last  winter?” 

“Yes,  once,”  remarked  Mr.  Val  Ingham.  “Mrs. 
Vassler  did  dragon  for  them  at  one  of  the  As¬ 
semblies.  They  sent  her  a  bouquet,  and  got  her 
six  partners  each,  and  the  swellest  man  they 
knew  to  take  her  in  to  supper,  saw  her  into  her 
carriage  about  one  o’clock,  and  then  proceeded 
to  enjoy  themselves.  But  I  believe  they  said  they’d 
never  undertake  it  again.” 

“  I  should  like  to  meet  them,”  escaped  me,  and 
Verona  looked  at  me  in  a  friendly  way,  but 
Mrs.  Adams  said  she  knew  them  very  slightly. 

“You  see,”  Mr.  Ingham  explained  to  me,  “so 
far  as  New  York  is  concerned  the  Haffners  are 
only  about  three  years  old.” 

“  I  suppose  you  mean  they  may  learn,”  said 
Verona.  “  Well,  I  hope  they  won’t.  I  don’t 
wan’t  to  run  down  the  institutions  of  your  country, 
Mrs.  Kemball,  but  I  think  the  chaperon  is  silly. 
You  never  see  her  when  you  want  her,  and  when 
you  do  see  her  you  don’t  want  her.” 

“  I’m  afraid  she  has  come  to  stay,”  observed 
Mr.  Ingham. 

“  I  should  think  so,  indeed,”  said  Mrs.  Adams. 
“  That’s  one  lovely  thing  about  you,  Mr.  Ingham, 
your  ideas  are  always  correct.” 

“You  can’t  defend  the  chaperon,”  Verona  con¬ 
tinued.  “If  people  are  not  in  love  there  is  certainly 
no  need  of  her  - 
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“  But  at  any  moment  they  might  be,”  remarked 
my  husband,  and  then,  avoiding  Mr.  Val  Ingham’s 
eye,  blushed  violently. 

“  And  if  they  are  in  love,”  Verona  went  on 
calmly,  “  why,  there  is  still  less.” 

Young  Ingham  drew  his  feet  under  him  in  a 
nervous  manner,  and  cast  about  him,  I  thought,  for 
a  reply.  The  discussion  seemed  to  lie  between 
these  two.  I,  for  one,  could  not  have  contributed 
anything  if  my  life  depended  on  it. 

"  I  think,”  he  observed,  “  there  is  generally  a  pre¬ 
liminary  stage.” 

I  almost  gasped,  but  it  seemed  to  be  nothing 
unusual.  Verona  permitted  him  a  concessive  smile, 
and  inquired  where  the  Haffners  had  gone  this 
summer,  anyway.  Mr.  Ingham  said  to  Paul  Smith’s, 
and  we  asked  what  Paul  Smith’s  was,  and  were 
told.  Then  Mrs.  Adams  offered  to  show  us  the 
billiard-room,  and  Kaye  went  with  her  gladly. 
Her  invitation  included  us  both,  but,  of  course, 
after  what  had  passed,  I  could  see  that  she  was 
depending  on  me  to  stay  where  I  was. 

“You  don’t  play  billiards?”  remarked  Mr. 
Ingham.  I  said,  “  Oh  yes,”  and  Verona,  for  some 
reason,  looked  at  him  reprovingly.  “  English  ladies 
play  everything,”  she  said ;  “  cricket,  and  golf,  and 
hockey.  Do  you  play  hockey,  Mrs.  Kemball  ?  ”  I 
said  I  did. 

“  I  don’t  think  hockey  is  as  good  a  game  as 
billiards,”  remarked  Mr.  Ingham  again ;  but  when 
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I  suggested  that  we  should  all  go  and  play,  he 
protested  that  he  knew  nothing  about  the  game. 

“  Then  there’s  polo,”  he  went  on  vaguely.  “  D’you 
play  polo,  Mrs.  Kemball  ?  ” 

“  Polo  is  a  man’s  thing,”  cried  Verona,  “  and  very 
dangerous.  How  could  Mrs.  Kemball  play  polo  ? 
How  absent-minded  you  are !  ” 

“  I  really  believe  I  was,”  said  Mr.  Ingham.  “  I’ll 
have  to  get  you  to  pardon  me,  Mrs.  Kemball. 
That  charge  of  Miss  Daly’s  reminds  me  of  the 
old  conundrum,  ‘  What  is  better  than  presence  of 
mind?’  Do  you  know  it?  ” 

“  It’s  a  very  stupid  conundrum,”  said  Verona, 
“  and  not  worth  guessing,”  which  was  a  little  severe, 
I  thought,  upon  the  poor  young  man’s  attempt  to 
be  amusing,  but  he  did  not  seem  at  all  put  down. 
“  Can’t  you  guess  ?  ”  he  said. 

“  Oh,  I  never  could,”  I  cried ;  “  but  do  tell  me, 
and  I’ll  put  it  down  in  my  book  of  conundrums.” 

“  Don't  tell  it,”  commanded  Verona.  “  It’s  simply 
— fatuous.” 

“  But  Mrs.  Kemball  wishes  me  to  tell  it,”  replied 
Mr.  Ingham. 

“  I  beg  you  will,”  I  said. 

“  Mrs.  Kemball  begs  I  will,”  said  he. 

“  Oh,  well,”  said  Verona,  “  but  remember  I  don’t 
think  so.  I  mean  it  isn’t  my  conundrum.” 

“  That  which  is  better  than  presence  of  mind, 
Mrs.  Kemball,”  said  Mr.  Ingham,  “  is  absence  of 
body.” 
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It  was  really  a  very  good  conundrum,  and  I 
laughed  and  said  so.  “  But  why  does  Miss  Daly 
object  to  it  ?  ”  I  asked. 

“  I’m  sure  I  don’t  know,”  Mr.  Ingham  replied. 
“  There’s  nothing  personal  in  it.” 

“  I  shall  send  you  home,”  cried  Verona. 

“  She  would  turn  me  out  of  doors,”  exclaimed 
Mr.  Ingham,  “  and  all  for  a  little  innocent  conun¬ 
drum.  Now  is  that  the  way  to  treat  a  nice  young 
man,  Mrs.  Kemball?” 

“  But  you  must  remember,”  I  said,  “  that  some 
people  hate  them  awfully.  I  had  an  uncle  ” — 

“  Carrie,”  said  Kaye,  appearing  in  the  doorway, 
“  Mrs.  Adams  wants  you  to  come  down  and  show 
her  that  spot  stroke  of  yours  ” — 

“  I  was  going  to  say,”  I  went  on,  “  that  my  uncle 
would  absolutely  get  up  and  leave  the  room  if  a 
conundrum  were  mentioned.” 

“But  you  like  them,”  said  Mr.  Ingham.  “You 
don’t  resemble  your  uncle”;  at  which  Verona 
turned  her  back  upon  him  with  positive  rudeness, 
and  looked  at  a  picture. 

Downstairs  you  may  be  sure  I  attacked  Mrs. 
Adams. 

“  I  like  this,”  I  said,  as  I  took  up  the  cue,  “  and 
you  so  particular  about  Verona  being  chaperoned  !  ” 

She  looked  at  me  in  astonishment.  “  Oh,”  she 
said,  “  of  course,  it’s  only  important  in  public.  In 
private  who  is  there  to  see?” 


CHAPTER  VIII 

ERONA  had  just  gone  out  of  the  room ;  it 


V  was  Mrs.  Adams’s  bedroom.  Verona  was 
always  disappearing  and  reappearing,  generally 
in  a  different  frock,  continually  making  exits 
and  entrances.  I  wouldn’t  call  her  theatrical  for 
the  world,  but  there  was  always  an  effect  about 
Verona ;  without  apparently  putting  it  there  she 
knew  where  her  elbow  was.  She  was  the  most 
pictorial  human  being  I  ever  saw;  however  she 
sat  or  stood  one  felt  like  running  for  a  frame 
and  making  her  permanent,  a  quite  impossible 
ambition  in  any  sense,  for  she  never  gave  one 
absolutely  the  same  impression  twice.  Her  com¬ 
ings  and  goings  were  in  the  oddest  contrast  to 
those  of  the  girls  I  knew  at  home,  sturdy  young 
persons  who  walked  with  their  legs  from  place  to 
place;  you  observed  at  once  the  definite  objective 
and  the  means.  Verona’s  movements  were  more 
involved,  they  had  the  suggestiveness  of  curves 
and  the  mystery  of  an  aim  remote ;  if  she  took  a 
rose  from  a  bowl  of  roses  one  was  never  quite  sure 
whether  she  wanted  the  rose  or  only  the  idyll  of 
taking  it. 
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Mrs.  Adams’s  glance  went  after  Verona  as  she 
closed  the  door,  and  we  smiled  an  admiration  at 
each  other. 

“  Is  she  engaged  to  him?”  I  ventured. 

Mrs.  Adams  blushed,  positively  she  blushed.  I 
felt  almost  as  if  she  blushed  for  me.  It  really 
seemed  as  if  I  had  hinted  at  an  impropriety,  had 
even  thrown  one  bare.  Yet  it  is  surely  a  very 
ordinary  thing,  an  engagement.  Either  people  are 
engaged  or  they  are  not  engaged ;  it  is  very  simple. 
But  Mrs.  Adams  looked  at  me  as  if  I  had  rushed 
in  where  angels  fear  to  tread. 

“  I  don’t  know,”  she  said. 

“  Oh,”  said  I,  “  I’m  so  sorry.  Perhaps  I  shouldn’t 
have  asked.” 

I  suppose  Mrs.  Adams  saw  from  my  manner 
that  I  thought  she  was  just  telling  a  silly  little  fib, 
for  she  leaned  over  and  touched  my  knee  with  her 
large  palm-leaf  fan.  These  palm-leaf  fans  are  a 
curious  feature  of  life  in  the  States.  They  are  sold 
in  the  streets  of  New  York  at  twopence-halfpenny, 
and  people  carry  them  to  church. 

“  I  don’t  know,  really,”  said  Mrs.  Adams.  “  I 
would  tell  you  if  I  did,  you  are  so  sympathetic ; 
but  I  don’t.” 

I  vented  my  amazement.  “Your  own  sister!” 
1  exclaimed.  “  Under  your  own  roof!  Could  she 
be  without  your  knowing  it  ?  ” 

“  Why,  yes,”  said  Mrs.  Adams.  “  Verona  hasn’t 
told  me,  and,  of  course,  I  can’t  ask  her.” 


82  THOSE  DELIGHTFUL  AMERICANS 


“Why  not?”  I  inquired. 

“  Oh,  it  might  spoil  everything,  and,  besides,  I 
wouldn’t — for  worlds.” 

“  Then  I  should  ask  him.” 

“  Mr.  Val  Ingham  ?  ” 

“  Why  not  ?  ”  I  inquired  again. 

“  Why,  it  would  be  ghastly !  He’s  such  a  nice 
fellow.” 

“  Then,  of  course,  he  would  understand,”  said  I. 

“  Oh  no,  that’s  just  what  he  wouldn’t.  He 
would  think  I  didn’t  trust  him.  He  would  be 
frightfully  insulted.” 

“Well,”  I  said,  “you  can’t  always  trust  them.” 

“  Oh,  in  this  country  you  can.  Towards  women, 
American  men — well,  they  really  and  truly  are>  you 
know  ;  why,  they  have  a  reputation  for  it.” 

I  raised  my  eyebrows  and  Mrs.  Adams  nodded, 
and  we  both  understood  that  towards  women 
American  men  really  and  truly  were  everything 
that  is  charming.  I  had  heard  it  before ;  it  must 
be  acknowledged  that  they  have  a  reputation 
for  it. 

“  But  doesn’t  it  put  other  men  off,”  I  asked,  “  his 
being  so  devoted  ?  ” 

“  What  a  thing  to  consider  !  I  don’t  want  other 
men  on — or  Val  Ingham  either,  unless  he  decides 
he  can’t  live  without  her!  He’s  a  lovely  fellow, 
and  I  don’t  know  anybody  I’d  rather  have  for  my 
brother-in-law,  but  it  must  come  of  itself.” 

“  And  while  he  is  deciding?” 
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“  She  is  deciding,  too,  I  hope,  but  I  would  be 
the  very  last  to  suggest  it  to  her.  I  think  they  are 
both  drifting — unconsciously.” 

“  My  goodness !  ”  I  exclaimed. 

“  I  look  every  day  for  some  awakening  in  her, 
but,”  Mrs.  Adams  confessed,  “  I  haven’t  seen  it 
yet.” 

“  Meanwhile  he  comes  ” — 

“  Most  evenings.  And  he  sends  her  perfectly 
elegant  flowers,  and  such  chocolates.  And  he 
wouldn’t  go  to  a  single  ‘  At  Home  ’  all  last  winter  if 
he  found  out  she  wasn’t  invited.  They  certainly 
enjoy  each  other — anybody  can  see  that.” 

“  Has  she  many  —  I  mean  is  there  anybody 
else  ?  ” 

“Well,  no  —  at  least  I  don’t  know  what  she 
might  have,  but  he  takes  up  all  her  time.” 

“  I  see  he  does,”  I  said.  “  And  how  long  is  it 
supposed  to  go  on?  I  mean,  doesn’t  society — 
mothers  and  fathers  and  people — fix  any  limit? 
Say,  six  months  or  a  year? ” 

Mrs.  Adams  burst  into  laughter.  No,  she  didn’t 
burst,  it  is  too  vulgar  a  term,  but  she  laughed. 
“How  perfectly  crazy!”  she  exclaimed.  “Poor 
boys  and  girls !  I  think  I  see  them  looking  at 
each  other,  and  saying  to  themselves,  ‘  The  time 
is  about  up.  Do  I  like  the  shape  of  her  nose?’ 
or  ‘  Could  I  stand  the  way  he  wears  his  hair  ?  * 
And  then  their  last  evening  together!  I  expect 
he  would  stay  till  midnight.” 
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“What?”  I  exclaimed. 

“  And  what  a  closing  of  the  door,”  Mrs.  Adams 
went  on,  with  a  dash  of  pensiveness,  “between 
their  two  young  lives !  And  next  day  back  into 
the  convent,  I  suppose.” 

“  I  should  think  so,  indeed,”  was  on  the  tip  of 
my  tongue,  but  I  checked  myself  in  time.  When 
astonishment  rose  in  me  it  was  better,  I  found, 
more  polite,  and  more  expedient,  not  to  let  it 
explode.  When  it  did  Mrs.  Adams  always  ex¬ 
plained  more  and  told  me  less,  and  I  did  not  care 
half  so  much  about  the  justifying  theory  as  about 
the  delightful  fact.  I  came  straight  back  to  this 
one. 

“You  say  Mr.  Ingham  takes  up  all  Verona’s 
time.  But  a  girl  has  only  so  much  time  ” — 

Mrs.  Adams’s  lips  moved,  and  I  fancied  they 
were  about  to  form  “  Not  in  this  country.” 

“  And  suppose  in  the  end  he  makes  up  his 
blessed  mind  that  he  does  not  want  her !  She  will 
have  lost  a  whole  season  !  ” 

“You  talk  as  if  it  were  a  race.  Well,  it  isn’t — 
not  with  us.  Girls  aren’t  trotted  out  and  ” — 

“  They  trot  out  themselves,”  I  said.  “  Of  course, 
if  it’s  understood  ” — 

“  Yes,  that  makes  all  the  difference,  doesn’t  it?” 

“  If  it’s  understood  it  may  not  damage  a  girl’s 
chances.” 

Mrs.  Adams  fell  upon  me  like  a  shower  of  little 
pebbles. 
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“  Now  that  ,”  she  exclaimed — I  can’t  tell  you  how 
she  emphasised  the  “  that  ” —  “  is  the  very  most 
British  thing  you’ve  yet  said.  I’ve  been  waiting 
for  it  —  I’ve  seen  the  expression  in  your  novels. 
And  I  don’t  know  how  you  can\  If  you  imagine 
Verona  would  lift  her  little  finger  to  compete  with — 
with  Violet  Ham,  for  instance” — 

“Oh,  I  don’t,”  I  cried.  “Who  is  Violet  Ham?” 

“Another  girl.  Verona  would  be  mad  if  you 
talked  to  her  about  her  chances.” 

“  Oh,  one  doesn’t !  ”  I  hastened  to  protest. 

“  In  our  country  it  is  the  young  men  who  have 
them,”  concluded  Mrs.  Adams,  “  so  far  as  marriage 
is  concerned.  And  I  could  mention  several  whose 
chances  are  very  poor  indeed  among  the  girls  of 
New  York.” 

I  could  not  help  exclaiming  “  How  splendid !  ” 
And  I  asked  Mrs.  Adams  the  reason  of  this  im¬ 
portant  difference,  but  it  was  one  of  the  few  things 
she  could  not  explain.  She  seemed  content  to  rest 
upon  the  fact  and  wave  a  flag,  which,  of  course, 
one  could  understand. 

“  Don’t  you  imagine  the  main  thing,  almost  the 
only  thing,  between  young  people  is  psychological 
attraction  ?  ”  Mrs.  Adams  asked. 

“  How  can  I  possibly  tell  in  this  wonderful 
country  ?  ”  I  replied.  “  The  first  thing  that  at¬ 
tracted  me  in  Kaye  was  his  bowling.  He  took 
three  wickets  for  eighteen  runs  in  a  ’Varsity  match, 
I  suppose  nobody  over  here  would  look  at  that 
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“  They  might  look  at  it,  but  they  wouldn’t  under¬ 
stand  it.  Baseball,  you  know,  is  our  national 
game.  I  don’t  think  you  could  beat  us  at  base¬ 
ball.  I  think  we  lead  the  world  there .  But  ” — 

“  Do  ladies  play  it  ?  ”  I  interrupted. 

“  Oh  no,  not  ladies. ” 

“  You  haven’t  any  county  teams?  ” 

“We  haven’t  any  counties,”  Mrs.  Adams  replied 
blankly ;  “  except  for  voting,  and  all  that.” 

“  Haven’t  you,  really  ?  I’ve  always  lived  in  one. 
I  should  miss  it  dreadfully.  But  you  were  going 
to  say  ” — 

“  I  was  going  to  say  that  I’ve  heard  Mr.  Val 
Ingham  talk  as  if  he  thought  everything  of  cricket 
and  not  quite  so  much  of  baseball.  I  sometimes 
think,”  Mrs.  Adams  went  on  seriously,  “  that  Mr. 
Ingham  isn’t  at  heart  a  very  good  American.” 

“  But  I  thought  you  liked  him  so  much !  ” 

“  Oh,  we  do — we  simply  love  him.  But  I’ve 
heard  him  wish  he  had  been  sent  to  Oxford  instead 
of  Yale.” 

“  Oh,  well,”  I  said. 

“  If  he  had  said  Heidelberg  or  Gottingen  it 
wouldn’t  have  seemed  so  bad,  but  OxfordV ’ 

“  I  know  some  people  who  always  get  their 
marmalade  from  Oxford,”  I  said.  “  Why  not 
Oxford  ?  ” 

“  It  isn’t  as  if  he  could  acquire  a  foreign  language 
there.” 

I  didn’t  say  so,  but  surely  he  could.  I  re- 
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member  Frances  saying  she  had  met  the  Oxford 
Professor  of  Chinese  at  Carlsbad ;  and  what  about 
Max  Muller? 

“  Of  course,  Mr.  Ingham  has  been  in  England,” 
Mrs.  Adams  went  on,  “  but  that  doesn’t  excuse 
everything.” 

Mrs.  Adams  certainly  did  bewilder  one  at 
times. 

“  Why  should  it  excuse  anything  ?  ”  I  exclaimed, 
but  she  said,  “  Hush  !  Here  comes  Verona.” 


CHAPTER  IX 

I  NEVER  saw  Kaye  so  excited  as  he  was  in 
that  first  fortnight  in  New  York.  No  one 
else,  of  course,  noticed  it  as  I  did,  since  no  one  else 
knew  what  he  was  like  at  home.  Indeed,  when  I 
mentioned  it  to  Mr.  Adams  he  seemed  to  think 
I  was  joking.  “Well,,,  said  Mr.  Adams,  “if  that’s 
how  he  acts  under  excitement  I  must  say  I  envy 
him  his  self-control.  I  remember  now,  I  saw  him 
run  to  catch  a  car  yesterday.  It  struck  me  at  the 
time ;  I  guess  he  is  excited.”  I  could  believe  that 
or  anything  after  the  way  I  saw  my  husband  day 
after  day  come  up  to  our  room  and  sit  down  for 
the  mere  purpose  of  talking  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
at  a  time  about  what  he  had  seen  and  what  he 
thought  of  it.  It  was  most  unusual,  I  could  not  get 
a  word  in  at  all,  I  who  generally  got  all  the  words 
in.  I  mean  that  my  husband  was  not  at  home 
exactly  a  person  who  talks  for  the  sake  of  talking. 
Speech  with  him  was  a  convenience,  like  a  spoon ; 
he  did  not  use  it  oftener  than  was  necessary.  In 
England  that  is  not  very  often,  such  a  great  deal 
is  taken  for  granted  there :  it  is  a  kind  of  cult  to 

know  how  much  you  may  leave  unsaid.  You 
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inherit  accumulations  of  silence,  and  Kaye  belongs 
to  a  very  old  family. 

It  was  a  revelation  to  me  to  see  him  so  impressed 
and  so  keen  on  telling  one ;  it  seems  ridiculous,  but 
his  vocabulary  was  a  surprise.  When  he  came 
back  from  the  gallery  of  the  Stock  Exchange  and 
related  how  the  Hams — they  are  brothers,  well- 
known  in  American  finance — had  done  something 
extraordinary  in  corn  meal,  I  really  thought  he 
had  a  degree  or  two  of  fever,  but  it  was  only  the 
spectacle  working  in  him  of  one  of  the  Hams 
standing  on  his  top-hat  to  attract  the  necessary 
attention  to  do  the  thing,  whatever  it  was. 

“Adams  seemed  to  think  nothing  of  it,”  said 
Kaye.  “  He  was  rather  quaint  about  it.  He 
said  hats  went  out  of  that  place  every  day  that 
would  never  smile  again.  Now  that  was  quaint, 
wasn’t  it?  One  remembers  an  expression  like 
that.”  He  did  too,  and  used  it  unfailingly  for 
months  after  we  went  home  if  anything  happened 
to  a  hat  with  which  we  were  acquainted,  of 
course,  well  acquainted.  “  It  will  never  smile 
again,”  Kaye  would  say,  until  Leigh  Hopkins  took 
it  up,  and,  of  course,  when  a  little  bounder  like  that 
began  to  use  the  phrase,  Kaye  dropped  it. 

It  was  usually  in  the  half-hour  before  dinner  that 
we  had  our  little  talk,  and  it  was  then  I  was  quite 
sure  that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Adams  had  theirs.  Two 
centres  of  international  comment  we  were,  with 
only  the  thickness  of  a  wall  between,  for  I  began 
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to  think  that  they  found  as  much  to  say  about  us 
as  we  did  about  them.  Not,  of  course,  that  there 
was  as  much ;  both  Kaye  and  I  are  very  ordinary 
people,  while  they  were  Americans,  but  they  seemed 
politely  to  examine  our  little  ways  almost  as  much 
as  we  did  theirs.  What  they  thought  I  suppose 
we  shall  never  know,  but,  as  Mrs.  Adams  jvas  fond 
of  saying  we  might  all  teach  each  other  something, 
one  hopes  it  was  not  entirely  disapproving.  Mrs. 
Adams  struck  me  as  very  broad-minded.  She 
was  extremely  kind  and  pleasant  about  several 
of  our  institutions;  she  said  she  would  give  any¬ 
thing  to  have  a  Westminster  Abbey  in  New  York, 
and  she  was  almost  the  only  American  I  met  who 
saw  what  Kaye  would  call  “  points  ”  about  our 
Royal  Family.  She  went  so  far  about  the  Princess 
of  Wales  that  I  almost  thought  she  would  give 
something  to  have  a  Royal  Family  in  New  York 
too ;  but  that,  of  course,  was  only  my  idea.  I  did 
think  her  extraordinarily  foolish  about  Verona 
though,  and  I  was  glad  to  find  that  Kaye,  on  the 
whole,  agreed  with  me.  Being  a  man  he  had  the 
advantage  of  a  simpler  point  of  view.  He  made 
tremendous  qualificat^is,  however,  in  favour  of 
the  young  lady.  He  said  it  was  not  in  the  least 
her  fault,  but  the  fault  of  the  social  system ;  and 
when  I  suggested  my  suspicion  that  the  social 
system  was  made  by  the  young  ladies  of  the  United 
States  for  the  young  ladies  of  the  United  States,  he 
inquired  then  who  allowed  them  to  do  it.  This, 
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of  course,  was  unanswerable,  but  I  could  not  help 
demanding  whether,  in  Kaye’s  opinion,  Verona 
was  a  person  one  could  “  allow  ”  to  do  this  or  that. 
He  said  he  didn’t  see  in  the  least  why  not,  and 
added  he  wished  she  was  his  sister,  presumably 
for  purpose  of  experiment. 

“  It  isn’t  as  if  one  were  sure  of  his  being  in 
love  with  her,”  I  said ;  “  he  may  be  only  amusing 
himself.” 

“  Oh,  I  fancy  they  are  both  amusing  themselves,” 
said  Kaye,  “  very  well.” 

“In  the  meantime,”  said  I ;  “and  presently  they 
may  stumble  on  the  discovery  that  it  is  serious.  I 
believe  that  is  what  is  expected  of  them.” 

“  He’s  a  queer  chap,  that  Ingham,”  Kaye 
remarked,  with  a  severe  frown ;  “  he  asked  me  last 
night  whether  I  didn’t  think  her  line  of  the  chin 
wholly  classic.” 

“  I  don’t  see  any  special  harm  in  that,”  I  replied 
to  the  frown. 

“  When  we  were  engaged  I  didn’t  go  about  ask¬ 
ing  chaps  if  you  hadn’t  a  classic  line  to  your  chin.” 

“  You  couldn’t !  Besides,  they’re  not  engaged.” 

“  As  good  as.” 

“  Not  a  bit  of  it.  They’re  only  looking  at  each 
other  with  a  possible  view  of  being.” 

My  husband  guffawed — which  is  not  a  thing 
they  do  in  America.  “  Rot !  ”  he  said.  “  They’re 
keeping  it  dark.” 

“  Kaye,”  I  said,  “  unless  you  wish  to  discredit  the 
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English  people  altogether  you  will  kindly  refrain 
from  using  such  expressions  in  this  country. 
Americans  do  not  say  ‘  rot/  ‘  rotten/  or  ‘  nasty.’  I 
confess  I  say  ‘  nasty  ’  myself  pretty  often,  but  I 
quite  see  that  it  isn’t  nice.  Last  night  at  billiards 
you  first  said  your  luck  was  ‘  rotten/  and  then  you 
got  excited  and  declared  it  was  ‘  putrid.’  Mrs. 
Adams  turned  quite  pale.” 

“  What  is  a  fellow  to  say  ?  ” 

“  If  you  must  express  that  idea,  wouldn’t  ‘  decom¬ 
posing’  be  better? ” 

“Takes  too  long.  I  say,  you  know,  for  people 
who  have  so  little  time,  they  do  use  thunderin’ 
long  words.” 

“  Mrs.  Adams  does,  rather.  But  I  can  generally 
understand  her.” 

“  Oh  yes,  if  you  put  your  back  into  it,  you  can,” 
observed  my  husband  thoughtfully.  “  But  look 
at  the  difference  at  home.  Take  one  of  the 
mother’s  tea-parties — about  fifty  words  would  carry 
you  through,  short  ones  at  that.  Here  they  seem 
to  get  the  whole  range  of  the  dictionary.  Odd 
thing  to  come  to  the  States  to  get  practice  in  your 
own  language.”  So  he  noticed  it  himself. 

We  were  dressing  to  dine  with  Mr.  Ingham  at 
the  Waldorf  Astoria  Hotel.  He  would  have  pre¬ 
ferred,  he  said,  to  invite  us  to  a  home,  but  his 
father  and  mother  had  gone  to  Alaska,  leaving  too 
small  an  establishment  to  minister  to  us ;  Mr. 
Ingham  complained,  indeed,  that  he  could  get 
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nothing  out  of  the  cook  but  scrambled  eggs  and 
huckleberry  pie,  because  she  herself  happened  to 
be  fond  of  those  dishes.  He  explained  that  he, 
alone  in  221  West  Seventy-fifth  Street,  was  a  help¬ 
less  victim,  that  when  his  mother  was  at  home  the 
cook  was  not  allowed  to  do  exactly  as  she  liked 
about  huckleberry  pie,  but  that  even  then  they 
had  to  have  it  pretty  often — about  once  a  week,  as 
long  as  the  “  berry  season  ”  lasted — or  Mabel  would 
not  stay.  I  thought  Frances  would  be  interested 
in  that.  “  Send  me  all  the  illustrations,”  she  said 
when  we  came  away ;  “  all  the  illustrations  you 
can  of  the  practical  working  of  democratic  institu¬ 
tions.”  I  had  already  put  down  several. 

It  was  only  Verona,  Kaye,  and  I  who  were  asked, 
and  when  we  came  downstairs  Verona  looked  at 
me  and  said,  “  Oh,  we  ought  to  get  a  carriage.” 

“  Why,  yes,”  said  Mrs.  Adams.  “  I  can  tele¬ 
phone  to  Flynn’s,  and  it  will  be  here  in  ten 
minutes.  But  you’ll  be  just  half  an  hour  late  for 
your  dinner  going  that  way.” 

I  confess  I  had  counted  on  some  kind  of  a  vehicle, 
but  Kaye  said,  “  Nonsense,  my  wife  can  bundle  up.” 

“  Oh  yes,”  I  said,  “  I  can  bundle  up.” 

“  The  electric  car  will  take  you  right  there,”  Mr. 
Adams  said,  “  but  what’s  worrying  me  is,  will  Mrs. 
Kemball  take  cold  ?  ” 

“  My  wife  never  takes  cold,”  said  Kaye. 

“  Anything  would  have  done?  remarked  Mrs. 
Adams,  looking  at  my  shoulders.  “  This  is  the 
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very  first  time  I’ve  been  sorry  about  the  horses,” 
she  said,  turning  to  her  husband. 

“We  put  down  the  horses,  as  you  say  in 
England,”  said  Mr.  Adams.  “Yes,  we  put  down 
Billy  and  Sam  because  the  cars  got  there  ahead 
of  them  every  time.  But  we’ll  put  them  up  again 
if  you  have  any  reason  to  suppose  it  would  make 
you  happier,  Louisa.” 

“  Mercy,  no !  ”  exclaimed  Mrs.  Adams.  “  The 
misery  I’ve  suffered  with  those  horses !  One  of 
them  used  to  paw  every  time  we  kept  him  waiting 
five  minutes !  Paw  at  the  door  and  shake  himself. 
And  the  wickedness  of  sending  for  cabs  when 
you  knew  they  wanted  exercise  themselves  —  I 
mean  Billy  and  Sam.  It  was  Billy  who  pawed, 
but  Sam  would  get  his  tail  over  the  reins,  and 
then  you  never  knew !  I  used  to  wish  we  could 
send  the  empty  carriage  to  funerals — you  do  that 
in  England,  don’t  you?  I  would  have  sent  them 
to  a  funeral  every  day.” 

“  We  have  reason  to  believe  they  did  attend  a 
wake  once,”  remarked  Mr.  Adams.  “  Do  you 
remember  the  afternoon  we  met  them  flourishing 
down  Broadway,  and  Mike  on  the  box  with  crape 
on  his  hat  and  the  carriage  full  of  Hooleys?” 

“  And  we  were  on  the  Battery  car,  and  you 
laughed  so  hard  you  broke  the  strap  you  were 
holding  on  with.  But  Mike  had  no  right  to  do 
such  a  thing,”  Mrs.  Adams  responded  seriously. 
We  were  all  standing  on  the  steps  waiting. 
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“  Well,”  said  Mr.  Adams,  “  the  electric  car  always 
gets  enough  exercise,  and  doesn’t  have  to  be 
ordered,  and  there’s  no  bloated  aristocrat  on  the 
box  to  trample  on  the  rich  man’s  rights  and  fill  it 
with  Hooleys  instead,  and  you  haven’t  got  to  be 
bothered  owning  it  in  any  shape  or  form — and 
there  it  is,  so  if  you  can’t  be  lively,  Kemball,  be 
as  lively  as  you  can.” 

Mr.  Ingham  had  invited  us  nominally  to  give 
us  a  dinner,  but  really,  I  suspected  from  the  way 
he  stood  on  the  steps,  to  show  us  the  Waldorf 
Astoria.  I  saw  a  similar  look  of  gratified  pro¬ 
prietorship  on  the  faces  of  many  of  the  several 
hundred  gentlemen  who  seemed  to  be  entertaining 
friends  there;  Kaye  noticed  the  same  thing.  “It 
was  just,”  he  said  to  me  afterwards  about  Val 
Ingham,  “as  if  he  had  money  in  it.”  But  neither 
Mr.  Ingham  nor  any  of  them  had  money  in  it  or 
anything  to  do  with  it,  nor  Verona  either;  yet  even 
Verona  had  the  air  of  accepting  our  appreciation 
as  a  personal  compliment.  It  was  as  if  I  had 
been  proud  of  Bailey’s,  where  we  always  go  in 
town.  It  is  convenient  and  clean  at  Bailey’s,  I 
don’t  mind  saying  that,  but  it  isn’t  like  one’s  own 
place,  and  one  doesn’t  care  a  brass  farthing  how 
many  hundred  bedrooms  it  has,  except  that  if  it 
ever  gets  too  big  one  won’t  go  there  again.  But 
Bailey’s  certainly  isn’t  a  patch  on  the  Waldorf 
Astoria.  I  can’t  imagine  the  Waldorf  Astoria 
giving  you  breakfast,  plain,  with  jam  and  two 
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eggs,  for  2s.  6d.  I  can’t  imagine  getting  break¬ 
fast  at  all  there;  it  seems  too  ordinary  a  meal; 
though,  of  course,  it  is  done.  The  occasion  of  the 
moment  was  dinner,  but  people  were  not  dining 
solidly,  silently,  and  a  little  suspiciously,  as  they 
do  at  Bailey’s.  They  were  assisting  at  a  brilliant, 
dainty  spectacle,  grouped  about  scores  of  little 
shining  tables,  each  little  table  conscious  of  its 
own  and  the  general  effect.  There  was  the 
liveliest  beat  of  talk  and  laughter,  a  flash  of 
observation  like  the  constant  ripple  on  a  running 
stream;  the  enjoyment  in  the  air  was  only 
ostensibly  connected  with  knives  and  forks,  more 
ethereal  than  it  is  at  Bailey’s.  The  diners  were 
all  putting,  in  the  American  way,  an  emphasis 
and  a  vitality  into  what  they  had  to  say ;  this  I 
discovered  as  soon  as  we  found  our  little  table  and 
were  unfolding  our  napkins.  And  I  made  an 
observation,  which  might  as  well  go  in  here  as 
anywhere,  that  that  is  what  they  do,  the  Americans. 
They  take  such  an  interest  in  everything  they  say 
that  nothing  has  the  air  of  a  commonplace,  even 
when  it  is  one ;  while  we,  upon  my  word,  we  seem 
to  think  it  bad  manners  to  assume  that  anything 
we  have  to  say  could  be  interesting. 

“  I’m  afraid,”  said  Mr.  Ingham,  as  I  removed 
my  cloak,  “  I  should  have  taken  a  private  room,” 
exactly  in  the  tone  in  which  Mrs.  Adams  lamented 
the  carriage.  Then  I  noticed  that  I  was  the  only 
woman  in  the  place  in  evening  dress.  Crowds  of 
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the  smartest  frocks,  such  as  one  sees  at  Nice  or 
Homburg  or  Cairo  in  the  height  of  the  season,  but 
all  toilettes  de  visite ,  all  high  in  the  neck.  I  had 
on  the  same  dress  that  I  wore  the  evening  before 
I  sailed  (we  left  town  by  the  White  Star  train  at 
noon),  when  Kaye  took  me  to  dine  at  the  Criterion, 
to  be  quite  certain  of  being  right,  so  I  was  not 
discomposed. 

“  I’m  so  glad  you  didn’t,”  I  said, “  one  gets  so  tired 
of  that.  England  is  divided  into  private  rooms.” 
(Kaye  afterwards  said  that  was  beastly  clever  of 
me,  but  not  in  the  hearing  of  the  Adamses.) 

“  Couldn’t  you  put  your  wrap  on  ?  ”  suggested 
Verona. 

“Thanks,  no,”  I  said;  “I  don’t  want  it  in  the 
least.  Kaye  is  quite  right,  I  never  do  take  cold.” 

Verona’s  glance  met  that  of  Val  Ingham,  and 
they  both  looked  at  their  soup,  blushing  deeply. 
It  looked  extremely  silly,  but  I  was  quite  pleased 
to  have  had  that  effect  on  them.  It  didn’t  happen 
so  often ! 

“In  the  season,”  said  young  Ingham,  “half  the 
people  here  would  be  in  full  dress.  But  now 
everybody  is  out  of  town  except  seven  or  nine 
people,  of  whom  we  are  four.” 

“  But  surely  the  season  isn’t  over  yet?  ”  remarked 
Kaye.  “This  is  only  the  middle  of  June.  It 
ought  to  be  at  its  height.” 

“In  London,”  replied  our  host  humorously; 
“  but  it  often  rains  in  London  when  it’s  quite  dry 


98  THOSE  DELIGHTFUL  AMERICANS 


here,  and  we  don’t  sell  any  more  patent  leather 
shoes  in  this  city  when  the  King  goes  to  Marl¬ 
borough  House  than  when  he  stays  with  his 
family  in  the  country.  Our  season  takes  place  in 
the  winter,  sir,  and  in  the  summer  New  York  dies.” 

The  gathering  about  us  seemed  very  far  from 
moribund,  and  my  husband  and  I  demanded  in 
one  breath :  “  Then  who  are  all  these  people  ?  ” 

Mr.  Ingham  looked  comprehensively  round.  “  I 
don’t  know  a  human  being  in  the  room,”  he  said, 
“except  the  head  waiter,  and  he’s  a  Dago.  Yes, 
I  do ;  there’s  Edward  P.  Bailey,  the  fellow  in  the 
peacock-blue  necktie,  just  back  of  those  two 
Jewesses  in  pink  crepe.  He  must  just  have  come 
into  the  city.  The  Eagle  had  it  he  was  at  New¬ 
port  yesterday.  It  gave  a  list  of  his  partners  at 
Princess  Yamani’s  ball  last  Wednesday.” 

“  Good  heavens  !  ”  ejaculated  Kaye. 

“Yes,  Mr.  Bailey  was  mad.  He  thought  he 
must  have  dropped  his  programme  at  the  end  of 
the  evening  and  some  reporter  got  hold  of  it,  but  I 
suspect  his  man  sold  it.  That’s  the  worst  of  a  valet ; 
he  is  just  as  likely  as  not  squared  by  the  papers.” 

“  Did  he  take  any  action  ?  ”  asked  Kaye. 

“  Why,  no,  he  didn’t  make  any  unpleasantness. 
But  he  isn’t  happy  in  his  mind,  because  the  name 
of  one  young  lady  appears  on  it  five  times,  and  it 
isn’t  the  one  it  ought  to  be.” 

“  He’s  engaged,you  know,  to  Minnie  Magruder,” 
explained  Verona. 
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“  And  it  wasn’t  her  name !  ”  exclaimed  Kaye. 

“  Now  you’ve  got  it,”  replied  Mr.  Ingham. 
“  Also,  she  has  five  millions  of  dollars  to  play  with.” 

“And  the  Marquis  deVibois  simply  dying  to  marry 
her,”  added  Verona,  “according  to  the  Morning .” 

“  So  E.  P.  Bailey’s  domestic  future  isn’t  as  rosy 
as  it  was,”  Mr.  Ingham  continued. 

“  He  seems  very  young  to  be  so  much  before  the 
public,”  I  said.  “  He  might  be  still  at  college  from 
his  appearance.” 

“  Oh,  Edward  left  school  a  very  long  time  ago. 
He’s  been  a  leader  of  society  for  two  years.  He’s 
a  well-known  club  man,  and  he  drives  the  fastest 
trotters  in  New  York.  His  father  was  Ephraim 
Bailey,  who  founded  the  Northern  Bell  Telegraph 
system.” — “  I’ve  heard  of  his  father,”  Kaye  put  in. — 
“  And  he  gets  up  a  hunt  every  year,  you  see,  at  his 
place  on  Long  Island,  and  he’s  always  right  in  it.  If 
you  knew  our  New  York  papers  you  could  find  his 
name  blindfold  in  the  Sunday  Supplements.  What 
brings  a  man  before  the  public  in  your  country?” 

“  He  must  be  of  age,  anyhow,”  said  Kaye  simply, 
but  the  other  two  laughed  and  cried  out  on  him. 

“You  are  very  severe,  Mr.  Kemball,”  said 
Verona.  I  noticed  that  often  in  the  States.  One 
is  constantly  suspected  of  adverse  criticism  when 
one  may  be  thinking  of  something  else  altogether, 
or  when  one’s  mind,  on  the  contrary,  may  be  full 
of  admiration.  This  encourages  the  habit,  and 
by  the  time  I  got  home  I  was  critical ;  I  had  quite 
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an  eye.  My  mother-in-law’s  astonishment  and  the 
way  I  was  snubbed  were  proofs  of  it. 

“  Don’t  you  really  know  any  more  of  these 
people?”  I  asked,  hoping  to  hear  of  somebody 
else  as  interesting  as  Edward  P.  Bailey. 

“  I  do  not.  Most  of  them  look  as  if  they  had 
come  in  for  the  summer  sales.” 

“  They  do  suggest  the  bargain-counters,”  said 
Verona,  and  blew  her  nose  rather  contemptuously 
with  a  Honiton  lace  pocket-handkerchief.  I  have 
one  very  much  like  it  which  I  keep  in  lavender  and 
carry  to  parties.  I  expressed  no  amazement  that 
the  frocks  about  us  should  have  come  out  of 
summer  sales  —  one  dislikes  above  all  things  to 
seem  provincial — but  I  said  I  would  like  to  go  to 
some  of  them. 

“  Take  her  to  Wanamaker’s,”  said  Mr.  Ingham, 
“  on  a  mammoth  day  in  shirt-waists.” 

“Take  me,”  Kaye  suggested;  “I  should  profit 
more,  shouldn’t  I,  by  shirt-waists?  I  believe  they 
do  you  very  well  over  here  —  some  dodge  of 
measurement.” 

Even  if  Kaye  had  been  pretending  to  misunder¬ 
stand — which  he  wasn’t — I  don’t  see  why  it  should 
have  shocked  Verona.  A  shirt  is  an  innocent  thing, 
and,  if  well  laundried,  a  smart  thing.  But  it  did — she 
drew  herself  up.  “  Mr.  Ingham  refers  to  a  ladies’ 
sale,”  she  said,  and  added,  with  a  little  haughty  nod 
towards  a  group  entering,  “  There  are  the  Hams.” 

And  I  thought  I  was  chaperoning  that  party. 
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I  was  amused  at  the  way  Kaye  got  out  of  it.  He 
looked  at  young  Ingham  consideringly  for  a  minute. 
“You  know  more  about  millinery  than  any  chap  I 
ever  met,”  he  said. 

“  Have  to  in  this  country,”  Mr.  Ingham  returned 
in  an  abject  manner,  and  we  all  laughed. 

“  Where  have  I  heard  of  the  Hams  ?  ”  I  demanded. 
“  Oh,  I  know.  Which  is  Miss  Violet  Ham?” 

“  The  young  lady  just  sitting  down,”  said  Val 
Ingham. 

“  With  the  lovely  colour,”  added  Verona. 

“  They  come  in  often,  of  course,  with  their  steam 
yacht,”  Mr.  Ingham  informed  us.  “  They’re  only 
about  an  hour  up  the  Hudson,  at  their  country  seat.” 

“  How  quaint  to  go  to  the  country  at  this  time 
of  the  year,”  Kaye  remarked.  “We  couldn’t  get 
a  soul  now,  could  we,  Carrie?” 

Val  Ingham  looked  as  if  he  could  have  protested 
in  high  comedy,  but  gravely  restrained  it.  I  noticed 
that  Kaye  often  produced  that  effect  upon  A  mericans. 

“Violet  Ham  has  the  bluest  eyes  and  is  the  best 
dancer  in  the  city  of  New  York,”  remarked  Verona, 
smiling  prettily  at  Val  Ingham.  That  was  another 
thing  I  noticed — the  best  in  the  city  of  New  York  was 
ultimate  praise ;  no  one  could  say  more  than  that. 

Mr.  Ingham  looked  at  a  point  remote  from 
Miss  Ham,  and  made  no  response.  “And  she 
makes  the  loveliest  angel-cake,”  Verona  went  on. 
“You  really  eat  too  much  of  it  at  their  ‘At 
Homes.’” 
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“  I  should  like  to  see  you  eat  too  much  of 
anything,”  I  cried,  and  Kaye  said  what  he  would 
be  glad  to  know  was  how  in  the  world  Mr. 
Ingham  managed  to  be  giving  us  grouse  in  June. 
The  explanation,  whatever  it  was,  added,  I  re¬ 
member,  to  the  wonder,  and  did  not  detract  from 
the  flavour.  It  was  an  excellent  dinner ;  it  remains 
in  both  our  minds  as  a  singularly  excellent  dinner 
— Kaye,  by  the  way,  was  much  impressed  by  the 
capacity  of  the  young  men  of  New  York  to  do 
that  sort  of  thing  well — but  it  was  conspicuously 
a  dinner  that  one  would  expect  to  eat  at  other 
times  of  the  year,  a  dinner  at  war  with  itself  and 
with  the  almanac.  This  was  the  chic  and  the 
shock  and  the  surprise  of  it,  and  helped  to  explain 
not  only  the  deportment  of  the  head  waiter,  but 
the  unshuttered,  uncurtained  plate-glass  windows 
that  offered  us  up  to  Thirty-fourth  Street  outside. 
People  eating  an  ordinary  dinner  cannot  be  much 
of  a  public  spectacle,  but  there  may  be  a  curiosity  to 
see  them  enjoying  grapes  in  June  and  fresh  aspar¬ 
agus  in  December.  Anyway,  there  we  were,  every 
mouthful  exposed  in  the  highest  light,  and  there 
was  the  shifting,  staring  multitude  outside  in  the 
dark,  and  not  one  of  the  five  hundred  diners 
apparently  wished  to  have  it  otherwise.  I  did  not 
particularly  mind  —  it  was  rather  like  dining  on 
the  stage — but  I  was  thankful  that  Kaye  had  his 
back  turned  to  the  windows. 


CHAPTER  X 


HE  business  that  brought  my  husband  across 


X  the  Atlantic  was  one  of  the  matters  that 
kept  Mr.  Adams  in  New  York  so  long  after  other 
people  had  found  it  too  hot  to  stay.  He  made 
that  out  in  his  cordial  way  to  be  a  claim  on  us ; 
he  said  that  if  he  must  broil  in  order  to  attend 
to  our  affairs,  he  might  as  well  broil  in  our 
society.  It  was  agreeable  to  acknowledge  such 
claims,  and  I  was  rather  sorry  that  things  were 
settled  so  soon.  There  seemed  to  me  to  be 
no  difficulty.  Kaye  said  to  me  that  the  ad¬ 
vantage  of  amalgamation  to  the  original  share¬ 
holders  was  as  plain  as  a  pikestaff  from  the 
first,  and  if  he  maintained  a  somewhat  reserved 
and  cautionary  attitude  with  Mr.  Adams  for  a 
week  or  two,  I  think  it  was  chiefly  so  that  the 
absurdity  of  taking  an  ocean  voyage  to  protect 
rights  which  were  in  no  way  imperilled  might  not 
be  too  plain.  When  he  came  to  learn  that  the 
company  in  its  new  formation  was  to  include  one 
of  the  Hams,  his  satisfaction  was  even  greater. 
Mr.  Adams  shared  Kaye’s  admiration  for  the 
gentleman’s  astuteness.  “  Certainly,”  said  he,  “  I 
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would  go  into  anything  with  Ham,  provided  I 
also  came  out  with  him,”  and,  as  an  after-thought, 
Kaye  arranged  with  Mr.  Adams,  in  case  of  an  exit 
by  Mr.  Ham,  to  use  the  same  door.  We  were  de¬ 
lighted  on  general  as  well  as  on  personal  grounds 
that  we  had  found  nothing  in  the  world  to  justify 
us  for  having  come.  Perhaps  I  have  already 
shown  that  we  expected  to  find  a  great  deal ;  one 
hears  such  tales  in  England,  one  naturally  expects  in 
Transatlantic  matters  to  be  “done.”  And  certainly 
a  widow  lady  of  some  opulence  living  in  a  remote 
English  county  would  be  exactly  the  person  to  be 
put  upon  if  the  wish  to  do  so  existed.  Quite  apart 
from  the  money  consideration,  nothing  would  have 
upset  us  so  much  as  to  find  that  it  did  exist.  As 
it  was,  our  interest  in  that  extraordinary  country 
and  its  inhabitants  had  the  firmest  basis ;  there 
was  nothing  to  qualify  any  charm  or  to  dash  any 
attraction. 

When  it  was  all  signed,  sealed,  and  delivered, 
however,  there  was  no  further  reason  to  keep  either 
the  Adamses  or  ourselves  in  New  York.  We  were 
sitting  on  the  steps  on  that  final  evening — after  the 
first  week  Kaye  frequented  the  steps  as  much  as 
anybody  —  discussing  plans  with  the  Adamses, 
when  Verona  appeared  at  the  door  with  a 
letter. 

“Well,”  she  interrupted,  “if  you  do” — we  had 
settled  on  a  fortnight  with  the  Adamses  in  the 
Adirondacks  and  home  by  Niagara  and  Montreal 
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— “  Violet  Ham  will  be  the  most  disappointed  girl 
in  the  State  of  New  York.” 

“What  has  Miss  Ham  to  say  to  it?”  asked 
Kaye,  and  we  all  looked  up. 

“  Everything,”  said  Verona,  reading  the  letter, 
from  which  descended  a  delicate  fragrance ;  “  that 
is,  she  would  like  to.  She  wants  me  to  come  and 
stay  with  them  at  Bellevue,  and  bring  you  with 
me.” 

“  There  now,”  cried  Mrs.  Adams,  “  Mrs.  Kemball 
thinks  that  perfectly  crazy.” 

“  No,  I  don’t,”  I  responded  promptly ;  “  I  think  it 
most  awfully  kind.  But  isn’t  there  a  Mrs.  Ham  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  there  is”  said  Mrs.  Adams,  “  but  I  believe 
she  isn’t  over-strong.” 

“  Don’t  you  know  her  ?  ”  I  exclaimed. 

“  Why,  no,  not  to  speak  to.  I  saw  her  once 
shopping  with  Violet.” 

“I  know  her,”  announced  Verona.  “Violet  has 
to  do  just  as  she  says  in  some  things.  Violet 
wanted  the  carpet  taken  up  for  her  dance  last 
winter,  and  Mrs.  Ham  wouldn’t  let  it  be  done,  and 
Violet  just  had  to  give  in  and  have  linen  put 
down.” 

“Then  they  are  your  friends  altogether?”  I  said 
to  Verona. 

“Well,  I  know  Violet  too,”  Mrs.  Adams  said. 

“  Considering  she  came  out  in  this  very  house,” 
put  in  Verona,  “  I  should  think  you  did.  Don’t 
you  remember — the  afternoon  of  the  blizzard  ?  ” 
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“  In  the  United  States,”  put  in  Mr.  Adams,  “we 
have  the  privilege,  if  we  like  to  take  it,  of  being 
acquainted  in  family  sections.  Ma  may  be  an 
ornament  to  society  while  pa  stays  at  home  and 
runs  the  lawn-mower.  Or  ma  may  prefer  to  can 
preserves  while  the  young  people  dance  with  our 
visitors  from  the  Courts  of  Europe.  It’s  peculiar 
to  this  country,”  said  Mr.  Adams,  knocking  the 
ash  of  his  cigar  upon  the  stone  balustrade  of  his 
residence. 

“  I  do  not  quite  understand,”  said  Kaye,  who 
was  also  smoking,  “  how  the  young  lady  came  out 
in  the  afternoon,  and  why  she  came  out  in  a 
blizzard.” 

“  It  was  an  afternoon  tea,”  Verona  explained, 
“  and  the  blizzard  came  without  being  invited.” 

“  Now,  what  is  there  wonderful  in  that?”  Mrs. 
Adams  demanded.  “  Don’t  young  ladies  come 
out  at  teas  in  your  country  ?  ” 

“  Not  for  choice,  I  imagine,”  my  husband  replied. 
“  Pretty  average  slow,  isn’t  it — one  man  to  fifteen 
women  ?  ” 

Mrs.  Adams  gave  a  little  shriek.  “  Not  with  us !  ” 
she  cried.  “  In  New  York  the  men  are  perfectly 
sweet  and  lovely  about  afternoon  ‘At  Homes.’ 
They  are  charmed  to  come.  They  flock.” 

I  was  thinking  about  Miss  Ham’s  invitation. 
“  I  really  wish  Mrs.  Ham  had  written,”  I  said  to 
Verona. 

“  Oh,  she  leaves  all  that  to  Violet.” 
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“  Perhaps  she  sends  a  message  ?  ” 

“No,  she  doesn’t.  Violet  just  asks  you  herself. 
But  you  needn’t  be  afraid — it’s  all  right.”  I 
thought  Verona  somewhat  enjoyed  my  perplexity. 

“  Suppose  she  doesn’t  know  a  thing  about  it  ?  ” 
mused  my  husband.  “  One  would  feel  jolly  awk¬ 
ward.  This  sort  of  thing:  ‘Your  daughter  asked 
me’ — eh?”  Overcome  by  the  idea,  Kaye  was 
unable  to  continue. 

“  Then  my  daughter  shall  be  whipped,”  I  went 
on  for  him ;  “  and  I  am  sorry  I  can’t  press  you  to 
stay.” 

They  all  laughed,  and  Verona  said,  “  Is  that 
what  would  happen  in  England  ?  ” 

But  Kaye  by  this  time  was  much  less  unreason¬ 
able  about  doing  this,  that,  and  the  other  thing. 
Perhaps  he  gradually  saw  that  it  does  not  do  to 
try  to  impose  one’s  ideas  upon  the  United  States; 
at  anyrate,  he  stopped,  to  my  great  comfort,  be¬ 
having  as  if  he  had  any  responsibility  in  the  matter. 
He  as  good  as  said  on  one  occasion  that  English 
ways  were  best  suited  to  England,  and  when  you 
consider  how  many  people  want  to  insist  on  them 
all  over  the  globe,  this  was  going  pretty  far.  And 
we  went  to  the  Hams.  The  Adamses  went  to 
the  Adirondacks  and  we  went  to  the  Hams  with 
Verona.  It  was  practically  decided  before  we  left 
the  steps  that  evening.  To  our  great  relief 
Mrs.  Ham  said  she  was  real  glad  to  see  us.  It 

was  Violet  who  met  us  at  the  landing  and  drove 
8 


io8  THOSE  DELIGHTFUL  AMERICANS 


us  to  the  house  and  showed  us  where  to  go  and 
what  to  do,  but  we  encountered  Mrs.  Ham  later  in 
the  hall  upstairs,  where  she  was  stooping  over  the 
edge  of  the  carpet.  She  was  a  dried-up-looking 
little  woman  with  sharp  eyes  and  rather  com¬ 
pressed  lips  and  very  white  hair,  which  she  wore 
puffed  round  her  forehead. 

“  Now  I  know,”  she  said  as  she  shook  hands 
with  us,  “  without  being  told,  that  you  are  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Kemball,  of  Great  Britain.  Violet’s  been 
expecting  you  all  afternoon.  Well,  you’ve  caught 
me  in  my  apron.  I  was  just  looking  to  see  if  there 
was  any  more  sign  of  those  Buffalo  bugs — if  you 
let  them  alone  five  minutes  they  eat  you  out  of 
house  and  home.  I’ve  tried  phenyle  and  I’ve  tried 
naphthaline — dear  knows  what  I  haven’t  tried,  but 
I  never  believe  I  kill  a  Buffalo  bug  without  I  do  it 
with  the  sole  of  my  shoe.” 

I  must  just  explain  that  the  expression  is  not 
offensive  in  the  United  States.  It  doesn’t  neces¬ 
sarily  mean  anything  dreadful.  There  are  many 
kinds  of  them,  such  as  the  “June”  and  “potato”; 
in  fact,  it  is  a  general  term  applied  to  insects  over 
there.  I  have  heard  a  poor  innocent  earwig  called 
one.  We  became  quite  accustomed  to  the  sound 
of  it  before  the  summer  was  over,  but  it  is  an 
Americanism  I  don’t  think  one  would  ever  acquire. 
Kaye  simply  pulled  his  moustache  and  stared,  but 
I  realised  at  once  that  it  must  be  something  quite 
different. 
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“  Are  they  very  destructive  ?  ”  I  asked. 

“  Destructive’s  no  name  for  them.  Anything 
that’s  cotton  or  wool !  And  eggs  by  the  million  ! 
They’re  new  to  us,  and  I  don’t  know  whether 
they’ve  crossed  the  Atlantic  yet,  but  when  they  do 
you’ll  know  it !  Now,  I  hope,”  Mrs.  Ham  went  on 
cordially,  “you’ll  make  yourselves  just  as  much  at 
home  as  they  do,  that’s  all.  Violet  hasn’t  a  single 
thing  to  do  but  entertain  you.  You’ll  have  to 
excuse  me.  I’m  on  my  way  down  to  my  kitchen. 
We  got  a  new  girl  in  yesterday,  and  what  she 
knows  about  a  gas  range  I  don’t  think  it’ll  trouble 
her  to  forget.” 

Kaye  and  I  stepped  out  into  the  balcony  at  the 
end  of  the  hall.  It  was  garlanded  with  flowers 
and  creepers.  Wide  lawns  sloped  away  from  the 
house  on  every  side,  with  vivid  parterres  of 
geraniums.  Half  a  dozen  fountain  sprinklers 
played  on  them,  the  coils  of  rubber  looked  like 
so  many  boa-constrictors  in  the  grass — beyond 
all,  the  splendid  panorama  of  the  Hudson. 

“  So  that’s  Mrs.  Ham,”  said  I. 

“  Wife  of  Jacob  Ham,”  said  Kaye. 

“  And  mother  of  Violet,  and  mistress  of  all  we 
see,”  I  ejaculated. 

“  I  thought,”  said  Kaye  guardedly,  “  that  when 
it  got  to  this,  you  know,  they  always  went  to  Paris 
and  lived  in  diplomatic  circles,  and  had  Whistler 
paint  them.” 

“  Not  in  this  case,”  said  I. 
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“  Oh  no,  much  too  sensible,  I  should  say.  But 
she’s  not  a  nobody  by  any  means.” 

“  Who  gave  you  the  idea  that  she  was  ?  ” 

“Why,  Mrs.  Adams  —  didn’t  she?  Said  she 
didn’t  know  her.  Adams  knows  Ham  too — that’s 
queer.  Ham  lunched  us  both  at  the  Union  Club.” 

“  Didn’t  Mr.  Adams  give  some  kind  of  ex¬ 
planation  of  that?” 

“  I  remember  now,  he  did.  Said  you  could  ask 
a  man  to  dinner  without  his  wife  in  America — 
something  like  that.  You  might  mention  it  to 
Frances ;  she’ll  be  interested.  By  the  way,  what’s 
the  party  ?  Have  you  heard  ?  ” 

“  Only  ourselves  and  Verona  and  Mr.  Ingham,  and 
some  Englishman,  I  believe.  I  didn’t  hear  his  name.” 

“  That  eternal  young  Ingham.” 

“  Oh,  I  rather  like  him.  He’s  been  confiding  in 
me  a  little  lately.” 

“  That’s  why  you  like  him,”  said  my  husband 
acutely. 

“  Oh,  not  altogether.  He’s  an  amiable  boy,  and 
very  adaptive.  If  you  knew  ” —  I  smiled  broadly 
at  the  recollection. 

“  Knew  what  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  think  I  ought  to  tell  you.  Poor  Mr. 
Ingham,”  I  went  on,  still  smiling,  “he  is  so  very 
earnest.” 

“Why  do  you  laugh  in  that  silly  way?  Has  he 
made  up  his  mind  that  it’s  good  enough  ?  ”  Kaye 
demanded. 
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“  I  wish  Mrs.  Adams  could  hear  you  !  I  gather 
he  is  making  it  up.  He  thinks  in  the  end  she  will 
be  quite  indispensable  to  him.” 

“  I’m  blowed,”  said  my  husband,  with  the 
vulgarity  of  intimate  moments ;  “  I’m  blowed  if  I 
understand  American  men !  ” 

“  He  says  he’s  seen  so  much  misery ;  and  so  has 
everybody.  I  think  he’s  quite  right  to  take  his 
time.  But  that  isn’t  the  funny  part  of  it,”  I  said, 
again  giving  way  to  mirth. 

“  There  won’t  be  any  funny  part,”  Kaye  returned, 
with  annoyance,  “  if  she  refuses  him,  and  I  jolly 
well  hope  she  will.  You  say  you  didn’t  hear  who 
the  other  chap  is — the  chap  from  home  ?  ” 

“  Heaven  only  knows,”  I  said.  I  cannot  explain 
it,  but  English  people  have  a  way  of  assuming  that 
Heaven  only  knows  their  compatriots  in  foreign 
lands. 

“  Some  first-class  bounder,  you  may  depend,” 
said  Kaye.  “  Americans  do  get  hold  of  the  most 
extraordinary  people  from  our  part  of  the  world. 
They  seem  to  think  one  ‘ Britisher’  is  just  as  good 
as  another.” 

“  That’s  exactly  what  they  say  about  us,”  I 
exclaimed.  “  They  complain  that  we  can  never 
see  that  there  are  Americans  and  Americans. 
You  ought  to  hear  Mrs.  Adams.  And  I  haven’t 
heard  the  expression  *  Britisher  ’  since  I  landed  ;  I 
begin  to  think  we  invented  it  ourselves.” 

“  Maybe  so,  but  they’re  taught  to  be  alike,  and 
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we’re  taught  to  be  different.  Hullo!”  exclaimed 
Kaye,  in  a  tone  more  lively  than  that  of  argument. 
“  Who’s  that  ?  Blest  if  it  isn’t  old  Bobs !  Old 
Bobs,  of  all  people !  ” 

“  Is  it  ?  ”  I  exclaimed,  leaning  over  the  balcony 
to  look.  “  Impossible  !  So  it  is  !  ” 

Two  figures,  Miss  Violet  Ham’s  and  another, 
were  slowly  progressing  in  deep  and  animated 
conversation  up  the  drive  towards  the  house. 
They  came  at  this  point  within  the  radius  of 
precise  observation,  and  Kaye  was  quite  right,  it 
was  his  cousin,  Lord  Robert  Walden — Kaye’s 
mother  was  a  Walden — upon  whom  in  complete 
amazement  we  looked  down. 

“  I  understood,”  said  my  husband  severely, 
“  that  he  let  the  place  this  year  in  order  to 
economise ;  not  to  go  to  the  most  expensive — 
I  say  !  I  suppose  he’s  the  Englishman  !  ” 

“  I  suppose  he  is,”  I  responded,  as  we  went 
downstairs  to  find  out  the  whys  and  the  where¬ 
fores.  “  Some  first-class  bounder,  you  may 
depend,”  I  couldn’t  resist  adding;  “Americans 
do  get  hold  of  such  extraordinary  people.” 

But  Kaye,  wrapped  in  speculation  as  to  the 
remarkable  coincidence,  did  not  retaliate. 


CHAPTER  XI 


“IT  was  my  little  surprise,”  explained  Miss 

X  Violet  Ham,  as  we  all  stood  together  on  the 
gravel  below.  “  I  knew  you  were  related.  Lord 
Robert  told  me.  Lord  Robert  has  more  relations 
— well,  I  don’t  believe  he  knows  half  of  them  to 
speak  to.” 

Bobs  was  every  bit  as  surprised  as  we  were. 
He  and  Kaye  were  quite  embarrassed  with  their 
astonishment.  They  could  do  nothing  for  several 
minutes  after  shaking  hands  but  stand,  first  on  one 
leg  and  then  on  the  other,  and  ejaculate,  “  I  say, 
old  chap!”  and  “Upon  my  word,  old  man!” 
without  the  slightest  attempt  to  get  at  the  root  of 
the  matter.  Miss  Ham  looked  on  with  delight. 

“  Oh,”  she  cried,  “  I  hadn’t  an  idea  it  would 
come  off  so  well!  It’s  lovely — do  go  on!  You’ll 
find  out  something  in  time.  It’s  like  John  Drew,” 
she  went  on,  turning  to  me.  “You’ve  seen  John 
Drew — he  stars  with  Ada  Rehan.  And  that’s  just 
the  way  he  does  English  parts.  Mr.  Kemball  has 
exactly  John  Drew’s  figure — they  could  wear  each 
other’s  clothes,  I  should  think,  without  a  crease. 
Well,  that’s  a  compliment,  if  ever  I  paid  one.” 
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“  I  don’t  think  he  heard  you/’  I  said  reassuringly. 

“  Oh,  but  I  meant  him  to !  I  didn’t  intend  it 
should  be  thrown  away !  ”  responded  Miss  Ham. 
She  was  a  tall  and  vigorous  young  person,  richly 
coloured  and  curved,  quite  different  from  Verona, 
who  could  not  lose  an  ounce  of  flesh  anywhere 
without  missing  it.  She  had  soft,  dark  hair, 
pushed  forward  round  her  face  in  a  slight  exag¬ 
geration  of  the  way  people  were  wearing  it,  and 
splendid  blue  eyes  with  thick  lashes,  and  nearly 
always  a  laugh  in  them ;  as  Kaye  said,  she  looked 
awfully  good-natured.  Her  dress  dragged  in  most 
exquisite  lines  on  the  ground  behind  her ;  it  was 
from  Paris,  and  had  more  of  an  accent  than  any 
English  girl  would  dare  to  carry,  more  than  it 
would  have  had  on  a  French  person ;  the  American 
young  lady  in  it  simply  doubled  its  significance. 
Miss  Ham  was  large  and  abundant  every  way. 
In  figure  she  reminded  me  of  a  friend  at  home, 
but  this  young  lady  was  alert  in  every  line ;  beside 
her,  Laura,  as  I  conjured  her  up,  stood  equally  big, 
but  placid  and  unreflective,  and  hard  to  move. 
Like  Verona,  she,  Violet,  made  pictures ;  but  they 
were  by  a  different  artist,  a  bolder  and  more  sump¬ 
tuous  brush. 

“  I  wrote  to  Verona,”  explained  Miss  Ham,  1 
“over  a  week  ago,  asking  her  to  come  and  visit 
here ;  and  she  wrote  back  and  said  you  were  there, 
and  you  were  too  utterly  fascinating — leave  you 
she  couldn’t,  and  wouldn’t.  In  the  very  same 
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letter  she  mentioned  that  you  were  cousins  of 
Lord  Robert’s.  ‘  Goodness  me,’  I  said,  *  that  must 
be  my  Lord  Bobby  ’ — he  belonged  to  the  Kittleys 
at  Idlewyld  then ;  but  that  doesn’t  matter.  I  just 
made  sure ;  I  said  to  him  one  day,  ‘  Look  here,  if 
it  isn’t  a  personal  question,  could  there  be  two 
Lord  R.  Waldens  in  Great  Britain?’  and  he  said 
no,  there  couldn’t ;  just  as  I  thought.  So  then  I 
got  up  my  little  surprise  party.  I  wrote  to  Verona 
you  simply  had  to  be  my  house-guests  for  July,  and 
if  she  didn’t  bring  you,  I  might  go  on  loving  her, 
but  it  wouldn’t  ever  be  the  same.”  Miss  Ham  said 
this  with  a  frank,  delightful  laugh.  I  saw  at  once 
by  the  way  she  diverted  Bobs’s  attention  that  he 
was  quite  carried  away. 

“  If  you  think  you’re  worth  a  threat  like  that  ” — 
he  turned  to  my  husband. 

“  I  wish  I  didn’t  always  forget  to  put  down  the 
things  Lord  Bobs  says,”  declared  Miss  Ham.  “  I 
want  to  store  them  up  for  consolation  in  my  old 
age.  They  would  look  lovely  in  a  thought-book, 
too.” 

I  don’t  know  why  it  is  that  an  American  young 
lady  can  always  make  a  British  nobleman  look 
sheepish. 

“  Oh,  draw  it  mild,  Miss  Violet,”  said  Bobs, 
and  began  to  gnaw  one  corner  of  his  yellow 
silk  handkerchief.  He  always  carries  a  yellow  silk 
handkerchief,  and  he  always  gnaws  it  under  em¬ 
barrassment  or  emotion.  A  man  in  that  position 
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doesn’t  often  get  his  little  habits  corrected  for  him, 
as  of  course  they  should  be.  People  hesitate. 

“  What  is  a  thought-book,  Miss  Ham  ?  ”  asked 
Kaye. 

“  Oh,  it’s  just  a  little  book — blank  book,  note¬ 
book,  copy-book.  You  put  down  in  it  any  bright 
ideas  that  happen  to  come  your  way ;  but  of  course 
they  ought  to  be  principally  your  own.  Like 
Daudet’s  Notes  sur  la  Viey  you  know.” 

I  didn’t  know.  It  was  a  book  at  the  time  I 
hadn’t  seen,  but  I  was  none  the  less  brought  up 
short  by  Miss  Ham’s  quoting  it.  The  key  of  the 
delicate  and  the  subtle  was  precisely  the  one  she 
didn’t  obviously  strike,  but  I  was  soon  to  learn 
that  she  knew  all  the  keys;  she  had  a  practised 
hand  and  a  wide  range.  She  could  talk  about 
everything.  I  never  thought  again  about  poor 
dear  Laura,  who  can  talk  about  nothing  in  par¬ 
ticular,  nice  as  she  is. 

The  picture  of  our  kinsman  standing  biting  his 
silk  handkerchief  on  the  Hams’  gravel  drive  beside 
the  Hudson  continued  to  affect  me — I  couldn’t  at 
all  get  over  it ;  and  I  was  glad  to  hear  presently 
that  Miss  Ham  had  met  him  at  the  American 
ambassador’s  in  London,  where  she  had  the  honour 
to  be  staying.  She  didn’t  say  she  had  the 
honour — it  is  a  thing  that  Americans  never  seem 
to  think  they  receive  or  confer — but  I  say  it  for 
her.  So  very  much  better  than  at  Monte  Carlo  or 
on  board  ship,  where  Bobs  has  made  attractive 
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friends  before  now  and  handed  them  on  to  his 
family.  In  this  case,  however,  the  favour  was 
entirely  on  the  other  side ;  Bobs  was  the  humble 
recipient. 

“When  he  said  he  was  coming  over,  I  gave 
him  an  introduction  to  the  Kittleys,”  Miss  Ham 
went  on. 

“  Oh,  she’s  been  awfully  good,”  mumbled  Bobs. 

“Not  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ham?”  asked  Kaye. 

“  Bless  your  heart,  no !  What  would  poor  pa 
and  ma  have  done  with  a  perfectly  fresh,  untutored 
Englishman,  and  me  away?  But  I  knew  the 
Kittleys  would  take  care  of  him  and  show  him  as 
much  as  was  good  for  him  till  I  came  back ;  and 
now,”  she  went  on  in  mock  despair,  “  he  declares 
he  is  going  to  stay  all  summer !  ” 

“Your  people  will  have  a  tidy  job  to  get  rid  of 
me,”  Bobs  responded  cheerfully.  “  So  jolly  here — 
shouldn’t  make  it  so  jolly.” 

“  You  must  all  stay  all  summer,”  declared  Violet, 
and  positively  the  idea  didn’t  seem  at  all  ridicul¬ 
ous  ;  there  was  no  obvious  reason  why  we  shouldn’t. 
The  thing  that  struck  one  most  at  a  glance  was 
the  extraordinary  absence  of  any  impediment  to 
doing  exactly  as  one  liked.  The  wide  stretches  of 
lawn  and  river  expressed  it,  and  the  way  the  trees 
grew  and  the  flowers.  There  was  an  absence  in 
all  this  profusion  of  accustomed  restraints,  one  felt 
a  little  as  if  one  had  penetrated  to  the  enchanted 
castle  in  the  fairy  tale,  where  the  banquet  is  spread 
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with  every  luxury,  and  absolutely  nobody  to  inter¬ 
fere.  Presently  it  appeared  that  there  was  some¬ 
body  to  interfere — just  a  little — in  the  person  of  a 
man  in  a  wide-brimmed  straw  hat  and  his  shirt¬ 
sleeves,  who  crossed  the  lawn  at  an  angle  a  few 
yards  away  from  us,  and  addressed  a  boy  farther 
off  manipulating  one  of  the  rubber  hose.  “  Say, 
Pete,”  he  shouted,  “  the  old  man  kicks  about  some¬ 
body  drivin’  on  his  grass.  He’s  got  it  you  done  it, 
and  he’s  after  you.” 

“Oh,  all  right!”  the  boy  called  out,  in  a  tone 
half  resentful,  half  conciliatory,  and  turned  his  hose 
in  another  direction.  The  man  took  no  notice  of 
us,  did  not  even  touch  his  hat,  but  somehow  he  did 
interfere  with  the  impression  I’ve  mentioned;  he 
introduced  a  note  of  dominance. 

“That’s  Jake,”  said  Violet.  “Might  say  good¬ 
evening,  Jake;  guess  you’re  getting  proud.  Jake 
acknowledged  the  pleasantry  with  a  grin  and  went 
his  way. 

“  The  head  gardener  ?  ”  asked  Kaye. 

“  Head  everything.  Jake  just  about  runs  this 
place — laid  out  the  tennis  courts,  named  it,  and 
everything.  Pa  was  going  to  call  it  River  Bluffs, 
but  Jake  didn’t  think  much  of  that,  and  went 
round  calling  it  Bellevue  till  it  got  known  by  that 
instead.  Jake’s  a  good  man.  You  tell  him  you 
think  a  thing  might  just  as  well  be  done,  and  it  is 
done.  You  don’t  have  to  suggest  it  twice.  Jake 
and  pa  were  at  school  together.” 


JAKE  ACKNOWLEDGED  THE  FI.EASANTKV  WITH  A  GKIN 
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Kaye  simply  stared,  with  visions,  I  suppose,  of 
Rugby  and  Harrow — he  himself  is  a  Harrovian. 
Bobs  had  restored  his  handkerchief,  and  was  draw¬ 
ing  patterns  in  the  gravel  with  his  stick.  He  had 
been  longer  in  the  country. 

“At  school  together!”  ejaculated  my  husband. 

“It  is  funny,  isn’t  it?  Jake  looks  so  much 
younger.  That’s  the  result  of  a  country  life.  Pa 
went  into  a  store  in  New  York,  and  Jake  stayed  in 
Mount  Pleasant  and  made  other  people’s  cheese 
for  them.  All  the  same,  Jake  isn’t  any  hayseed — 
he  knows  exactly  where  he’s  at.  And  he  hasn’t 
any  business  to  call  pa  ‘  the  old  man,’  he’s  only  two 
years  younger  himself.” 

“  He  hasn’t,  indeed,”  returned  my  husband,  with 
astonished  emphasis.  And  we  turned  at  Violet’s 
“  Here  he  is !  ”  to  meet  a  narrow,  little  grey-haired 
man,  with  a  round  straw  hat  and  a  blue  ribbon  on 
it — coming  back  from  the  city ! — a  lined  and  sallow 
face  of  great  alertness,  and  one  shoulder  rather 
higher  than  the  other,  walking  up  the  drive. 

I  was  the  only  one  to  be  introduced,  and  I 
hardly  needed  it;  Kaye  had  pointed  out  Mr.  Jacob 
Ham  so  often  in  the  illustrated  weekly  papers. 
He  spoke  to  me  very  pleasantly  and  kindly,  saying 
that  he  hoped  Kaye  and  I  felt  already  entirely  at 
home — which  we  did — but  there  certainly  was  in 
his  manner  that  touch  of  perfunctoriness  that  one 
notices  with  people  who  have  to  meet  and  greet  a 
great  many  strangers  in  the  course  of  the  day. 
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At  home  one  sees  it  immensely  in  London,  but 
hardly  ever  in  the  country,  naturally.  It  made 
one  feel,  though  quite  welcome,  a  little  incidental 
and  unimportant. 

“Have  you  seen  my  beans?’'  he  asked,  almost 
at  once. 

“  Indeed,  they  haven’t,”  cried  Violet.  “  Do  you 
think  I  would  be  mean  enough  to  show  them 
before  you  came  home,  you  dear,  silly,  old 
Johnny  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  come  on  then,”  said  Mr.  Ham.  “  My  beans 
are  something  to  see.” 

“  He’s  got  twenty-five  varieties,”  said  Violet. 
"  But  don’t  be  afraid,  they’re  not  all  ripe  at  once.” 

Mr.  Ham  led  the  way  with  promptness,  and 
Kaye  and  I  followed,  while  Jake  in  the  distance 
gave  us  one  casual  glance,  apparently  determined 
that  we  might  go  if  we  liked,  but  it  was  none  of 
his  business,  and  sat  down  on  the  lawn  roller  to 
light  his  pipe.  We  turned  foolishly  expectant  of 
the  others,  but  Miss  Violet  bade  us  go  on. 

“  Never  mind  us,”  she  said,  “  we’ve  seen  the 
beans.” 

“Yes,”  seconded  Lord  Bobs,  with  alacrity,  “we’ve 
seen  the  beans — rather  1  ” 


CHAPTER  XII 


WE  began  to  learn  next  morning  how  entirely 
we  were  to  look  to  Miss  Violet  for  all 
that  it  was  our  privilege  to  claim  from  our  hostess. 
The  form  of  our  invitation,  of  course,  had  given 
us  some  notion  of  that,  but  nothing  at  all  adequate. 
It  was  Violet  who  rang  the  electric  bell  for  break¬ 
fast,  and  Violet  who  explained  when  it  appeared 
that  it  wasn’t  a  particle  of  use  waiting  for  Lord 
Bobs ;  Violet  who  inquired  how  we  had  passed 
the  night,  and  whether  the  steamer  whistles  had 
disturbed  us  in  the  early  morning.  Somewhat 
later,  I  confess,  but  at  the  first  opportunity,  I 
asked  for  her  mother,  and  was  told  that  we  need 
never  expect  to  see  her  at  the  morning  meal. 

“  Mrs.  Ham  breakfasts  in  her  room  ?  ”  asked 
Kaye,  with  proper  solicitude. 

“  I’m  just  as  glad  she  doesn’t  hear  you,”  Violet 
cried.  “Do  you  take  one  lump  or  two?  I  haven’t 
known  ma  have  breakfast  in  bed  for  ten  years. 
You  couldn’t  make  her.  She  gets  up  and  has  it 
with  my  father  at  seven  !  ” 

“  So  early?”  I  exclaimed. 

“Well,  that  only  just  gives  them  time  for  a  look 
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at  the  beans  and  a  word  or  two  with  Jake,  per¬ 
haps,  and  gets  pa  to  his  office  in  the  city  by  nine.” 

“  So  early  ?  ”  remarked  Kaye  in  turn,  and  it  was 
astonishing  enough  that  Mr.  Jacob  Ham,  who 
could  buy  any  day,  as  Kaye  said,  a  small  prin¬ 
cipality  to  play  with  if  he  liked,  should  go  to  his 
desk  like  a  clerk. 

“People  who  do  business  in  New  York  City,” 
said  Violet  sententiously,  “  have  got  to  get  a 
hustle  on.  That’s  one  of  our  idioms  ;  it  means  ” — 

“  I  know  what  it  means,”  said  Kaye,  “  in  con¬ 
nection  with  electric  trams.  It  is  a  graphic 
expression.  But  I  should  think  at  your  father’s 
time  of  life  ” — 

“  He’d  be  sitting  in  an  armchair,  nursing  a  gouty 
foot  and  making  things  pleasant  for  his  family,” 
responded  Violet  gaily.  “  Imagine  pa.  That 
isn’t  the  American  style,  Mr.  Kemball.  With  us 
the  old  gentlemen  drop  out  of  a  good  many  things 
— you  couldn’t  get  my  father  to  a  dinner-party 
with  ropes — but  they  never  drop  out  of  business.” 

“  Then  Mrs.  Ham  is  already  up  and  about,”  I 
remarked.  “  I’m  afraid  she  must  think  us  shock¬ 
ingly  lazy.” 

“  Don’t  you  be  afraid — mother  isn’t  like  that, 
not  a  bit.  She  wouldn’t  mind  if  you  didn’t  get 
up  till  twelve,  except  for  keeping  the  work  back  in 
the  kitchen.  She  says  she  doesn’t  know  what 
people  come  to  this  country  for  unless  it’s  to  eat 
and  sleep.  But  she’d  feel  wicked  herself  if  she 
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wasn’t  up  by  about  six  and  fussing  round  taking 
things  out  of  the  hands  of  the  help — I  mean  the 
servants — and  doing  them  herself.  This  minute, 
if  we  tracked  her  down,  we  should  find  her  stretch¬ 
ing  curtains  in  the  billiard-room,  I  imagine,  by  the 
smell  of  cold  starch  round  the  door  as  I  passed  it.” 

“When  my  mother  was  younger,”  Violet  went 
on,  “  she  was  known  as  the  best  housekeeper  in 
Starrville,  where  she  lived.  She  won’t  consent  to 
outgrow  her  reputation.” 

We  talked  of  something  else.  Verona  came 
down,  and  soon  after  Mr.  Ingham,  who  had 
arrived  two  or  three  days  before;  but  that  sum¬ 
ming  up  remained  with  me.  It  seemed  to  me  too 
touching — the  wife  of  the  great  Jacob  Ham.  I 
made  plans  to  waylay  Mrs.  Ham  about  the  house 
and  persuade  her  to  do  something  in  company 
with  the  rest  of  us,  which  should  reflect  a  degree 
of  the  magnificence  of  her  position — go  out  in 
the  automobile  for  choice.  Meanwhile  it  was 
occupation  enough  to  observe  Violet  and  Verona 
Daly  in  their  charming  proximity.  They  were 
not,  I  think,  as  sentimental  as  English  girl  friends 
are  apt  to  be ;  they  did  not  kiss  each  other  good¬ 
morning,  and  no  shy  allusive  glances  or  giggles 
of  understanding  passed  between  them.  One 
could  not  imagine  them  making  tender  mutual 
discoveries  at  bedtime,  brushing  their  hair,  or 
exchanging  any  sort  of  vow.  The  basis  they  went 
upon  was  much  more  cavalier,  yet  signs  of  aflec- 
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tion  were  not  entirely  wanting,  as  when  Violet 
inquired,  “  Got  your  letters,  honey  ?  ”  and  Verona 
replied,  “Yes,  my  chicken.”  Also,  there  was  a 
tremendous  understanding,  but  it  was  a  different 
thing,  much  more  candid  in  one  way  and  much 
more  subtle  in  another,  consisting  partly  in  the 
frankest  appreciation  of  each  other’s  attractive 
points,  and  partly  in  the  deepest  recognition  of 
each  other’s  power  and  privileges  as  that  demo¬ 
cratic  princess,  an  American  girl.  I  could  imagine 
that  between  them  the  likeliest  token  of  esteem 
would  be  a  photograph,  very  artistic,  by  Sarony, 
and  that  they  would  exchange  these  with  a  high 
notion  of  graceful  appropriateness  tempered  by  a 
keen  sense  of  acquisition. 

After  breakfast  the  two  young  ladies  disappeared. 
They  were  going,  they  said,  to  the  kitchen,  where 
Violet  proposed  to  make  an  “  angel-cake.”  That 
struck  me  as  another  odd  note  in  the  splendid  scale 
of  the  Hams  ;  surely,  I  thought,  a  daughter  of 
Jacob  Ham  might  get  her  angel-cakes  from  the 
pastry-cook.  But  I  observed  presently  that  it 
was  taken  seriously.  Mr.  Ingham,  who  carefully 
attended  them  to  the  vanishing  point,  with  the 
air  of  being  absolutely  at  their  disposition  so 
long  as  they  could  possibly  require  him,  came 
after  they  had  gone,  to  bestow  himself  upon  me 
in  one  corner  of  the  wide  verandah.  It  was  a 
perfectly  gorgeous  verandah,  with  creepers  climb¬ 
ing  over  it,  and  striped  awnings,  and  pretty,  light, 
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luxurious  easy  chairs  and  Oriental  rugs — I  must 
say  the  Americans  do  know  how  to  make  them¬ 
selves  comfortable  out  of  doors.  That,  of  course, 
is  because  they  have  an  out  of  doors  which  they 
can  to  some  extent  rely  upon ;  but  I  have  never 
since  been  able  to  enjoy  myself  in  an  English 
garden-chair.  However,  Mr.  Ingham  came  and 
sat  down  beside  me.  “  Miss  Ham,”  he  remarked, 
“  makes  delicious  angel-cake ;  the  best,  I  should 
say,  in  New  York  City.  It’s  a  well-known  feature 
of  their  ‘  At  Homes  ’ — all  the  fellows  go  for  it.” 

“  It  must  be,”  said  I,  “a  very  useful  accomplish¬ 
ment  ”  ;  but  I  may  confess  that  I  privately  thought 
it  must  be  a  very  great  waste  of  time.  I  could  not 
imagine  a  girl  of  Violet  Ham’s  resources  and 
opportunities  dabbling  flour  and  eggs  together 
below  stairs.  “  But  perhaps  she  does  it,”  I  said, 
following  my  thought  rather  than  my  words,  “  to 
keep  in  touch  with  her  mother.” 

“  It’s  an  accomplishment  we  all  approve  of. 
With  us,  you  see,  there’s  a  theory  that  a  lady 
should  know  how  to  make  home  happy  funda¬ 
mentally — be  able,  you  understand,  to  wipe  out 
the  cook.  It’s  very  necessary  in  a  country  where 
the  cook  so  frequently — well,  erases  herself.” 

“  But  domestic  happiness  is  not  based  upon  the 
angel-cake,”  I  objected. 

“No,”  said  Val  Ingham  absently;  “I  guess 
steaks  come  in.’* 

“  And  chops,”  I  said. 
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“  Dear  me,  yes ;  there  used  to  be  a  para¬ 
graph  ” —  Mr.  Ingham  went  on,  “  it  must  be  an 
old,  old  paragraph  now — to  the  effect  that  Queen 
Victoria  brought  up  all  her  daughters  on  the  same 
principle,  taught  them  to  cook,  you  understand, 
and  to  sew.  I  used  to  wonder,  as  a  small  boy, 
whether  the  princesses  wore  their  crowns  in  the 
kitchen.  But  I  guess  it  was  a  lie,”  and  Mr.  Ingham 
sighed,  for  some  reason  entirely  disconnected,  one 
could  see,  with  the  family  of  Queen  Victoria. 

“  And  does  Verona  make  angel-cake  too  ?  ”  I 
asked  encouragingly. 

“  How  you  read  a  fellow’s  thoughts  !  You  re¬ 
member  our  last  conversation  ?  ” 

“  Perfectly,”  I  said.  “You  had  pretty  well  made 
your  choice,  and,  in  spite  of  the  angel-cake,”  I 
laughed,  “  it  had  not  fallen  on  Violet.” 

“The  hand  of  Miss  Ham,”  said  Mr.  Ingham 
gravely,  “  is  doubtless  reserved  for  some  worthier 
claimant.  She  is  a  charming  girl,  with  every 
grace  and  nearly  every  accomplishment.  She 
quite  belongs  to  the  intellectual  set  of  New  York 
girls ;  we  have  some,  I  am  glad  to  say,  who  are 
not  mere  butterflies.  Has  she  ever  interpreted  any 
Browning  to  you  ?  ” 

“No,”  I  said;  “but  you  really  want,  don’t  you, 
to  talk  about  Verona?” 

“  How  direct  and  incisive  you  English  people 
are !  I  do  want  to  talk  about  Verona,  but,”  said 
Mr.  Ingham,  with  another  slight  sigh,  “  the  sense 
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of  shades  and  contrasts  between  two  such  attrac¬ 
tive  personalities  is  very  enjoyable.”  He  gave  me 
the  impression,  did  Mr.  Valentine  Ingham,  of 
being  hardly  yet  free  of  the  burden  of  infinite 
care  and  solicitude  which  had  attended  his  decision. 

“  They  have  both  been  kind  to  me,”  he  said, 
“  very  kind,  so  much  so  that  I  feel  that  I  may  hope 
to  keep  the  permanent  friendship  of  the  other.” 

“  You  mean  of  Violet  ?  ” 

"  I  mean  of  Violet.  It  is  so  good  of  you,  Mrs. 
Kemball,  to  let  me  talk  to  you  like  this.  Do  you 
object  to  tobacco?” 

“Not  in  the  least,”  said  I,  and  Mr.  Ingham  pro¬ 
duced  a  cigarette  case.  I  noticed  that  it  was  of 
gold,  and  had  his  monogram  in  diamonds. 

“  I’ve  always  heard,”  he  went  on,  after  a  fragrant 
puff  or  two,  “that  in  England  a  married  lady  is 
more  free  to  make  friendships  with  our  sex  and 
receive  confidences  from  miserable  fellows  like  me 
than  girls  are.  I  think  that’s  the  way  it  ought  to 
be.  That’s  the  view  I  should  like  my  wife,  if  I  am 
fortunate  enough  to  get  one,  to  take.” 

“  As  girls,”  I  objected,  “  we’re  kept  uncommonly 
close.”  If  an  Englishman  had  talked  to  me  like 
that  I  should  have  known  that  he  was  a  clumsy 
donkey,  on  for  a  most  tremendous  flirtation.  But 
young  Ingham  was  perfectly  sincere;  he  meant 
just  what  he  said.  He  had  really  weighed  the 
matter,  and  it  stood  to  him  in  the  pure  light  of  a 
theory. 
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“  Oh,  I’ve  heard  of  the  bread-and-butter  miss,” 
he  said,  smiling,  “  but  she  seems  to  be  remarkably- 
transformed  the  moment  she  enters  the  matrimonial 
— the  halls  of  matrimony.”  Mr.  Ingham  puffed 
rapidly  at  his  cigarette,  and  I  had  an  idea,  though 
I  was  looking  across  the  river,  that  he  was  blushing. 

“  Oh,  well,”  I  said,  “  there  are  the  two  systems. 
Have  you  read  The  Awkward  Age  ?” 

“That’s  by  James,”  Mr.  Ingham  frowned; 
“James  is  so  dreadfully  assimilated.” 

“  You  can’t  expect  us  to  love  him  any  the  less  for 
that,”  I  remarked. 

Mr.  Ingham’s  frown  turned  into  a  bright  smile. 
“You  know  there  are  many  English  ideas  that  I 
like  lots  better  than  ours,”  he  said.  “You  must 
be,  by  now,  aware  of  that.” 

“Well,”  I  declared,  “there  are  some  of  yours 
that  I  like  much  better  than  ours.  So  it’s  even. 
And  Frances — you  don’t  know  Frances,  she  is  my 
husband’s  cousin — simply  adores  your  institutions. 
So  the  balance  is  in  your  favour.” 

“You  must  have  noticed  the  great  increase  of 
cordiality  lately  between  the  two  countries,”  said 
Mr.  Ingham,  with  enthusiasm.  “  Personally,  I  am 
very  glad  of  it.” 

“  I’ve  noticed  an  increased  recognition  of  our 
cordiality,”  I  observed ;  “  we’ve  always  been  cordial, 
or  we  have  as  long  as  I  remember.  So  cordial 
that  we  never  think  of  mentioning  it.  It’s  only 
you  Americans  who  go  on  being  such  good  haters 
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— I  can’t  imagine  why,  unless  you’ve  never  forgiven 
us  for  not  thrashing  you  at — where  was  it — 
Yorktown?” 

Mr.  Ingham  looked  distressed,  pained.  “Now, 
don’t  you  be  misled,”  he  said,  “  Mrs.  Kemball,  by 
what  you  see  and  hear  over  here.  The  feeling  you 
speak  of  is  wholly  confined  to  the  masses.” 

“  That’s  just  what  we  complain  of,”  I  remarked. 

“  The  better  class  of  Americans,”  continued  Mr. 
Ingham  earnestly,  “  do  not  share  it.  They  rather 
admire,  in  fact,  in  some  ways  imitate,  the  English 
people.” 

“  I  know,”  I  said ;  “  one  finds  that  out  by  coming 
over  here  and  hunting  up  the  better  class  of 
Americans.  They’re  awfully  nice  to  us,  and  they 
say  they  enjoy  themselves  in  England,  and  all 
that.  But  I  almost  think  it  would  be  more  to  the 
purpose,”  I  added  gloomily,  “  if  the  masses  liked 
us  better  and  the  classes  less.  Over  here  the 
classes  don’t  count,  it  seems  to  me.  They’re 
simply  downtrodden.” 

“  That  ridiculous  anti-English  bias  does,  of  course, 
come  up  politically,”  remarked  Mr.  Ingham. 

“  Fancy  a  political  party  in  England  trying  to 
win  an  election  by  abusing  the  Americans !  ”  I 
exclaimed  irrelevantly. 

“  But  socially  it  is  simply  non-existent.” 

“  However,”  I  said,  “  that  has  nothing  to  do,  has 
it,  with  Verona?” 

“  I  was  coming  to  that.  With  your  permission, 
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I  will  light  another  cigarette.  Thank  you  so  much 
for  your  interest  and  sympathy”  Mr.  Ingham 
lighted  his  cigarette.  “  I  really  hope  I  don’t  bore 
you,”  he  said,  throwing  away  the  match. 

“  I  should  think  not,  indeed.  It’s  the  most 
extraordinary  luck — I  mean  it’s  a  most  interesting 
experience  to  come  across  an  American  love  affair 
in  real  life.  They  seem  perfect  idylls  in  Miss 
Wilkins’s  tales.” 

“  Pardon  me,”  said  Mr.  Ingham,  with  slight  stiff¬ 
ness,  “  you  would  hardly  be  likely  to  find  mine  in 
stories  by  Mary  Wilkins.” 

“  No,”  I  said,  in  some  confusion.  “  Of  course 
not.  I  should  have  said  Bret  Harte’s  perhaps.” 

Mr.  Ingham  smiled  with  a  natural  touch  of 
superiority.  “  Not  there  either,  I  am  afraid,”  said 
he.  “  Miss  Wilkins  writes  of  what  you  would 
probably  call  the  peasant  class” — 

“  Oh  no,”  I  interrupted,  “  peasants  never  have 
such  consciences.” 

“  And  Bret  Harte  of  the  Wild  West  and  its  types.’5 

“  I  know,”  I  said  intelligently,  “  Buffalo  Bill.” 

Mr.  Ingham  gave  me  another  indulgent  smile. 
“  Well,”  he  said,  “  I’m  not  much  like  William,  am 
I  ?  No,  for  a  prototype  of  my  love  affair,  as  you 
call  it,  you  had  better  read  the  works  of  Mrs. 
Burton  Harrison.  Her  characters  nearly  always 
belong  to  New  York  society,  and  her  books  repay 
perusal  on  other  grounds  as  well.  But  perhaps 
you  know  them,” 
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“  I  am  ashamed  to  say  I  don’t,”  I  said ;  “  but 
how  we  do  get  away  from  Verona !” 

“We  never  get  very  far  away  from  her,”  Val 
Ingham  said,  which  I  thought  pretty  of  him. 

I  waited,  while  he  smiled  dreamily  and  made 
smoke  rings. 

“  She  is  the  subtlest  Omarian  I  know,”  he  con¬ 
tinued. 

“Omarian!”  I  cried.  “It  sounds  for  some 
reason  like  a  mermaid.” 

“  Now  what  could  the  association  be  ?  I  have 
it — saurian.  No,  it  couldn’t  be  saurian,”  he  ex¬ 
claimed,  dismayed,  and  we  both  laughed.  “  An 
Omarian  is  a  devotee  of  Omar  Khayyam;  you 
have  them  in  England.” 

“  I’ve  heard  of  a  society,”  I  said,  “  but  I  live  in 
the  country,  you  know.” 

“When  I  go  over,”  said  Mr.  Ingham,  “I  believe 
I  shall  visit  the  grave  of  Fitzgerald  before  that  of 
Shakespeare.  I  suppose  the  nation  holds  it  an 
equally  sacred  trust?” 

“  I  don’t  know.  I’ve  never  been  to  either.  You 
forget  that  I  live  in  the  country.” 

“  Well,  there’s  nothing  about  you  to  remind  me 
of  it,”  said  Mr.  Ingham  gallantly.  “You  appear 
as  well  as  if  you  came  from  any  large  town.”  (I 
have  never  yet  found  out  what  he  meant,  but  I  am 
certain  it  was  no  incivility.)  “  If  I  am  the  happy 
man  I  hope  to  be,  I  shall  take  in  England  on  my 
wedding  tour.” 
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“  Do,”  I  said ;  “  and  that  brings  us  back,  doesn’t 
it,  to  Verona?  ” 

He  seemed  still  to  hesitate  over  what  he  really- 
had  in  his  mind.  “  I  have  been  more  struck  than 
ever  with  Miss  Daly’s  style — what  you  call  ‘  form,’  ” 
he  said,  “  since  contrasting  her  with  Miss  Ham  in 
connection  with  Lord  Walden.  I  don’t  at  all  like 
the  behaviour  of  Miss  Ham,”  he  went  on,  quite 
severely,  “in  connection  with  Lord  Walden.” 

“  He  isn’t  Lord  Walden,  he’s  Lord  Robert.” 

“  I  have  no  desire  to  be  so  familiar,”  said  Mr. 
Ingham,  with  dignity.  “  She  has  no  business  to 
keep  Lord  Walden  on  a  string  the  way  she  does.” 

“  I  don’t  see  any  harm  in  it,”  I  said. 

“You’re  a  guest  over  here,  Mrs.  Kemball,  and 
you’re  polite.  You  are  sojourning  among  us,  and 
you  are  not  going  to  criticise  more  than  you  can 
avoid.  But  I  don’t  need  to  tell  you  that  the 
freedom  with  which  Miss  Ham  treats  Lord 
Walden  would  not  be  well  received  in  England.” 

“  Oh,  well,”  I  maintained,  “  we  are  not  in 
England.” 

“  Yesterday  at  tea-time,”  continued  Mr.  Ingham, 
“she  had  Walden  down  on  his  hands  and  knees 
tugging  with  his  teeth  at  his  blame  yellow  silk 
handkerchief  against  Nat,  her  retriever  puppy. 
Then  she  made  them  both  sit  up  and  catch 
biscuits  in  their  mouths.  It  was  a  ridiculous 
spectacle.” 

“Yes,”  I  said  coldly,  “perhaps  that  was  going 
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rather  far.”  I  felt  some  annoyance.  “  I  hope  it 
was  quite  a  little  home  party.” 

“  The  Kittleys  were  there  and  the  Simcoxes. 
Ally  Simcox  asked  to  borrow  Nat  and  his  lordship 
to  do  it  again  at  their  reception  on  the  29th.” 

“  Upon  my  word,”  I  said,  “  I’ll  speak  to  Bobs. 
When  Americans  come  to  England  they  don’t 
gambol  about  in  that  idiotic  manner.” 

“  I  shall  be  inclined,”  said  Mr.  Ingham  thought¬ 
fully,  “to  sit  up  very  straight  in  England.  Well, 
to  come  to  the  point,  Mrs.  Kemball  ” — 

“  I  wish  you  would.” 

“You  have  guessed  my  feelings  towards  Miss 
Verona  Daly.” 

“  And  I  am  not  very  clever  either,”  I  interposed. 

Mr.  Ingham  looked  at  me  earnestly.  “  It  is 
easy  to  see,  Mrs.  Kemball,  that  you  have  more 
solid  qualities,”  he  said.  “  What  I’m  coming  to  is 
this.  I  hope  nobody  can  accuse  me  of  any  want 
of  patriotism  if  I  don’t  propose  to  wave  the  Stars 
and  Stripes  over  the  most  solemn  juncture  of  my 
life.  I’ve  always  thought  that  once  I  had  made 
up  my  mind  about  the  lady,  I  would  prefer  to 
approach  her  in  the  manner  in  vogue  in  your 
country.  It  seems  to  me  to  have  more  delicacy 
and  decorum  than  our  pell-mell  American  way, 
and  it  seems  to  me  that  its  adoption  by  an 
American  would  be  the  finest  kind  of  tribute  to 
the  girl.” 

“  But,”  I  objected,  “isn’t  it  rather  late?  Haven’t 
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you  been  practically  making  love  to  Verona  for 
the  last  year  ?  ” 

“Not  a  day,  not  an  hour  late.  That’s  just 
what’s  going  to  be  hard  for  you  to  understand. 
Since  I  absolutely  made  up  my  mind  I  haven’t 
seen  her  alone  for  ten  consecutive  minutes.  It’s 
going  to  be  hard  for  me  to  explain  too,  but  I’ll 
try  and  put  it  into  shape  for  you.”  Mr.  Ingham 
smoked  with  concentration  for  a  minute  or  two, 
and  then  the  end  of  another  cigarette  went  out 
on  the  lawn.  “You  see  with  us  you  reach  a  point 
when  you’re  in  love,”  he  said;  and  I  must  say, 
tilted  back  on  his  chair,  with  his  hands  well  down 
in  his  trouser  pockets  and  his  candid  flush,  he 
looked  very  handsome. 

“I  see,”  I  said.  “You’re  not  in  love  in  the 
beginning.” 

“  Very  seldom,  I  won’t  say  never,  but  it’s  the 
exception.  In  the  beginning  it’s  a  pleasant  friend¬ 
ship,  with  attractions  perhaps  on  both  sides.  That 
I  approve  of ;  that’s  our  great  old  opportunity,  you 
see,  of  knowing  each  other,  that  you  never  get  on 
the  other  side.  You’re  very  good  friends,  and 
you’d  rather  be  with  her  than  any  other  girl, 
and  you  don’t  want  it  to  go  any  further.  Then 
comes  the  point  when,  confound  it,  you  do 
want  it  to  go  further.  A  new  element  comes 
in — it  makes  all  the  difference ;  friendship 
ends  and  courtship  begins.  Do  you  follow 
me?” 
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“  I  follow  you,”  I  said,  “  but  I  must  say  I  think 
American  young  men  are  very  deliberate.” 

“  We  are  deliberate — in  some  matters.  But,  of 
course,  not  everybody  so  much  so  as  I.  I  daresay 
the  average  fellow  would  propose  ten  minutes  after 
the — the  point  was  plain.” 

“  And  you  ?  ” 

“Well,  I’m  telling  you  I  want  to  enjoy  the 
luxury  of  a  proper  courtship,  on  what  is  really  the 
old-established  plan.  I  want  to  attain  my  paradise 
by  degrees.  I  want  to  read  the  signs  and  not  be 
too  gross  about  my  own  intimations.  I’d  like  to 
savour  the  thing — not  swallow  it  whole.  Now  do 
you  get  me  ?  ” 

“  My  dear  boy,”  I  said,  with  some  impatience, 
“  you’re  not  so  difficult  to  get.  But  I  can’t  think 
why — you  have  the  most  enviable  privileges  and 
nobody  to  say  a  word,  and  you  want  to  throw  them 
away.”  I  daresay  I  spoke  almost  reproachfully. 

“  I  like  your  system  best.” 

“  Our  system  is  cramped  and  dangerous,  and  full 
of  pitfalls,”  I  warned  him,  but  I  could  see  he  paid 
no  heed. 

“  For  instance,”  he  said,  “  here  is  one  of  our 
ridiculous  methods  of  making  ourselves  acceptable,” 
and  he  produced  a  large,  beautiful  box  of  the  most 
wonderful  sweets — it  must  have  contained  three 
pounds.  “  This  is  my  first  sacrifice  to  principle. 
I  meant  them  for  Verona — I’ll  give  them  to  you 
instead.” 
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“Oh,  but  indeed  I  won’t  take  them.  Besides, 
what  on  earth  could  I  do  with  them  ?  ”  I  exclaimed. 

“  If  you  don’t,”  said  Mr.  Ingham  solemnly, 
“Jake  shall  have  them;  Jake  has  a  small  family. 
They  are  intended  to  be  eaten,  and  they  are  the 
best  ” — 

“  In  New  York  City,”  I  laughed,  and  I  must  say 
my  scruples  melted  still  further  with  the  particular 
bonbon  that  Mr.  Ingham  extracted  for  me.  The 
instructive  thing,  however,  was  to  see  him  eat  them 
— five  or  six  in  succession,  with  the  open  confession 
that  he  always  kept  a  pound  or  two  going  in  his 
room.  And  yet  this  young  man  before  breakfast 
that  morning  had  beaten  Kaye  at  the  long  jump. 

“  One  considerable  charm  for  me  about  Verona 
Daly,”  said  he,  “  is  that  she  is  unwealthed.” 

“  Un -what?” 

“  Unwealthed — no  particular  money.  Perhaps 
that’s  an  Americanism.” 

“  I  think  it  must  be,”  I  said.  “  Well,  it  wouldn’t 
be  considered  a  charm  upon  the  English  system. 
I’m  afraid  you’re  not  fitted  for  what  you  are  under¬ 
taking.  I  really  wish  you  would  desist.” 

Val  Ingham  only  smiled.  “We  own  too  much 
ourselves.  I  mean  our  family,”  he  said.  “Tell 
me,  did  a  fellow  ever  give  himself  away  to  you  like 
this  before  ?  ” 

“You  mean  confide  his  intentions  to  me?  Yes, 
once.” 

“  English  fellow  ?  ” 
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“Yes,  a  man  I  met  in  Surrey.” 

“  I  wonder  how  he  put  it.  The  old,  old  story,  I 
suppose — we’re  all  alike  when  it  comes  to  telling 
that.” 

“  Let  me  see  if  I  can  remember.  He  mentioned 
the  girl’s  name.” 

“  Of  course.” 

“  And  asked  me  if  I  had  seen  her  at  the  dance 
the  night  before.  I  said  I  had.  ‘  I’m  going  to 
have  a  shot  in  that  direction,’  he  said.” 

“  And  what  did  you  say  ?  ” 

“  So  far  as  I  remember  I  wished  him  luck.” 

“And  that  was  all?”  demanded  Val  Ingham. 

“  That  was  all.” 

“  Was  he  in  love? ” 

“  Awfully.” 

Val  Ingham  sighed,  and  there  was  a  moment’s 
silence  while  his  choice  fell  upon  a  pistachio  straw¬ 
berry. 

“Oh,  confound  it!”  he  said  at  length.  “We 
enjoy  our  emotions  more  than  that.” 

“Yes,”  I  said,  “that’s  just  the  difference.  An 
Englishman  rather  hates  them. 

Verona  came  through  the  verandah  at  that 
moment.  She  wore  one  of  Mrs.  Ham’s  big  aprons 
and  a  pretty  pink  flush,  with  a  smudge  of  flour  on 
one  cheek.  She  made  an  old-fashioned  curtsey  in 
reply  to  our  chaff,  and  her  eye  rested  for  just  a  per¬ 
ceptible  instant  upon  the  sweets,  but  in  spite  of  the 
temptation  she  would  not  be  induced  to  stay. 


CHAPTER  XIII 


F  course,  I  told  Kaye — it  was  the  sort  of 


V-/  thing  one  naturally  would  tell  one’s  husband, 
especially  if  the  days  of  one’s  own  courtship  were 
fairly  fresh  and  recent,  and  it  was  possible  to 
remember  and  compare.  This  placed  one  more  or 
less  in  a  position  to  be  useful  to  Mr.  Ingham  if  he 
really  did  want  advice  upon  any  point — it  was  not 
as  if  one  looked  back  at  such  things  across  a 
generation  of  hoary  prejudices.  I  mentioned  this 
to  Kaye  when  I  recounted  the  matter.  I  told  him 
I  remembered  exactly  what  he  did  that  he  ought 
not  to  have  done,  and  what  he  left  undone  that 
he  ought  to  have  done  when  he  was  besieging  my 
affections,  and  felt  quite  competent  to  keep  another 
young  man  straight  in  a  similar  direction.  “  I 
won’t  mention  you,  of  course,”  I  said ;  “  I  will 
appear  to  draw  upon  my  general  experience.” 

“  I  should  advise  you  to  keep  jolly  well  out  of 
it,”  said  my  husband.  We  were  taking  a  quiet 
walk  in  what  Mr.  Ham  called  the  “  grounds.” 
“  That’s  the  line  I’m  taking  with  Bobs.  Don’t  ask 
me”  he  said. 

“  What  on  earth  has  Bobs  to  do  with  it  ?  He 
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doesn’t  want  to  marry  Verona,  too,  does  he  ?  He 
can’t — she  is  unwealthed,”  I  added,  with  the  satis¬ 
faction  which  I  always  felt  in  airing  a  new  ex¬ 
pression. 

“  Rather  not — it’s  Miss  Ham,  of  course.  Rat¬ 
tling  good  thing  for  Bobs,  too,  if  it  comes  off.” 

It  is  odd  how  one  hates  to  hear  one’s  husband 
talk  approvingly  about  marrying  money  if  one 
hasn’t  had  any.  Still  more,  I  suppose,  if  one  has ! 
I  told  Kaye  it  was  too  bad  that  he  had  done  so 
indifferently  in  this  respect,  and  he  pinched  me 
harder  than  the  law  allows.  “  And  Bobs,”  he  said 
resuming,  “  has  got  the  same  bee  in  his  bonnet 
about  the  way  it  should  be  done.  With  a  difference. 
He  wants  to  go  to  work  on  the  American  system.” 

“  Oh,”  I  said,  “  wait  a  minute,  let  me  grasp  it. 
Why  ?  ” 

“He  says  Miss  Ham  is  such  a  thorough 
American  ” — 

“  Well,  she  is.” 

“  That  she’s  bound  to  like  it  better.  He  says 
our  notions  are  out  of  date  anyhow,  and  she’s  a 
girl  of  too  much  character  and  independence  to  be 
approached  that  way.” 

I  mused  deeply.  “  But  what  in  the  world  did 
he  think  you  could  tell  him  ?  ”  I  asked,  with  fine 
scorn. 

“  The  Lord  only  knows.  He  said  we  could  put 
our  heads  together.  I  think  he  thought  I  might 
get  a  tip  or  two  out  of  Ingham.” 

10 
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“  Oh,  don’t  do  that.  It  would  lead  to  the  most 
frightful  confusion.” 

“  Not  I.  I  suggested  he  should  go  to  Ingham 
himself,  but  he  said  he  was  blowed  if  he’d  ask  any 
American.  One  can  understand  that.” 

“  I  advised  him  to  get  it  up,”  continued  my 
husband,  “to  mug  it  up.  There  must  be  books. 
Novels  can’t  be  written  without  it.  He  ought  to 
get  hold  of  some  good  American  novel.” 

“  I  don’t  suppose  the  directions  would  be  very 
plain,”  I  objected.  “  One  would  have  to  be  clever 
to  pick  them  out.  And  Bobs  isn’t  clever,  you 
know.” 

“  Maybe  not,  but  he’s  an  awful  good  chap,  is 
Bobs.  And  he’s  down  on  his  luck  just  now. 
Doesn’t  seem  to  be  pulling  it  off.  That’s  why  he’s 
lost  confidence  in  British  methods.  He  thinks 
they  aren’t  understood  over  here.  Why,  he  says 
the  mere  fact  of  his  staying  here  ought  to  be 
enough,  but  the  old  man  is  as  dense  as  possible. 
They’re  all  as  dense  as  possible.  Seem  to  think 
he’s  just  come  out  to  play.” 

“You  mean  unless  he  wanted  Violet  he  wouldn’t 
be  staying  here  like  this  ?  ” 

“Not  ten  minutes.  How  could  he  —  in  his 
position  and  she  in  hers?” 

“  And  mamma  in  the  kitchen.” 

“  Quite  so.  People  would  talk.” 

“  I  don’t  believe  Americans  would,”  I  said.  “  Is 
he  by  any  chance  in  love  with  her  ?  ” 
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“  Oh,  very  hard  hit.” 

“What  did  he  say  to  make  you  think  so?” 

“  Oh — poor  old  Bobs — I  don’t  remember.  I 
think  he  said  she  was  ripping.  I  gathered  it  more 
from  what  he  didn’t  say.” 

“Well,  I  don’t  in  the  least  see  why  you  should 
discourage  it,”  I  said. 

“  Discourage  it  ?  ”  exclaimed  my  husband  with 
astonishment.  “  Rather  not !  I  wished  him  well. 
Why,  I  look  to  Miss  Ham — with  confidence — for 
my  next  year’s  shooting.” 

“  It’s  a  long  time,  certainly,  since  Cliffenden  has 
been  at  the  disposal  of  the  family,”  I  reflected. 
“How  Bobs  will  enjoy  spending  something  on  it 
instead  of  practically  getting  everything  out  of  it ! 
Well,”  I  said,  with  a  sigh,  “  one  has  always  read  of 
these  Anglo-American  alliances  in  the  newspapers 
and  more  or  less  regretted  them,  at  all  events  when 
it  came  to  dukes;  but  here  is  one  blossoming,  so 
to  speak,  under  our  very  noses,  and  a  relation  too, 
and  one  doesn’t  mind  so  very  much.  And  I 
suppose  they  do  promote  good  feeling  between 
ourselves  and  the  Americans.” 

Kaye  pursed  his  lips.  “  I  don’t  think  there’s 
much  in  that,”  he  said.  “  A  while  ago,  you  re¬ 
member,  we  sent  a  chap  with  an  American  wife 
out  to  India  to  be  Viceroy.  The  lady  came  from 
Washington.  There  was  a  lot  of  talk  in  our  press 
about  the  compliment  to  America,  and  increased 
cordiality,  and  so  forth.  It  strikes  us  that  way, 
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you  know.  I  mentioned  it  over  here  the  other 
day — compliment  paid  by  the  Queen  to  American 
young  lady,  and  all  that.  ‘Yes,  sir/  said  the  man 
I  was  talking  to,  ‘  an  American  girl  has  mounted 
the  throne  of  India — and  why  not?’  Whatever 
he  meant  by  the  throne  of  India,  he  evidently 
thought  she  had  got  there  on  her  own  merits.” 

“In  a  manner  she  did,”  I  said  thoughtfully; 
“  the  Queen  didn’t  marry  her,  you  know.” 

“  No,  but  my  point  is  you  can’t  exchange  inter¬ 
national  flatteries  with  an  American.  He  may  or 
may  not  say,  ‘  Thanks,  very  nice  of  you/  but  he 
thinks  he’s  worth  all  that  and  more,  and  he’d  thank 
you  to  get  to  business  and  understand  that  that 
sort  of  thing  doesn’t  go  down  with  him.  As  far 
as  I  can  make  out  this  kind  of  marriage  stands 
entirely  outside  of  the  average  American’s  calcu¬ 
lations.  He  doesn’t  love  his  millionaire’s  daughter 
a  bit  better  than  he  loves  the  Englishman  who 
comes  over  and  marries  her ;  and  what  I  suspect 
he  would  really  like  would  be  to  dispose  of  ma  and 
pa  and  the  whole  boiling,  to  the  same  nobleman 
at  the  same  time — get  rid  of  the  lot,  and  leave 
him  more  of  a  chance  to  pile  up  the  dollars  him¬ 
self.  So  far  as  public  sentiment  goes,  according  to 
my  notion  that’s  about  the  size  of  it,  as  they  say 
over  here.” 

I  looked  about  me  at  the  shimmering  Hudson, 
and  the  planted  lawns,  and  the  handsome  house, 
and  Jake,  who,  in  the  middle  distance,  was  mend- 
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ing  his  suspender  with  a  bit  of  string.  It  all  had  a 
temporary  air  in  the  brilliant  sunlight,  very  blue 
and  green,  very  sharply  outlined,  like  something 
arranged  for  immediate  entertainment  and  not 
calculated  with  any  thought  to  the  future.  I  could 
already,  in  imagination,  see  ma  and  pa  and  the 
whole  boiling  being  pushed,  for  export,  to  the  edge 
of  the  Atlantic,  with  only  the  British  aristocracy  to 
look  to  for  consolation  on  the  other  side ;  and  the 
propelling  hand  seemed  to  be  Jake’s. 

“  Gad  !  ”  said  Kaye,  “  it  is  hot.” 

I  am  revealing  my  husband  just  as  he  was.  He 
might  have  used  a  prettier  expression ;  I  think  an 
American  would,  but  he  didn’t.  “  Gad  !  ”  he  said, 
“  it  is  hot.” 

We  were  spending  the  day  in  looking  forward  to 
an  expedition  by  the  automobile  in  the  afternoon. 
I  must  confess  we  were  conscious  of  a  certain  lack 
of  resource.  At  home  there  are  things  to  do  in 
the  country;  in  America  you  principally  lie  in  a 
hammock  in  the  verandah  and  read  light  literature. 
I  will  say  for  Violet  that  her  hammocks  were  most 
luxurious  and  her  light  literature  most  original  and 
sparkling,  dainty  paper  volumes  that  just  gave  a 
fillip  to  repose,  while  the  box  of  chocolates  or  the 
dish  of  peaches,  never  far  away,  made  one  think 
oneself  a  person  in  a  fairy  tale  who  had  only  to 
wish  and  have.  There  were  a  billiard-room,  a 
music-room,  a  card-room,  all  decorated  so  that  no 
mistake  could  be  made  as  to  their  intention.  The 


144  THOSE  DELIGHTFUL  AMERICANS 


card-room  had  a  dado  and  a  frieze  entirely  com¬ 
posed  of  playing-cards  in  different  designs ;  all 
kinds  of  quaint  stringed  instruments — a  complete 
assortment,  I  remember,  from  Thibet — hung  round 
the  music-room ;  great  champions  of  the  game 
looked  down  upon  the  billiard  baize.  But  the 
energy  of  the  house  seemed  used  up  in  procuring 
and  establishing  these  things,  none  seemed  left  to 
take  advantage  of  them.  There  was  indifference 
to  them,  at  all  events,  among  the  young  Americans ; 
they  did  not  care  to  do  anything  long  that  had  not 
in  it  a  fresh  stimulus  or  the  amusement  of  some¬ 
thing  new.  They  seemed  to  prefer  to  lie  in  whim¬ 
sical  indolence  and  wait  for  the  next  entertaining 
trifle  that  the  painted  ocean  of  life  might  cast  up 
for  them ;  and  the  odd  part  of  it  was  that  they 
never  had  the  effect  of  being  bored.  They  were 
too  clever  and  appreciative  and  lightly  sophisticated 
for  that — spoilt  children  of  fortune,  I  called  them, 
but  without  any  serious  reproach.  We,  I  confess, 
were  at  times  a  little  bored,  we  solid  English  people, 
who  always  at  home  had  our  day  cut  out  for  us.  I 
speak,  of  course,  of  Kaye  and  myself.  Bobs  was 
in  that  supremely  absorbed  condition  which  pre¬ 
cludes  the  idea  of  such  a  thing.  Enormous  wealth 
cradled  us,  but  it  had  no  park,  no  preserves,  no 
fishing,  and  only  carriage  horses  in  the  stables. 
We  tried  walking,  but  five  miles  were  more  tiring 
than  ten  at  home.  It  was  too  hot  for  golf,  though 
nobody  else  seemed  to  think  so.  It  was  the  single 
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form  of  exercise  that  prevailed.  The  landscape 
was  magnificent,  but  the  details  didn’t  reward  one 
— there  was  so  little  variety.  No  shady  lanes  or 
hedges,  or  market  gardens  or  villages,  churches 
through  the  trees,  or  cottagers  pulling  a  forelock ; 
but  an  empty  road  and  a  railway  embankment, 
and  wide  maps  of  crops,  all  one  colour,  bounded  by 
netted  wire  fences,  and  a  population  of  Jakes, 
mostly  driving  superior  animals  in  high-seated 
vehicles  and  making  a  prodigious  dust.  It  was 
agriculture  for  profit,  not  for  enjoyment,  and  the 
country  gentleman  hadn’t  a  place  in  it.  We 
vaguely  felt,  as  we  went  back  to  the  hammocks 
in  the  verandah  of  Bellevue,  the  reproach  of  the 
attempt  to  introduce  the  country  gentleman  at  all 
as  a  fact  of  nature  industrial  on  so  large  and  pro¬ 
gressive  a  scale.  Certainly,  he  went  away — the 
country  gentleman  who  was  our  host — every  day 
to  work  in  the  city,  and  Mrs.  Ham  did  her  best,  as 
we  had  seen,  to  redeem  the  anomaly,  but  there 
seemed  no  excuse  for  the  rest  of  us,  we  were 
equally  without  reasons  and  objects.  If  it  had 
not  been  for  the  automobile,  I  really  think  Kaye 
would  have  been  obliged  to  go. 

The  automobile,  however,  had  a  fascination  for 
my  husband  which  led  him  at  a  particular  time 
almost  every  day  to  disappear  from  the  social 
circle.  I  soon  ascertained  that  it  was  the  time  the 
thing  was  groomed,  cleaned,  and  oiled.  I  may  say 
in  the  beginning  that  I  could  never  bear  it,  but  it 
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was  supposed  to  be  a  very  fine  one ;  it  would  seat 
six,  and  do  fifteen  miles  an  hour  over  country  roads. 
It  had  a  lot  of  silver  plating  about  it,  and  “  Ham  ” 
painted  on  the  sides,  so  that  it  could  never  get  lost 
among  the  other  automobiles,  and  it  lived  by  itself 
in  a  very  superior  stable  quite  away  from  the 
horses.  Jake  managed  and  controlled  and  drove 
it;  if  you  wanted  it  you  had  to  ask  Jake,  and  it 
just  depended  on  what  else  he  had  to  do.  It  looked 
rather  queer,  Jake  in  his  shirt  sleeves  and  straw  hat 
on  the  box,  but  Mrs.  Ham  said  he  had  shown  an 
interest  in  it  from  the  day  it  came,  and  had  learnt 
it  up  and  taken  such  a  lot  of  trouble  about  it  that  it 
seemed  hard  on  him  to  hand  it  over  to  the  coach¬ 
man  just  when  it  got  so  that  a  person  could  take 
some  pleasure  out  of  it.  It  did  seem  a  pity,  Mr. 
Ham  admitted,  that  its  driver  didn’t  think  to  put 
a  coat  on,  but  he  didn’t  want  Jake  should  feel  he 
had  to  come  out  in  his  Sunday  best  every  time  the 
machine  went  on  the  road,  and  that’s  what  would 
happen  if  anything  was  said — Jake  was  pretty 
sensitive.  So  nothing  was  said.  I  must  say  Jake 
did  not  appeal  to  me  at  any  point,  but  my  husband 
in  the  course  of  these  polishing  operations  developed 
a  very  considerable  opinion  of  him.  In  discreet 
terms  I  mentioned  this  to  Jake  when  the  oppor¬ 
tunity  occurred — we  all  like  a  little  encouragement 
sometimes.  “  Wal,  Mis’  Kemball,”  he  said,  thought¬ 
fully  removing  the  straw  from  his  mouth,  “  you  kin 
tell  him  the  same  from  me.  Your  better  half  has 
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got  a  good  mechanical  head,  fur  an  Englishman — 
a  very  good  mechanical  head.”  When  I  got  over 
my  astonishment  I  decided  that  it  was  genuine 
reciprocity,  and  nothing  more  objectionable,  but  it 
did  not  add  to  my  affection  for  Jake.  It  is  a 
curious  thing;  at  home  I  was  always  fond  of  our 
cottagers,  but  during  the  whole  time  I  was  in 
America  I  did  not  come  across  a  single  person 
of  this  class  that  I  felt  in  the  least  drawn  to.  They 
lose  their  charm,  somehow,  in  the  United  States. 


CHAPTER  XIV 


IOLET  declared  it  was  a  tremendous  triumph 


V  of  mine  to  have  persuaded  Mrs.  Ham  to 
come  with  us,  something  immensely  to  my  credit, 
and  I  was  very  pleased  to  think  so,  for  it  certainly 
took  time  and  patience — even  a  little  affectionate 
force.  There  was  plenty  of  room,  as  Kaye  pre¬ 
ferred  to  go  on  the  box  with  Jake,  and  was  rude 
enough  to  say  so,  and  Mrs.  Ham  could  not  take 
up  much  of  her  own  automobile  at  the  best,  there 
was  so  little  of  her.  She  sat  in  her  black  silk — of 
all  things  in  the  world  for  a  picnic  ! — very  much  in 
one  corner,  as  if  she  would  abstract  herself  as 
far  as  she  could,  and  kept  exclaiming  that  we 
were  all  young  people  together,  and  couldn’t 
possibly  want  her ,  and  it  was  all  very  well  for  us, 
who  had  no  responsibilities  on  our  shoulders,  but 
she  had  other  things  to  attend  to.  Her  hands  in 
her  lap  were  restless  in  their  idleness ;  she  was  not 
happy  until  I  let  her  hold  the  parasol  that  shaded 
us  both.  Tea  came  behind  in  a  carry-all  driven 
by  the  boy.  About  American  country  places 
there  was,  I  noticed,  invariably  a  cub  of  a  boy, 
of  no  special  designation  and  no  particular  duties, 
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but  who  seemed  somehow  to  fit  the  emergency  of 
the  moment.  He  looked  purposeless,  but  he  was 
indispensable;  he  preserved  a  semi-independent 
attitude,  with  the  brim  of  his  old  felt  hat  slouching 
down  over  his  freckled  face,  and  was  ready  to 
argue  anything.  The  Hams’  boy  seemed  always 
to  be  considering  whether  the  point  of  rebellion 
had  not  arrived,  whether  he  would  or  would  not 
weed  the  gravel  drive  or  go  to  the  village  for 
baking-powder ;  but  so  long  as  we  were  there  he 
did  as  he  was  told.  He  looked  pleased  to  be 
driving  the  carry-all,  and  made  one  or  two  attempts 
to  pass  the  automobile,  but  Jake  would  not  have 
it.  “  Think  we  want  your  dust  ?  ”  he  called  out 
severely,  and  the  boy,  with  a  grin  of  appreciation, 
drew  rein  again.  Jake  did  not,  however,  join  in 
the  conversation.  His  remarks  to  the  boy  had 
rather  the  character  of  the  London  ’bus-driver’s, 
and  simply  showed  him,  so  far  as  the  automobile 
went,  the  superior  party. 

I  am  under  a  positive  vow  to  put  down  exactly 
what  I  observed  and  felt  over  there  as  it  glanced 
off  the  angle  presented  by  my  own  nationality,  and 
I  am  obliged  to  say  that  the  automobile,  as  we 
started  off  in  it,  struck  me  as  very  like  a  box  of 
blocks.  We  were  the  blocks,  and  we  had  been 
jumbled  in.  It  was  a  new  and  agreeable  sensation  ; 
hitherto  one  had  always  been  so  carefully  assorted 
and  arranged.  Such  a  box  of  blocks  in  England 
would  have  been  so  precisely  similar  in  shape  and 
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size,  in  taste,  habits,  and  traditions  ;  we  would  have 
fitted  in  so  well  that  there  would  not  have  been 
among  us  elbow-room  for  a  single  originality. 
But  here  were  Mrs.  Ham  and  Lord  Robert  Walden 
and  Violet,  as  diverse  as  could  be;  Verona  and 
Val  Ingham,  variations  of  the  same  delightful 
type ;  Kaye  and  I,  sufficiently  like  everybody  else 
in  England,  but  always  being  laughed  at  for  our 
difference  in  America ;  and  Jake.  At  home  Jake 
wouldn’t  count,  he  would  be  part  of  the  driving 
power,  but  here  he  was  unmistakably  one  of  the 
blocks.  Jake  had  initiative  in  every  sense  ;  it  was 
he  who,  when  we  had  all  started,  produced  and 
affixed  to  the  brake  handle  a  small  edition  of  the 
American  flag.  It  gave  us  at  once  the  air  of 
universal  holiday  which  we  had  noticed  in  New 
York,  where  the  national  colours  were  being  dis¬ 
played  even  upon  the  pea  -  nut  stands.  The 
dray  horses  wore  them  over  their  ears,  and 
the  tram-drivers  in  their  buttonholes.  Verona 
presented  me  with  a  Stars  and  Stripes  hat-pin  and 
belt-buckle,  and  a  package  of  envelopes,  quite 
covered  with  the  national  emblem,  to  use  in  writ¬ 
ing  to  my  friends.  As  the  flag  was  being  carried 
so  far  abroad  one  would  have  thought  it  would  be 
conserved  at  home,  but  it  was  not  so,  and  we 
wondered.  And  here  was  Jake,  an  intimate 
example,  unrolling  it  in  the  heart  of  the  country 
on  his  master’s  automobile.  Kaye,  Bobs,  and  I 
looked  at  it  with  interest,  it  made  us  feel  important 
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and  political ;  a  little  of  the  enthusiasm  mantled  in 
us  that  any  fluttering  thing  can  stir  up  which  is 
the  standard  of  its  country.  The  others  regarded 
it  with  an  habituated  air,  and  Verona  smiled. 

“  What’s  that  for,  Jake  ?  ”  asked  Val  Ingham. 

“  I  guess  the  war  ain’t  over  yet,”  Jake  replied. 

“  When  we  Americans  go  to  war,”  remarked  Mrs. 
Ham,  “we  like  everybody  to  know  it.” 

“  But,”  said  Lord  Robert  Walden,  “  everybody 
does  know  it.  It’s  in  all  the  papers.” 

“  That’s  no  satisfaction  to  us,”  said  Violet. 
“  Every  American  you  see  likes  to  do  a  little 
whoop  on  his  own  account.” 

“  Likes  to  carry  the  war  into  the  heart  of  his 
own  country,”  added  Val  Ingham. 

“  Don’t  you  ever  display  the  Union  Jack  ?  ”  asked 
Mrs.  Ham. 

“Oh  yes — at  Windsor  when  the  Sovereign  is 
there,  or  over  the  Parliament  building  when  the 
House  is  sitting — occasions  of  that  sort,”  I  said. 

“  You  mean  you  don’t  break  out  with  it,  like  we 
do  with  Old  Glory,  when  you’re  at  war  ?  ” 

“No,”  I  said,  “I  don’t  think  we  do,  except  on 
some  very  great  occasion.  You  see,”  I  added 
apologetically,  “  we’re  pretty  nearly  always  at 
war.” 

“  I  see,”  said  Mrs.  Ham,  “you  couldn’t  keep  it  up. 
There  would  be  a  sameness.” 

Captain  Lord  Robert  Walden  was  thinking 
deeply.  “  Oh,  come,”  he  said,  “  so  there  would  be, 
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you  know,  about  the  Church  service  if  it  was  read 
every  day.  So  they  only  give  it  to  us  on  Sundays.” 

I  could  have  patted  Bobs  on  the  shoulder,  he 
had  hit  it  so  straight. 

Kaye,  on  the  box,  turned  round.  “  I  fancy  that’s 
pretty  much  the  way  we  look  on  the  Rag,”  he 
corroborated. 

“  But,”  I  put  in,  “  it’s  very  nice,  I  am  sure,  to  be 
constantly  reminded  that  we  are  under  the  protec¬ 
tion  of  a  civilised  power.” 

My  remark  for  some  reason  seemed  to  fall  a 
bit  flat.  Mrs.  Ham’s  expression  made  me  think 
that  “  civilised  power  ”  was  perhaps  not  quite 
complimentary  enough.  A  faint  indignation 
seemed  to  rest  upon  Verona’s  upper  lip,  and  even 
Jake’s  uncommunicative  back  looked  conscious. 
Yet  what  more  than  a  civilised  power  could  they 
wish  to  be? 

“  What  moves  me  to  pity,”  said  Val  Ingham,  “in 
connection  with  this  invention,  is  the  fate  of  the 
horse-fly.  What  does  a  horse-fly  get  off  an  auto¬ 
mobile  ?  Varnish  only.  Disappointing  in  the 
beginning,  deadly  in  the  end.” 

The  other  Americans,  I  noticed,  smiled  at  this 
in  an  obliging  way,  as  at  an  agreeable  common¬ 
place,  but  Kaye  and  Bobs  and  I  were  all  much 
struck  with  the  humour  of  it.  Bobs  roared  aloud. 
“Jove!”  he  said.  “It’s  pretty  rough  on  the  flies,” 
and  went  off  into  another  peal.  Who  but  an 
American  would  have  thought  of  the  unsatisfied 
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horse-fly  dining  upon  the  automobile?  Nobody. 
Yet  Mr.  Ingham  did  not  seem  to  think  he  had 
made  a  joke.  We  were  always  being  moved  to 
laughter  by  things  said  at  the  Hams’  without  a 
twinkle  —  quaint,  amusing  things,  that  passed  as 
mere  small  talk,  but  were  dangerous  to  imitate; 
one  found  it  not  easy,  somehow,  precisely  to 
remember  the  point. 

“  I  call  that  magnificent  of  Ingham,”  said  Bobs, 
as  we  all  abandoned  the  thing  to  Jake  and  the 
wayside,  and  plunged  into  the  woods.  Val  had 
given  his  arm  to  Mrs.  Ham,  and  was  leading  the 
way  at  a  considerable  distance.  Kaye  and  I  were 
perfectly  prepared  to  take  care  of  Mrs.  Ham ;  it 
was  an  entirely  unnecessary  sacrifice  on  the  part  of 
Mr.  Ingham,  but  I  saw  in  it  part  of  his  interpre¬ 
tation  of  the  proper  thing,  and  respected  it  accord¬ 
ingly.  Certainly,  to  win  favour  with  Verona  it 
was  not  a  bad  plan  to  begin  with  Verona’s  hostess 
— the  only  thing  that  confused  one  was  the  im¬ 
pression  that  the  favour  was  already  won.  In 
Verona  herself  I  could  detect  no  sign  of  approval 
or  disapproval  as  she  observed  the  departure,  only 
the  unfailing  charm  and  gaiety  with  which  she 
permitted  us  to  think  that  she  was  very  pleased  to 
have  our  company.  I  looked  closely  to  see  how,  in 
Bobs’s  idea,  the  American  system  would  bear  upon 
the  situation.  He  was  gazing  upon  the  ground 
with  his  brow  knitted,  thinking  hard.  Presently 
he  went  over  and  conferred  with  Jake — not,  I 


154  THOSE  DELIGHTFUL  AMERICANS 


hoped,  submitting  the  case — and  came  back  with 
a  look  of  relief  and  of  purpose.  “  Miss  Ham,”  said 
he,  “  this  other  path  leads  to  Harrison’s  Pond  too — 
Jake  says  so — and  it’s  a  prettier  way  to  go — er — 
Jake  says  so.  Shall  we  go  this  way,  and — and  see 
who  gets  there  first  ?  ” 

“  Oh  no,”  said  Violet,  “  there  are  bears  that  way 
— ask  Jake  if  he  doesn’t  say  so.” 

“  Not  really  !  ”  Bobs  exclaimed  with  eagerness. 
“  Confound  it — I’ve  left  my  kit  in  New  York.  Oh, 
you’re  sellin’  me !  ” 

“  The  American  brown  bear,”  continued  Violet 
imperturbably,  “  is  particularly  fond  of  honey  and 
British  tourists.  And  I,  alone,  could  not  defend 
you.” 

“  Oh,  I  say,  don’t  rub  it  in  too  hard !  I’m  sure 
that’s  the  j oiliest  way.  And  Jake  says  it  isn’t 
more  than  a  mile  farther,”  Bobs  continued  to  urge, 
with  an  ingenuousness  that  should  have  been  dis¬ 
arming. 

“  Can  you  think  of  any  reason,”  inquired  Violet, 
"  why  we  should  go  a  mile  farther  than  we  need, 
for  choice  ?  ”  I  myself  thought  that  distinctly  cool 
of  Violet. 

“  Rather,”  said  Bobs  promptly ;  “  a  hundred  ” 

Miss  Ham  looked  a  trifle  disconcerted,  but,  as 
Kaye  says,  you  simply  cannot  put  an  American 
girl  in  a  tight  place. 

“Nonsense,”  she  said;  “it’s  swampy  that  way. 
These  things,”  she  showed  a  daintily  gloved  foot. 
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“  come  from  Vickard’s,  and  cost  eighteen  dollars. 
“  I’m  not  prepared  to  offer  them  up.” 

“  I  could  carry  you  over  those  places,”  Bobs 
argued  phlegmatically,  “  but  you’d  be  a  bit  of  an 
armful.  Why  don’t  you  wear  boots  ?  ” 

I  could  have  told  Bobs,  if  he  had  come  to  me 
for  advice,  that  it  does  not  do  to  suggest  to  an 
American  girl  that  she  is  anything  but  ethereal,  and 
above  all  that  an  ounce  of  her  is  inconvenient.  It 
is  her  particular  susceptibility;  she  must  be,  be¬ 
yond  everything,  of  a  slender  and  graceful  figure, 
and  no  more  to  be  considered  from  the  gross  point 
of  view  of  so  many  “  stun  ”  than  a  sylph  or  a  fairy. 
In  her  private  list  of  desirable  attributes  you  may 
be  sure  that  comes  first,  and  if  she  is  so  unlucky  as 
to  be  fat  before  she  is  forty  it  must  be  ignored  or 
treated  with  the  greatest  delicacy.  Violet  was  not 
fat,  but,  as  Bobs  suggested,  she  was  a  thumping 
good  weight,  and  I  saw  a  little  spark  come  into 
her  beautiful  blue  eyes  when  he  offered,  if  nothing 
else  could  be  done,  to  carry  her.  She  was  much 
too  sensible,  I  imagine,  to  think  that  a  man  ever 
really  carries  a  grown  woman  for  pleasure,  but  I 
fancy  she  did  not  wish  to  be  the  one  to  destroy  the 
illusion  that  he  does. 

“  Thanks,”  she  said,  “  I;d  rather  spoil  the  shoes. 
Besides,  somebody  must  help  the  boy  with  the  tea.” 

“  Right  you  are,”  responded  Bobs.  “  I  say,  you 
people,  don’t  wait  for  us.  We’re  going  to  help  to 
bring  along  the  buns  and  things.” 
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I  glanced  back  and  saw  Violet  loading  him  up. 
She  gave  him  a  basket  in  each  hand,  and  they 
looked  like  heavy  baskets.  “  I  think,”  I  heard  her 
remark,  “  that  they  weigh  rather  less  than  I  do,  so 
you  won’t  mind.”  Then,  with  a  light  admonish¬ 
ment  not  to  break  any  of  the  cups  and  saucers, 
she  ran  on  and  overtook  us,  sliding  an  arm  round 
Verona’s  waist  in  a  manner  which  distinctly,  to 
me,  betokened  an  understanding. 

I  did  not  look  back  again,  I  was  too  much 
annoyed,  but  I  knew  that  fifty  yards  behind  us 
I  might  see  my  downcast  kinsman,  Lord  Robert 
Walden  of  Cliffenden,  lugging  along  the  essentials 
for  Mrs.  Ham’s  tea-party  in  the  co-operative  society 
of  a  freckled-faced  boy,  who  did  not  even  call  him 
“  sir.” 


I  GLANCED  HACK  AND  SAW  VIOLET  LOADING  HIM  UP 


CHAPTER  XV 


HE  American  woods  are  as  different  from 


JL  English  ones  as  the  American  tempera¬ 
ment  is  from  any  manifestation  we  have  over  here. 
They  have  all  the  sweetness  of  freedom,  no  hint  of 
subdual  anywhere;  circumstances  have  wrought 
nothing  upon  them  that  you  can  see.  Things 
come  up  there  exactly  as  they  like,  just  as  things 
rise  to  the  American  tongue.  There  is  untamed 
sunlight  and  unchecked  shade,  with  ferns  to  your 
knees,  and  the  dead  branches  of  the  spreading 
cedars  not  even  lopped.  Nobody  to  gather  up 
the  fallen  wood ;  it  lies  and  rots  across  the  path, 
crumbling  dry  yellow  rot,  with  raspberry  bushes 
growing  out  of  it.  A  great  green  profusion,  with 
wanton  curves  and  whimsical  outflingings  as  if 
a  splendid,  lavish  joy  in  life  exclaimed  every¬ 
where.  And  in  such  a  silence — opulent,  odorous, 
divine. 

Too  big,  I  suppose,  to  possess  and  know  as  we 
know  our  glades  and  spinneys.  At  all  events, 
we  could  get  nothing  out  of  Verona  or  Violet 
about  the  trees  and  things ;  we  positively  knew 
more  ourselves  than  they  could  tell  us.  They 
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hesitated  between  beech  and  birch,  they  differed 
about  hazel  and  hickory,  to  them  the  flowers 
were  all  “  wild  ”  flowers,  and  varieties  in  cones 
and  berries  and  fungi  meant  nothing  except  that 
most  of  them  were  probably  “poison.”  We  saw 
hardly  any  birds,  but  they  did  not  know  a  single 
note  of  those  we  heard  calling,  and  not  even 
young  Ingham,  when  we  joined  him,  could  tell  us 
what  game  there  was  and  what  the  laws  were 
about  it.  Mrs.  Ham  believed  there  were  foxes, 
but  had  never  seen  one;  she  made  the  single 
practical  contribution  to  our  acquaintance  with 
those  parts  by  pointing  out  a  chipmunk.  We 
declared  they  were  shocking  cockneys,  and  Mrs. 
Ham  replied  with  indignation  that  she  had  never 
dropped  an  “  h  ”  in  her  life. 

“  That  isn’t  the  only  thing  that  makes  a  cockney, 
dear  Mrs.  Ham,”  I  cried. 

“  I  guess  it’s  the  principal  thing,”  she  replied. 
“  Anyhow,  a  person  who  drops  his  ‘  h’s  ’  is  what 
we  call  a  cockney.  It’s  the  way  the  word  is  used 
with  us.” 

“  Oh,”  I  said,  as  one  who  accepts  what  she  is 
told.  Experience  had  taught  me  the  folly  of  dis¬ 
puting  the  meaning,  spelling,  or  pronunciation  of 
any  English  word  with  an  American.  I  myself 
think  the  language  is  one  of  the  few  of  our  in¬ 
stitutions  which  they  might  consider  they  have 
not  improved,  but  I  soon  found  one  mustn’t  say  so. 

“  Here  comes  the  only  real  cockney,”  said  my 
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husband,  as  Bobs  approached,  carrying  his  baskets, 
I  was  glad  to  notice,  cheerfully.  “  Originally,  you 
know,  it  meant  a  person  born  within  the  sound 
of  Bow  Bells.  My  cousin  was  born  at  his  father’s 
town  house  in  Eaton  Square.” 

“  So  they  own  a  house  in  London  City  ?  ”  asked 
Mrs.  Ham.  “  Property  must  be  very  valuable 
there.” 

“  If  you  mean  he  possesses  it  free  of  encum¬ 
brances,”  said  Kaye,  a  little  distantly,  “  I  cannot 
tell  you ;  but  the  house  has  not  changed  hands 
as  far  as  I  know.”  Poor  Mrs.  Ham,  as  I  told 
him  afterwards,  meant  nothing  of  the  kind.  Ameri¬ 
cans  talk  about  owning  things  when  we  talk  about 
having  them ;  the  word  does  not  necessarily  imply 
a  clear  title.  It  puts  a  not  altogether  agreeable 
stress  upon  the  idea  of  possession,  but  it  is  the 
general  habit. 

“  I  wonder  what  his  frontage  would  bring,  in 
sovereigns,”  mused  Mrs.  Ham.  “  Not  that  I  want 
to  buy.  But  I’d  like  to  know  how  it  would 
compare  with  Seventy  -  sixth  Street.  Well,  it’s 
a  custom  that  seems  to  be  taking  hold  here 
too,  living  in  two  different  places  for  no  better 
reason  than  because  you  can  afford  it,  and  I’d 
just  as  soon  it  had  never  crossed  the  Atlantic, 
for  one.  It  seems  to  me  that  with  two  houses  to 
look  after  my  life  is  all  spring  cleaning  and  fall 
cleaning.  When  I  want  a  change  I  like  going  to 
a  good  hotel  where  you’re  nothing  to  the  hired 
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girls  and  they’re  nothing  to  you,  and  you  get  a 
choice  of  twenty-five  dishes  for  your  dinner  and 
haven’t  had  to  order  one  of  them.  But  with  a 
house  the  size  of  Bellevue  standing  empty  and 
moths  accumulating  and  repairs  wanting,  and  Jake 
writing  he’s  that  lonesome,  how  can  a  person 
neglect  it  all  and  go  off  to  Saratoga  for  enjoyment? 
I  don’t  know  how  the  English  manage.  When  I 
read  of  the  Duke  of  So-and-so  going  from  his  place 
in  Scotland  to  his  place  in  Devonshire,  and  from 
there  to  his  residence  in  Belgravia,  I  say,  ‘  It’s  all 
very  well  for  the  Duke ;  he  has  nothing  to  do  but 
sit  down  to  his  meals  here  or  sit  down  to  them 
there,  but  the  Duchess  must  be  simply  worn  out.’  ” 
There  was  no  time  to  explain,  and,  besides,  Mrs. 
Ham  was  not  very  tolerant  of  explanations;  she 
seemed  to  think  they  savoured  of  superiority,  and 
she  generally  snubbed  them.  I  daresay  she  is 
still  of  the  opinion  that  the  wife  of  a  migratory 
Duke  leads  rather  a  hard  and  harried  life.  We  had 
gathered  in  an  open,  grassy  space  that  ran  down 
and  lost  itself  in  reeds  at  the  edge  of  a  lovely  little 
sheet  of  water.  So  far  as  Val  Ingham  could  tell 
Kaye  it  had  neither  inlet  nor  outlet,  and  no  fish 
except  possible  minnows.  My  husband  asked  a 
great  many  questions  about  it,  and  proposed  to 
Mr.  Ingham  that  they  should  walk  round  it  be¬ 
fore  tea,  but  the  young  man  did  not  encourage 
this  adventure.  “  My  dear  fellow,”  he  said,  a  trifle 
impatiently,  “  it’s  a  pond.  I’ve  never  rowed  on  it, 
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or  swum  in  it,  or  fished  in  it,  and  that’s  all  I  know 
about  it.”  He  could  not  understand  Kaye’s  in¬ 
terest  in  a  newly  discovered  body  of  water  just  as 
such.  Americans,  I  suppose,  have  lost  some  of 
the  pleasure  of  discovery,  they  have  made  a  busi¬ 
ness  of  it  so  long.  Mr.  Ingham  sat  down  and 
hugged  his  knees  in  a  green  shade,  whence  he 
dispensed  general  amiability  and  encouragement. 
I  noticed  that  the  boy,  having  deposited  his  burden, 
followed  his  example,  choosing  a  remoter  one,  and 
spreading  his  length  along  it  supported  on  his 
elbow,  with  an  indifferent  back  half-turned  to  us, 
chewing  grass.  Kaye  and  Bobs,  strolling  forward 
with  offers  of  assistance,  were  told  to  go  and  do 
likewise.  Kaye  insisted,  and  attacked  a  basket, 
and  Mrs.  Ham  fairly  fell  upon  him. 

“  I  know  it’s  well  meaning  of  you,  Mr.  Kemball,” 
she  said ;  “  but  we  can  get  along  all  right  now  the 
kettle’s  boiling.  You  go  and  sit  down.”  Kaye, 
not  knowing,  like  Mr.  Ingham,  what  was  expected 
of  him,  persisted,  and  began  taking  the  teacups 
out  of  their  paper  wrappings.  Mrs.  Ham,  busy 
with  the  bread  and  butter,  watched  him  uneasily 
out  of  the  corner  of  her  eye. 

“  Mis’  Kemball,”  she  said  presently,  “  don’t  you 
bring  up  your  husband  to  do  as  he’s  told  ?  ” 

I  laughed.  “  I  bring  him  up  to  be  useful,”  I 
said.  I  myself  was  seated  near  Mr.  Ingham.  I 
didn’t  see  why  I  should  get  myself  a  cup  of  tea 
when  there  were  men  about  to  do  it. 
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“  You’d  better  stop,  Mr.  Kemball,”  warned  Violet; 
“  you’re  encroaching  on  our  sphere  of  influence.” 

“  Sakes  alive !  ”  exclaimed  Mrs.  Ham,  “  will  you 
look  at  Lord  Robert  Walden  with  that  lemon  cake?” 

An  American  lemon  cake  is  a  delicious  but  very 
sticky  confection,  covered  with  meringue  and  a  thin 
crust  of  icing.  Bobs  had  prepared  it  for  consump¬ 
tion  by  intelligently  sticking  a  table-spoon  into  it. 
“  Isn’t  it  a  pudding?”  he  inquired  humbly. 

“Will  you  two  go  and  sit  down?”  demanded 
Mrs.  Ham  in  vain.  “  Then  I’ll  have  to  make  you.” 
And  taking  hold  of  my  husband  by  the  elbows 
from  behind,  she  positively  ran  him  out  of  the  scene 
of  her  operations.  Bobs  took  himself  out.  My  own 
tardy  offer  of  help  was  better  received.  Mrs.  Ham 
evidently  thought  it  was  no  more  than  my  business, 
and  presently  I  had  the  pleasure  of  handing  a  cup 
of  tea  to  the  recumbent  Mr.  Val  Ingham,  while 
Violet  passed  Kaye  one  kind  of  cake  and  Verona 
pressed  Bobs  to  partake  of  another.  It  was  very 
Hebe-like  and  charming,  of  course,  and  Mr.  Ingham 
didn’t  seem  to  mind.  I  suppose  he  was  used  to  it. 
In  fact,  I  noticed  at  various  afternoon  “  At  Homes  ” 
over  there  that  it  was  a  kind  of  accepted  thing  for 
young  ladies  to  take  charge  of  the  refreshments, 
more  or  less  a  post  of  honour.  Kaye  liked  it — he 
said  it  was  a  custom  brought  to  America  by  the 
Germans,  and  probably  a  valued  social  tradition, 
but  it  was  too  classical  for  my  taste.  I  confess  1 
like  to  see  a  man  on  his  legs. 
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Mrs.  Ham  had  disappeared  from  the  beginning 
of  our  orgie,  and  Val  Ingham  had  to  be  pacified 
about  her  before  he  would  consent  to  take  any¬ 
thing.  In  a  few  minutes  she  emerged  from  the 
woods  triumphantly  bearing  a  large  glass  jug. 
“  Why,  mother !  ”  exclaimed  Violet,  “  if  you  haven’t 
been  making  lemonade,”  and  Verona  chimed  in, 
“  What  a  lovely  surprise  !  ” 

“  Yes,”  said  Mrs.  Ham,  pouring  it  out  into 
tumblers ;  “  in  my  young  days  a  picnic  wouldn’t 
have  been  a  picnic  without  lemonade,  generally  made 
in  a  tub  and  the  lemons  pounded — the  man  who 
made  his  fortune  out  of  lemon-squeezers  hadn’t 
thought  about  it  then.  We’d  have  despised  tea — 
I’m  not  sure  if  I  approve  of  it  yet.  This  is  some 
better,”  she  went  on,  with  a  twinkle,  “  than  a  good 
many  of  the  tubs  I  remember.  Here’s  your  glass, 
Lord  Robert.  I  want  you  should  try  it.” 

“  Oh,  thanks  awfully,”  said  poor  Bobs,  “  but  I’m 
drinking  tea,  Mrs.  Ham.” 

“  That  don’t  matter  one  atom,”  said  Mrs.  Ham, 
with  decision.  “You  can  go  back  to  your  tea,  and 
finish  it  afterwards ;  or  you  can  throw  it  away  for 
all  that.  Tea’s  cheaper  than  it  was.  I  want  you 
should  try  my  lemonade.”  Bobs  obeyed.  I  sup¬ 
pose,  poor  fellow,  he  had  to  make  the  most  of  his 
opportunities  for  being  agreeable.  Kaye  and  I  took 
refuge  in  postponement ;  the  rest  acceded  gladly. 
What  there  is  in  the  American  constitution  that 
so  predisposes  it  to  acids,  I  don’t  know;  but  I 
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believe  there  is  no  time  of  the  day  or  night  at 
which  the  inhabitants  of  the  United  States  will  not 
drink  lemonade. 

“  My  !  ”  continued  Mrs.  Ham,  “  in  those  days  we 
wouldn’t  have  thought  much  of  bread  and  butter 
at  a  picnic  either;  and  there  you  all  sit,  eating  it 
for  preference.” 

“  I  suppose  they  gave  you  sandwiches,”  I  said. 

“  No,  they  didn’t  give  us  sandwiches  either.  The 
kind  of  picnic  I  remember  best  was  the  Sunday- 
school  picnic,  and  that  meant  just  cake  and 
nothing  else.  The  picnic  in  the  summer  and  the 
Sunday-school  sociable  in  the  winter  were  the  two 
occasions  when  we  children  got  all  the  cake  we 
could  eat,  and  we  weren’t  going  to  look  at  any¬ 
thing  else.  Cookies  and  doughnuts  were  what  my 
mother  used  to  send  principally,  and  didn’t  we 
children  think  it  the  greatest  privilege  to  carry  the 
basket  to  the  church  !  ” 

“To  the  church !  ”  I  repeated  in  surprise. 

“Yes — to  the  basement,  you  know,  where  they 
have  Sunday-school  on  Sundays.  The  teachers 
used  to  be  waiting  there  to  take  it  from  us  and 
give  back  the  basket  and  the  napkin,  if  there 
was  a  napkin,  which  wasn’t  always,  of  course. 
Such  pleased,  smiling  teachers  and  such  inter¬ 
ested  children  !  We  knew  everything  each  other 
brought.  How  well  I  remember  poor  little  Ann 
Springfield  and  her  dozen  o’  buns  !  They  had 
sickness  in  the  house,  the  Springfields  had,  and 
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Mrs.  Springfield  couldn’t  be  bothered  to  bake,  I 
guess,  so  she  just  sent  a  dozen  currant  buns,  and 
poor  Ann  had  to  take  them.  ‘  Despise  ’  was  no 
word  for  the  way  we  looked  at  currant  buns  as  a 
contribution,  and  Ann  knew  it.  Poor  little  thing, 
she  was  that  mortified  she  wouldn’t  come  to  the 
picnic  at  all.  She  went  berryin’  instead,  with  the 
barefoot  Williams  lot  that  lived  back  of  Hartley’s 
carriage  works,  and  weren’t  likely  to  be  going 
to  any  Protestant  picnic.  And  well  slapped  for  it 
she  got,  too.  If  parents  only  knew  !” 

“  Poor  little  kid,”  remarked  Bobs,  with  sym¬ 
pathy. 

“  She  whips  her  Own  now,”  said  Mrs.  Ham,  smil¬ 
ing.  “  She  married  Jake,  you  know,  and  I’ve  got 
to  call  her  Mis’  Elwood.  That’s  funny,  come  to 
think  of  it,  when  we  all  call  Jake,  Jake;  but  it’s  so. 
Anything  else  would  put  her  back  up  dreadfully, 
though  I  guess  when  she  talks  about  me  it’s 
Malvina  Spence  right  enough.  There  came  a 
change  in  the  Sunday  -  school  picnic  long  before 
I  left  Starrville,”  she  went  on.  She  had  quite 
taken  command  of  us ;  we  listened  as  if  it  were  a 
chapter  of  romance.  “  One  year  somebody  started 
sending  to  the  confectioner’s,  instead  of  baking, 
for  tarts  at  twenty  cents  a  dozen,  or  whatever 
would  make  the  most  show  for  the  money.  Then 
more  got  to  do  it — it  saved  a  lot  of  trouble — and 
things  began  to  taste  pretty  much  all  alike,  and 
generally  of  bad  butter,  and  we  kind  of  lost  interest. 
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Whether  it  was  that,  or  because  there  was  more 
going  at  home,  before  I  left  Starrville  it  got  to  be 
a  kind  of  favour  to  get  the  children  to  a  picnic  at 
all — they’d  go  or  they  wouldn’t  go — you  had  to 
throw  in  a  trip  by  the  cars  and  call  it  an  excursion 
before  you’d  think  of  offering  it.  Nowadays  I 
wonder  sometimes  if  school  keeps  at  all  over  to 
Starrville.” 

“  Oh,  tell  us  some  more,”  I  begged,  “  you — you 
tell  it  so  well,  Mrs.  Ham.” 

“  No,”  said  Mrs.  Ham  with  a  sudden  look  of 
repression,  “  that’s  about  enough  of  my  remini¬ 
scences.  Give  us  some  of  yours,  Mis’  Kemball. 
What  are  Sunday-school  picnics  like  in  England  ? 
Pretty  uncertain  weather,  don’t  you  have  ?  ” 

“  I  was  never  at  one,”  I  said,  “  except  once  when 
I  was  staying  at  a  country  rectory,  and  they  made 
the  tea  for  the  school-treat  in  the  wash-house.  I 
helped  to  pour  it  out  and  hand  it  to  the  children. 
I  was  about  twelve,  and  so  pleased  with  myself 
when  they  curtseyed.” 

“  Never  at  one !  Didn’t  you  belong  to  any 
Sunday-school  ?  ” 

“  Oh  no,”  I  said,  laughing.  “  Sunday-school 
was  for  the  village  children.  When  I  was  older  I 
used  to  teach  them  sometimes,  but  we  were  too 
far  from  the  school-house  to  walk,  and  the  horses 
couldn’t  be  spared  regularly,”  I  hastened  to  add, 
seeing  disapproval  gathering  in  Mrs.  Ham’s  face, 
but  I  could  not  avert  it. 
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“  Well/’  she  said,  “  I  don’t  see  why  salvation 
should  be  reserved  for  village  children  and  why 
their  tea  should  be  made  for  them  in  a  wash-house. 
It  sounds  like  a  mean  place  to  make  tea  in,  if  there 
wasn’t  any  special  reason  for  not  doing  it  in  the 
kitchen,  where  I  suppose  that  minister’s  wife  was 
accustomed  to  have  it  made  for  the  family  and  for 
company.  Now,  I  don’t  know  as  you  meant  to, 
Mis’  Kemball,  but  you’ve  kind  of  given  me  the 
impression  that  in  England  Sunday-school  isn’t 
considered  good  enough  for  the  children  of  people 
in  society.” 

“  Have  I  ?  ”  I  said,  rather  awkwardly.  “  Oh  no, 
not  that,  but  ” — 

“  Listen  to  me,”  Violet  interrupted,  with  much 
tact.  “  I  will  recite  you  a  recitation.  It  is  a  very 
beautiful  recitation  indeed,  and  I  promise  you  will 
learn  more  in  three  minutes  about  American  girls, 
Mrs.  Kemball,  than  Verona  and  I  could  teach  you 
in  a  year.  It  is  called  ‘  Christmas  Chimes  ’  ”  : — 

Little  Penelope  Socrates — 

A  Boston  maid  of  four — 

Wide  opened  her  eyes  on  Christmas  morn, 

And  looked  the  landscape  o’er. 

“What  is  it  that  inflates  my  bas  d&  bleu} ” 

She  asked  with  dignity ; 

“’Tis  Ibsen  in  the  original, 

Oh,  joy  beyond  degree  !  ” 

Everybody  laughed.  “  Penelope  Socrates  ”  was 
certainly  funny,  and  then  Violet’s  manner  was 
irresistible. 
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“  Extraordinary  thing  to  give  a  child,”  said  Kaye 
to  me  in  an  undertone.  He  never  will  laugh  for 
politeness  alone.  “Wait,”  I  said,  “perhaps  the 
point  is  in  the  next  verse.” 

Miss  Mary  Cadwalader  Rittenhouse,  [went  on  Violet,] 
Of  Philadelphia  town, 

Awoke  as  much  as  they  ever  do  there, 

And  watched  the  snow  come  down. 

“  I’m  glad  that  it  is  Christmas,” 

You  might  have  heard  her  say, 

“For  my  family  is  one  year  older  now 
Than  it  was  last  Christmas  Day.” 

Again  great  laughter,  in  which  I  joined.  I  was 
getting  fairly  quick  at  American  humour,  and  the 
joke  here  was,  of  course,  that  there  were  no  old 
families  in  Philadelphia,  a  city,  no  doubt,  full  of 
nouveaux  riches.  So  even  one  year  would  naturally 
make  a  difference.  Violet  fixed  her  eyes  sorrow¬ 
fully  upon  Kaye: — 

’Twas  Christmas  in  giddy  Gotham, 

[“That’s  New  York,  Mr.  Kemball.”] 

And  Miss  Irene  de  Jones 

Awoke  at  noon,  and  yawned  and  yawned, 

And  stretched  her  languid  bones. 

“  I'm  sorry  it  is  Christmas, 

Papa  at  home  will  stay, 

For  ’Change  is  closed,  and  he  won’t  make 
A  single  cent  to-day.” 

To  my  great  relief  Kaye  saw  it.  “  Very  good,” 
he  cried.  “  Capital ! 

For  ’Change  is  closed,  and  he  won’t  make 
A  single  cent  to-day. 
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Oh,  very  good  indeed.” 

“  Thank  you,  Mr.  Kemball,”  said  Violet.  “  Shall 
I  go  on  ?  ” 

“  Rather,”  said  Kaye. 

Windily  dawned  the  Christmas 
On  the  city  by  the  lake, 

[“That’s  Chicago,  Lord  Bobby.”] 

And  Miss  Arabel  Wabash  Breezy 
Was  instantly  awake. 

“What’s  that  thing  in  my  stocking? 

Well,  in  two  jiffs  I’ll  know.” 

And  she  drew  a  grand  piano  forth 
From  way  down  in  the  toe  ! 

More  roars;  Val  Ingham  rolled  over  in  his 
mirth.  We  of  Great  Britain  did  our  best  to  join,  but 
it  was  a  little  perfunctory  ;  we  didn’t  roll  over  ;  we 
were  thinking  what  it  meant.  It  was  Bobs  who 
presently  hit  it.  “  Athletic  girl,  that,”  he  remarked 
amid  the  subsiding  merriment,  at  which  it  broke 
out  again,  louder  than  ever.  I  must  say  I  found 
the  Americans  very  ready  to  laugh  at  our  jokes. 

On  the  way  back  I  noticed  that  Kaye  and  I 
were  allowed  to  accompany  Mrs.  Ham,  while  the 
others  paired  off  as  might  be  expected ;  so  that 
whatever  blunders  the  young  men  had  made 
earlier  in  the  afternoon,  the  results  were  not,  ap¬ 
parently,  to  be  permanent.  I  was  very  glad. 


CHAPTER  XVI 


ALL  through  these  chapters  I  seem  to  be  try¬ 
ing  in  vain  to  talk  about  Verona.  As  I 
glance  back  her  name  holds  its  place  for  an  instant 
here  and  there  in  them  and  vanishes,  much  as 
Verona  herself  came  and  went  in  those  first  few 
weeks  of  our  acquaintance.  She  would  hesitate 
upon  the  fringe  of  a  general  conversation  or  falter 
into  a  chair  in  the  drawing-room  circle,  but  never 
for  long — one  could  never  get  hold  of  her ;  there 
was  no  satisfaction  in  those  poisings  and  flittings. 
In  New  York  there  was  always  plenty  of  Mrs. 
Adams  to  make  up  —  it  seemed  to  be  thought 
proper  to  turn  me  over  to  Mrs.  Adams,  we  being 
married  women  together,  and  having  things  to 
talk  about;  and  if  Verona  had  not  been  in  the 
case  I  should  have  been  the  last  to  grumble  at 
that.  But  she  interested  me  more  than  any  of 
the  Anglo-American  diversities  Mrs.  Adams  could 


point  out,  and  it  seemed  to  me  a  waste  of  time 
to  consider  theories  of  bringing  up  daughters  — 
especially  as  neither  Mrs.  Adams  nor  I,  at  that 
time,  had  any — when  such  a  delightful  illustration 
was  looking  out  of  the  window,  doing  nothing. 
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At  Bellevue  I  wasn’t  turned  over  to  Mrs.  Ham, 
because  Mrs.  Ham  simply  wouldn’t  have  me — she 
had  other  things  to  do ;  but  Violet  was  quite  ready 
to  perform  her  mother’s  duty  towards  me,  and  to 
the  tide  of  Violet’s  energy  a  word  or  smile  from 
Verona  was  complement  enough.  Besides,  there 
were  the  men  at  Bellevue;  they  took  up  a  good 
deal  of  one’s  time,  as  men  seem  to  think  they 
have  the  right  to  do  everywhere.  Violet  Ham 
was  the  delightful  realisation  of  all  I  had  ever 
heard  and  read  about  American  girls.  I  looked 
forward  with  great  satisfaction  to  seeing  her  at 
Cliffenden,  quite  apart  from  the  restoration  of  the 
west  wing  and  the  building  of  new  stables,  but 
Verona  nobody  had  foreshadowed  to  me.  Her 
Americanism  was  not  the  kind  that  flowers  in 
every  novel  or  crosses  in  every  steamer ;  she  was 
something  quite  different,  and  I  particularly  wanted 
to  maKe  friends  with  her.  It  is  ridiculous  to  have 
to  say  so,  I  a  married  woman  and  she  only  a  girl, 
but  I  simply  had  to  wait  Miss  Verona’s  good 
pleasure.  And  to  make  the  situation  more  quaint 
I  was  sure  that  our  brief  periods  of  contact  were 
quite  enough  for  Verona;  they  told  her  all  she 
wanted  to  know  of  me,  and  her  curiosity  was  as 
lively  as  my  own.  I  mean  she  could,  if  she 
wanted  to,  take  my  pen  at  this  point  and  write 
a  great  deal  more  about  me  than  I  can  about 
her. 

One  morning,  however,  I  languished  in  a  ham- 
12 
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mock  with  a  headache,  and  Verona,  passing 
through  the  verandah,  observed  me.  Her  humanity 
— one  could  see,  after  all,  that  she  was  full  of  that 
— insisted  that  she  should  go  and  bring  me  her 
Florida  water,  which  had  a  delicious  spraying 
arrangement,  and  then  I  said,  plaintively,  as  I  was 
entitled  to  do,  “  Oh,  don’t  go  away.”  She  eyed 
me  doubtfully  for  an  instant,  and  then  sank  upon 
the  edge  of  a  chair.  “  Should  you  like  me  to  bathe 
your  head  for  you  ?  ”  she  asked. 

“No,  thank  you,”  said  I.  “I  should  like  you  to 
sit  still.  Why  does  one  never  see  you  ?  ”  and  I  put 
out  a  desultory  hand  to  pluck  at  a  frill  of  her 
skirt.  She  let  herself  be  appealed  to ;  it  was  not 
in  her,  one  could  see,  to  snub  a  poor  lady  with  a 
headache. 

“  Oh,  I  expect  you  see  enough  of  me,”  she  said, 
with  gay  simplicity. 

“  You  must  think  me  very  easily  satisfied.” 

“  Why,  how  perfectly  silly !  As  if  you  were 
likely  to  want  to  talk  to  me”  cried  Verona,  but 
she  settled  back  in  her  chair.  “If  it  were  Violet 
now — Violet  is  really  worth  talking  to.  She  has 
ideas  and  remembers  quotations,  really  good  ones, 
that  fit  in.” 

“  I  know  she  does,”  I  replied,  rather  ruefully. 
“  It  always  brings  you  up  rather  short,  don’t  you 
think,  when  you  don’t  know  where  they  come 
from  ?  ” 

Verona  leaned  all  the  way  back  in  her  chair, 
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“  I  know  it,”  she  said,  “  but  it’s  a  lovely  thing  to 
be  able  to  do.  Do  you  think  American  girls  talk 
well,  Mrs.  Kemball  ?  ” 

“  Splendidly,”  I  said,  without  reserve.  “  In 
England,  you  know,  they  never  open  their  mouths 
until  they’re  married.  I  know  I  never  did.” 

“Is  that  so?  With  us  it’s  just  the  other  way. 
American  girls  don’t  seem  to  me  to  be  anything 
like  as  bright  after  they  get  married.  Look  at 
Mrs.  Ham.  She  taught  school,  there  where  they 
lived,  at  Starrville,  and  I  expect  she  talked 
Emerson  and  Thoreau  to  Mr.  Ham  when  he  was 
paying  her  attention — very  likely  they  used  to 
repeat  the  ‘  Psalm  of  Life  ’  together.  And  now  ” — 

“  And  now  ?  ” 

“  Now  he  listens  to  her  worries  with  the  servants, 
and  she  looks  at  his  beans.  They  pass  all  the 
rest  on  to  Violet.” 

“Now  that’s  odd,”  I  said.  “With  us  it  is  gener¬ 
ally  the  older  people  who  are  the  more  cultivated ; 
the  young  ones  are  too  much  taken  up  with 
examinations  or  athletics  or  amusements,  they 
haven’t  had  time.” 

“Is  that  so?”  said  Verona  again.  (It  is  not 
really  a  question,  only  a  kind  of  neutral  com¬ 
ment.)  “  I’ve  learned  quite  a  lot  about  life  in 
England  since  you  came ;  it’s  much  more  interest¬ 
ing,  I  think,  than  anything  that  goes  on  over 
here.” 

“  Oh  dear,  no,”  I  cried.  “  Y ou  are  the  world’s 
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new  serial,  coming  out  chapter  by  chapter.  We 
are  an  old  story,  published  in  full  ages  ago.”  We 
both  laughed. 

“You  are  always  altering  your  binding,  though,” 
said  Verona  smartly.  “  I  would  never  trust  a  last 
year’s  edition  to  have  enough  of  Africa,  or  India, 
or  China  in  it  ”  ;  and  we  laughed  again.  There  is 
nothing  like  a  little  international  compliment  for 
putting  people  on  good  terms  with  each  other. 

“Now,  then,”  said  Verona,  “look  at  the  way 
you  laugh.  You  sound  a  high  note  and  dwell  on 
it,  and  then  run  down  a  scale.  It’s  the  most 
English  thing.  It  sounds  as  if  you  were  taught 
to  do  it  for  behaviour.  Were  you  taught  to 
do  it?” 

“  No,”  I  said  anxiously.  “  I  must  have  picked 
it  up  from  my  people.  Is  it  a  very  bad  laugh  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  it’s  rather  pretty,”  said  Verona  consider¬ 
ingly;  “but  when  I  heard  you  do  it  at  Louisa’s  I 
used  to  think,  ‘  Now  she’s  laughing  at  something 
she  doesn’t  understand.’  ” 

“  Oh,  well,  I  daresay  I  was,”  I  confessed ;  and 
Verona  cried,  “  There  you  go  again.” 

The  book  I  had  been  dipping  into  dropped  out 
of  the  hammock.  Verona  picked  it  up,  and  read 
my  name  upon  the  fly-leaf. 

“  Caroline  —  what  is  your  second  name  ?  ”  she 
asked. 

“  It  is  pronounced  ‘  Chiffers,’”  I  said. 

“Caroline  Chilifres  Kemball.  If  I  saw  it  in  a 
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hotel  register  or  anywhere,  I  should  say,  <  That 
name  belongs  to  an  interesting  person.’  ” 

“  Well,  you  see  it  doesn’t,”  I  said.  “  But  it  did 
once.  Caroline  Chilifres  was  a  rather  handsome 
and  rather  political  and  not  very  nice  old  lady 
about  the  Court  of  George  I.  One  would  think 
we  were  proud  of  her,  the  way  we  have  kept  the 
name  going  in  the  family  ever  since.  As  a  matter 
of  fact,  she  wasn’t  a  person  you  could  possibly 
know.” 

“  Shall  you  cut  her  on  the  Resurrection  Day  ?  ” 
asked  Verona  quaintly.  “  I  don’t  think  it  does 
matter  in  England  whether  your  ancestors  were 
very  respectable  so  long  as  they  were  important 
enough.  I  was  called  Verona  because  I  happened 
to  be  born  there — that  doesn’t  seem  to  be  much 
of  a  reason.  It  must  be  nice  to  have  a  little 
ancestor  or  two,  just  to  blame  for  your  bad 
qualities.  I  haven’t  any.  At  least,  I  shouldn’t 
know  any  by  sight.” 

“  They  aren’t  much  encouraged  over  here,  are 
they  ?  ”  I  asked. 

“  It’s  thought  respectable  to  go  back  to  the 
Revolution,”  said  Verona  slyly,  and  we  laughed 
again.  “We  have  always  supposed  that  the  Dalys 
originally  came  from  Ireland,”  she  continued. 

“What  part?”  I  asked,  but  Verona  said  she  was 
afraid  she  had  never  heard  what  part.  She  seemed 
satisfied  to  know  that  her  grandfather  was  born 
in  the  State  of  Vermont.  It  is  a  curious  thing, 
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but  I  noticed  numbers  of  instances  in  the  United 
States  where  people  seemed  to  begin  their  family 
history  with  its  first  American  settler.  They  did 
not  usually  seem  acquainted  with  it,  or  much  in¬ 
terested  in  it,  at  any  earlier  period.  Doubtless  in 
the  upset  and  confusion  of  moving,  in  those  days, 
to  a  new  country,  a  good  many  family  records  were 
lost.  And  after  all  I  don’t  suppose  it  much  matters, 
once  you  become  an  American,  what  you  were  in 
any  previous  state. 

Verona  put  her  hand  on  the  hammock  and 
gently  rocked  me.  The  motion  was  loathsome, 
and  I  would  have  asked  her  immediately  to  desist, 
but  it  seemed  a  mark  of  confidence,  almost  a 
proof  of  affection,  and  with  poor  Val  Ingham  in  my 
mind  I  could  not  dispense  with  it.  He  had  been 
getting  on  anything  but  well,  that  I  had  from  him 
direct,  and  it  was  supplemented  by  my  own  ob¬ 
servation.  He  had  taken  the  very  proper  course 
of  asking  me  to  put  in  a  good  word  for  him ;  he 
said  he  was  sure  I  would  know  how  to  do  it,  in 
England  that  kind  of  intermediary  was  so  often 
resorted  to.  As  a  course  of  action  it  had  his 
approval,  he  thought  it  delicate  and  diplomatic. 
So  I  swallowed  my  qualms  and  let  Verona  rock  me. 

I  didn’t  in  the  least  know  how  to  bring  him 
in.  Verona  seemed  inclined  to  talk  about  any¬ 
thing  and  everything  else,  especially  about  England 
and  the  manners  and  customs  that  prevail  there. 
Never  in  my  life,  I  may  remark,  have  I  been  so 
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bored  with  my  fellow-countrymen  and  my  native 
land  as  I  was  during  my  stay  in  the  United  States. 
I  didn't  go  there  the  least  in  the  world  to  talk 
about  the  English,  but  I  had  to,  for  hours  at  a 
time.  At  last  the  object  of  my  solicitude  crossed 
the  lawn  with  Kaye  on  his  way  to  the  boat-house, 
and  gave  me  my  opportunity. 

“  There  he  goes,”  I  said,  precipitately  seizing 
upon  him,  as  it  were,  before  he  vanished. 

“  Mr.  Kemball  ?  What  a  dear  he  looks  in 
flannels !  ” 

“  I  meant  Mr.  Ingham.” 

“  Oh,  well,  he  looks  very  nice  in  them  too.  But, 
do  you  know,  I  like  the  way  your  men  dress  much 
better  than  the  way  ours  do.  Now  look  at  those 
two.  Mr.  Kemball  has  put  on  clothes  convenient 
for  going  on  the  river.  Mr.  Ingham  is  dressed  for 
the  part.”  I  gazed  after  the  pair,  but  all  I  could 
see  was  that  Val  Ingham’s  clothes  seemed  to  fit  a 
good  deal  more  neatly  than  Kaye’s.  As  I  looked, 
my  husband  hitched  his  trousers  up  and  tightened 
his  belt.  Verona,  also  observing  this,  smiled  almost 
tenderly.  “What  I  do  love  about  Englishmen,” 
she  went  on,  “is  their  naturalness.  Yesterday 
afternoon  at  tea-time  a  mosquito  got  that  dear 
thing  of  yours  on  the  shin,  and  he  just  pulled  up 
the  leg  of  his  pants  and  scratched  it  before  us  all. 
An  American  wouldn’t  have  done  it  for  500  dollars.” 

“  There’s  nothing  indecent  about  a  shin,”  I 
expostulated. 
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“  Why,  no,”  said  Verona,  but  she  still  smiled. 

“  What  a  nice  fellow  he  is !  ”  I  sighed. 

“  Your  husband  ?  ” 

“  No,  Verona.  Mr.  Val  Ingham.  Don’t  be  pro¬ 
voking.”  Miss  Daly  looked  at  me  curiously.  “  I 
am  sure  he  likes  you  very  much,”  she  said,  and,  as 
if  to  augment  the  proof  of  her  affection,  rocked 
me  more  vigorously  than  ever. 

I  clutched  at  her  skirt.  “  For  goodness’  sake 
stop !  ”  I  cried.  “  I  wasn’t  brought  up  to  it — 
there’s  no  earthly  use  pretending  that  I  like  it.” 

Verona  stayed  the  hammock.  “There’s  no  use 
pretending  anything,”  she  said.  “  Do  you  really 
like  Val  Ingham?” 

“  I  do  indeed,”  I  said.  “  Why  should  you  think 
otherwise  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  I  don’t  know.  I  thought,  perhaps,  you 
were  only  analysing  him  as  a  type  of  young  society 
men  over  here.” 

“  Heavens  !  ”  I  cried.  “  What  a  cold-blooded 
thing  to  do!  Poor  Mr.  Ingham  —  no,  indeed. 
Besides,  I  couldn’t  analyse  anybody  to  save  my 
life.” 

“Then  you  like  him  for  himself?” 

“  Of  course  I  do.” 

“  That,”  said  Verona  meditatively,  “  makes  a 
difference.” 

“  Oh,  we’re  great  friends.  He’s  coming  to  stay 
with  me  at  Whitewood  the  next  time  he  is  in 
England.” 
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Verona  said  nothing,  but  very  slightly  raised 
her  eyebrows. 

“  It’s  a  very  good  hunting  country,”  I  said,  “  and 
Kaye  has  promised  to  mount  him  if  he  stays  for 
the  winter.  Don’t  you  like  him  too,  Verona?”  I 
looked  at  her  hand  and  thought  of  taking  it,  but 
it  seemed  too  far  away  or  something. 

“We  have  been  friends  for  the  last  two  seasons. 
We  have  things  in  common.  He  responds  to  me 
and  I  to  him  in  several  directions,”  said  Verona. 

“Oh,”  I  said,  and  then  I  said,  “Indeed?”  I 
didn’t  in  the  least  know  what  else  to  say.  Verona 
leaning  back  among  silk  cushions  clasped  her 
slender  hands  in  her  lap,  compressed  her  lips 
critically,  and  narrowed  her  eyes  as  she  gazed  in 
front  of  her,  as  if  to  consider  Val  Ingham  undis¬ 
tracted  by  any  surrounding  circumstances. 

“  He’s  very  good-looking — fine  eyes,”  I  ven¬ 
tured. 

“Y — es,”  conceded  Verona  absent-mindedly. 
“Yes,  certainly.  As  far  as  that  goes.  He  dances 
well  too.  I  know  it’s  weak  of  me,  but  I  haven’t 
any  use  for  a  man  that  isn’t  a  good  dancer.” 

“  Any  use  for  him  ?  ”  I  echoed. 

“  I  mean  he  doesn’t  interest  me.  I  think  it  must 
be  because  the  spiritual  counterpart  of  the  rhythmic 
sense  is  lacking,  but  I  don’t  know.  Anyway,  it’s 
horrid  having  your  knees  bumped.  Does  Lord 
Bobby  dance  well?” 

“  Like  an  angel,  when  he  likes  ;  but  he’s  dread- 
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fully  lazy.  Mr.  Ingham  is  clever,  too,  isn’t  he, 
Verona  ?  ” 

“Oh,  he’s  more  than  that,”  Verona  allowed, with 
an  effect  of  generous  correction.  “  He  feels  things 
— he  has  a  certain  amount  of  temperament.  It’s 
a  great  pleasure,”  she  went  on,  “to  induce  some 
reflection  of  his  soul  to  flash  out,  especially  when 
it  has  the  colour  of  your  own.” 

“  I  know,”  I  exclaimed  intelligently.  “  You  mean 
that  you  are  affinities.  How  nice  !  ” 

Verona  looked  at  me  as  if  she  had  not  made 
me  understand,  whereas  she  had,  perfectly. 

“  I  don’t  think  you  express  it  very  modernly,” 
she  said. 

“  But  that’s  what  it  comes  to.  I  don’t  think 
Kaye  and  I  are  affinities,  precisely,”  I  reflected, 
“  but  we  get  on  very  well.” 

“  I’m  not  sure  that  that  kind  of  relationship  is 
so  very  desirable  in  married  people.  It  must  make 
life  very  tense,”  remarked  my  young  lady  with  a 
fine  calm,  and  I  felt  as  if  poor  Val  Ingham  were 
quite  dismissed  from  the  list  of  possible  husbands. 
“  Tell  me,”  she  went  on,  “  I’ve  been  dying  to  ask 
you  for  ever  so  long — when  Lord  Robert  was  in 
India  last  year  did  he  fight  any?” 

“  I  hope  so,”  I  said.  “  His  regiment,  you  know, 
took  part  in  the  Tirah  Expedition.” 

“  He  doesn’t  look  as  if  he’d  ever  killed  a  man. 
Most  of  my  friends  in  the  Philippines,”  continued 
Verona  thoughtfully,  “  have  killed  several.” 
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“  Bobs  got  a  D.S.O.,  anyway,”  I  said  defensively. 

“  What’s  that  ?  ” 

“  A  Done  Something  or  Other,  Kaye  calls  it. 
Properly  speaking,  a  Distinguished  Service  Order. 
And  the  Frontier  medal,  with  two  clasps.” 

“  How  perfectly  fascinating !  He  must  have 
killed  loads  of  Tirahs,  or  whatever  they  are.  I 
wonder  if  he’d  lend  it  me  to  wear  at  the  Kittley’s 
hop  on  Thursday ;  but,  of  course,  Violet  has  asked 
him  already.” 

The  idea  horrified  me  into  silence.  “  He’s 
already  promised  me  one  of  his  regimental  buttons 
to  make  a  hat-pin  of,”  Verona  went  on,  “  and  one 
of  the  Junior  Army  and  Navy  Club  ones  too,  with 
‘  Rag  and  Famish’  on  it.  Won’t  it  be  too  chic  for 
words?” 

“  I’m  pretty  certain,”  I  managed  to  say  at  last, 
“  that  he  hasn’t  his  uniform  with  him,  or,  of  course, 
his  medals  either.” 

“  Anyway,  I  shall  ask  him,”  said  Verona. 


CHAPTER  XVII 


ON  Sunday  mornings  some  of  us  always  drove 
to  Waterford,  the  nearest  village,  to  church. 
It  was  not  in  any  way  compulsory,  as  it  so  often  is 
at  home;  one  was  not  likely  to  meet  the  rector 
the  next  evening  at  dinner,  and  read  one’s  delin¬ 
quencies  in  his  eye.  As  a  matter  of  fact  there  was 
no  rector,  the  Hams  were  Congregationalists,  and 
the  minister  of  that  denomination  in  Waterford 
seemed  not  to  be  known  beyond  the  village.  The 
Hams  had  a  pew,  and  paid  for  it,  did  their  duty  by 
special  offerings  and  subscriptions,  listened  to  the 
sermon  and  sang  the  hymns,  and  there  it  seemed  to 
end.  They  knew  their  pastor’s  name,  but  during 
the  whole  of  our  visit  we  hardly  heard  it.  It  is 
a  curious  thing  to  write,  but  he  did  not  seem  in 
touch  with  the  few  wealthy  members  of  his  con¬ 
gregation  like  the  family  at  Bellevue ;  he  glanced 
at  them  respectfully  in  the  village  street,  and  raised 
his  hat  as  if  they  were  his  superiors.  He  seemed  a 
functionary  to  whose  services  they  were  entitled, 
with  the  rest  of  one  portion  of  the  public;  they 
took  them,  and  paid  for  them,  and  went  their  way, 
recognising  no  claim — nor  was  any  made — on  the 
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part  of  their  spiritual  adviser  to  be  what  they 
would  call  “  in  society.”  This  is  putting  it  rather 
baldly,  but  the  facts  did  seem  bald,  by  contrast,  I 
suppose,  with  the  Hon.  and  Rev.  Horatio  Ffrench, 
vicar  of  Cobbhampton,  who  is  never  more  annoyed 
than  when  one  of  his  parishioners  lets  a  place  to 
difficult  people.  Perhaps,  too,  the  Hams’  spiritual 
relations  were  more  equally  adjusted  in  the  winter, 
when  they  worshipped  in  New  York.  The  service 
in  the  little  frame  church  at  Waterford  had  always, 
I  remember,  rather  the  character  of  a  compromise, 
and  there  were  a  good  many  suppressed  and 
apologetic  smiles  at  some  of  the  things  the  preacher 
said,  such  as  “You  may  be  sure  the  devil  will 
hump  himself  if  you  don’t.”  I  put  that  down  in¬ 
tending  to  find  out  what  it  meant,  but  I  never  did. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ham,  Verona,  Bobs,  Kaye,  and  I 
had  been  the  party  one  Sunday  soon  after  my  chat 
with  Verona,  and  we  drove  home  to  find  the  usual 
addition  for  lunch  of  more  young  people  from  New 
York.  They  came  in  hosts,  did  young  people  from 
New  York,  and  always  on  Sunday.  They  made 
a  kaleidoscopic  vision  of  youth,  with  only  one 
constant  feature  in  their  originality,  a  simply  un¬ 
surpassable  standard  of  charming  clothes.  They 
were  wonderfully  vivacious  and  clever  and  de¬ 
tached  as  it  were  from  the  commonplaces  of  life ; 
they  seemed  to  float  above  it  and  look  down  at  it 
from  a  point  which  they  attained  by  simply  being 
severed  from  anything  so  sordid  as  the  considera- 


1 84  THOSE  DELIGHTFUL  AMERICANS 


tion  of  bills.  They  diffused  tremendously  the 
atmosphere  of  being  able  to  do  exactly  as  they 
liked,  of  having  no  limitations  except  individual 
ones.  The  talk  of  course  was  allusive  and  personal 
— it  generally  is  with  young  people — and  one 
could  not  always  follow  it,  but  its  gaiety  and 
rapidity  and  good-humour  were  delightful — quite 
set  one  up.  I  suppose  they  were  still  when  they 
were  asleep,  but  it  seemed  unlikely,  they  were  so 
full  of  restless  movement  at  all  other  times,  never 
for  a  whole  instant  quiet.  Eyes,  features,  shoulders, 
hands ;  if  nothing  else  stirred,  be  sure  a  patent 
leather  foot  was  wagging  hard  at  an  unsuspected 
end,  giving  the  lie  to  any  idea  of  real  repose. 
They  were  never  bored,  or  dull,  or  languid ;  they 
showed  such  a  keen  and  perpetual  sense  of  enjoy¬ 
ment  that  I  used  to  wish  one  could  transport  the 
whole  of  them — the  whole  bunch  of  young,  fresh, 
fructifying  life — to  England,  to  enliven  our  society 
and  appreciate  the  charms  and  the  comfort  of  our 
way  of  living.  I  felt  quite  sorry  sometimes  that 
Bobs  could  only  marry  one  of  them,  and  re¬ 
membered  other  friends,  especially  one  or  two  men 
at  Aldershot,  less  blessed  than  he  in  the  oppor¬ 
tunity.  I  was  thinking,  of  course,  chiefly  of  the 
girls;  the  young  fellows  seemed  somehow  more 
bound  up  with  the  country,  better  satisfied  with  it, 
and  better  suited  to  it.  I  never  had  any  over¬ 
whelming  desire  to  deport  American  young  men 
from  the  scenes  of  their  activity  to  those  of  out 
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leisure,  and,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  they  don’t  come, 
do  they  ?  they  are  much  too  patriotic. 

There  was  a  Miss  Georgie  Madden,  and  a  Miss 
Daisy  Summers,  and  a  young  Madden,  and  a 
young  man  Summers,  I  remember,  that  Sunday 
among  the  others,  and  we  had  talked  of  nothing, 
since  luncheon,  but  golf.  The  club  Violet  belonged 
to  played  over  links  three  miles  away,  and  the 
Hams’  tennis-courts  lay  in  perfect  order  under 
their  drawing-room  windows,  but  these  circum¬ 
stances  made  no  difference,  tennis  was  uniformly 
neglected,  and  every  day  a  contingent  went  off  by 
automobile  or  otherwise  to  the  links.  I  must  say 
it  gave  me  the  idea  that  American  tendencies  in 
amusement  were  rather  extreme.  The  war  was 
still  a  subject,  but  we  heard  as  much  of  golf  as  of 
the  Philippines,  and  the  remarkable  thing  about  it 
was  the  way  it  excluded  everything  else.  Kaye  is 
fairly  keen  on  it ;  I  am  a  poor  person  on  the  tee 
and  feebler  still  on  the  green,  and  I  naturally 
preferred  tennis;  but  the  bored  and  languid  way 
in  which  the  other  three  played  when  at  last  we 
got  up  a  set  quite  discouraged  all  desire  to  propose 
it  again.  It  was  easy  enough  to  beat  their  heads 
off,  none  of  them  had  had  a  racquet  in  their 
hands  the  whole  season  they  said,  and  I  believed 
them.  They  actually  talked  golf  between  the 
services,  as  if  they  could  not  even  think  of  any 
other  game  while  they  were  playing  it.  Tennis,  it 
appeared,  was  distinctly  not  the  thing,  though  it 
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was  indulgently  pointed  out  that  it  might  “  come 
in”  again.  It  was  not  the  fault  of  tennis,  but  of 
that  wayward  abstraction  called  popularity,  to 
which  we  all  had  to  bow. 

I  tried  to  explain  the  English  toleration  for  more 
than  one  form  of  exercise,  but  I  could  see  that  I 
was  not  understood ;  a  game  was  a  thing  either  to 
be  “perfectly  crazy”  about  or  to  be  practically 
laid  on  the  shelf — relegated  to  the  amusements  of 
second-class  hotels.  One  would  positively  think 
by  the  contemptuous  way  Miss  Daisy  Summers 
talked  about  tennis  that  it  had  descended  to  the 
servants’  hall,  or  whatever  answers  to  it  in  America. 
That  was  another  feature  about  golf,  it  seemed 
to  take  the  form  of  a  cachet  of  fashion — a  curious 
function  for  a  game.  I  don’t  think  we  have  any 
notion  to  correspond  with  it.  It  is,  perhaps, 
thought  swagger  to  hunt,  but  farmers  do,  and  even 
’Arries,  according  to  Punch ,  though  I  must  say 
I’ve  never  seen  one  at  a  meet.  Perhaps  polo  is 
thought  a  smart  game  among  men ;  but  then  it  is 
so  limited.  Certainly  one  would  never  put  people 
down  as  second-rate  because  they  didn’t  hunt  or 
play  polo.  But  I  expect  to  be  believed  when  I 
say  that  is  what  it  came  to  on  the  Hams’  verandah 
with  regard  to  golf.  When  I  was  asked  if  I 
played,  and  answered,  as  every  poor  player  does, 
that  I  was  keeping  it  for  my  old  age,  the  subject 
was  politely  changed  and  brought  within  the  limits 
of  my  obviously  narrow  experience  of  the  world. 
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Kaye  only  just  redeemed  me  with  a  technical 
expression  which  none  of  them  had  heard,  and 
which  they  all  wrote  down  !  Stories  were  told  of 
outsiders  who  assumed  familiarity  with  the  game 
and  made  ridiculous  mistakes  about  it,  and  laughed 
at  as  if  these  were  blunders  in  grammar  or  in 
manners.  And  Miss  Georgie  Madden  confided  to 
me  that  she  privately  hated  it,  and  only  played 
because  you  were  so  out  of  it  if  you  didn’t. 

“  Isn’t  it  what  you  call  a  classy  game  in  Eng¬ 
land?”  asked  Mr.  Summers.  He  pronounced 
“  classy  ”  like  “  massy.”  There  is  nothing  so  con¬ 
fusing  as  familiar  slang  with  the  vowels  flattened. 

“  Oh  no,”  I  said.  “  The  most  frumpy  people 
play.  In  Scotland  some  of  the  best  players  are 
nobody  at  all — dear  me,  their  photographs  are 
enough !  But,  of  course,  smart  people  play  too, 
like  the  Hon.  Dolly  Petre — she  is  our  county 
champion — and  politicians  like” — 

“  Mr.  Balfour !  ”  they  all  exclaimed  in  one  breath. 

“Yes,  and — oh,  all  sorts  of  people.”  I  finished, 
“  If  you  like  it  you  play  it,  and  if  you  don’t  you 
don’t” 

“  I  suppose  it  isn’t  so  new  with  you  as  it  is  with 
us?  You’ve  had  time  to  get  tired  of  it,”  said  the 
young  man  Madden. 

“We’ve  been  playing  it  about  three  hundred 
years  in  Scotland  and  two  hundred  in  England,” 
Kaye  replied ;  “  but  we’re  not  tired  of  it,  as  far  as  I 
know.” 
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“Great  Scot!”  exclaimed  Val  Ingham;  “you 
know  when  you  like  a  thing,  don’t  you  ?  ” 

“  Why,”  pursued  my  husband,  “  there’s  a  portrait 
at  the  Mythe  of  a  forebear  of  mine  who  had  the 
vanity  to  get  himself  done  in  the  pink  over  a 
century  ago.” 

“  Then  I  expect  you’ve  inherited  that  wonderful 
approach  of  yours,”  said  Verona  respectfully. 

“  If  I  have  it  was  all  the  old  beggar  left  me,” 
Kaye  went  on.  “  He  got  through  everything  he 
could  lay  his  hands  on,  and  then  went  off  to  fight 
the  French  in  Canada.  An  Iroquois  scalped  him 
there,  and  a  brother  officer  got  the  Iroquois  and 
brought  home  the  scalp.” 

“  How  perfectly  thrilling  !  ”  cried  Miss  Summers. 
“You  have  the  record  of  it  all — old  letters?” 

“We  had  the  scalp  until  ten  years  or  so  ago. 
You  remember  it,  Bob.  The  grandmother  used  to 
keep  it  in  one  of  those  little  green  silk  things  that 
roll  up.” 

“  Needle-cases  !  ”  ejaculated  Verona. 

“  Rather,”  replied  Bobs ;  “  and  the  time  you  got 
Frances  to  bag  it,  and  send  it  in  a  hamper  of  grub 
to  school,  to  show  the  other  fellows.” 

“  Ee-ugh !  ”  remarked  Miss  Madden. 

“  Well,  one  day  the  grandmother  said  it  was  too 
painful  a  memory,  and  she  wouldn’t  have  it  in  the 
house  any  longer,  so  she  gave  it  to  a  charity  bazaar 
to  be  raffled,  and  what  became  of  it  I  haven’t  the 
remotest  notion.” 
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“  What  a  way  to  treat  the  scalp  of  an  ancestor,” 
cried  Miss  Madden. 

“  It  was  rather  a  bald  one,”  said  Kaye,  in  de¬ 
precation,  “  and  it  wasn’t  a  nice  thing  to  have 
about.  I  believe  I  got  hold  of  it  as  a  baby  once, 
and  promptly  put  it  where  all  babies  put  things.” 

A  general  shriek  assailed  and  stopped  him. 
“  Well,  if  he  did  hand  you  down  that  approach,” 
said  Val  Ingham,  “  it  was  the  least  you  could  do 
to  give  Christian  burial  to  his  remains.” 

“  Oh,  I’m  beastly  uncertain.  That  was  a  capital 
lie  I  had  yesterday  at  the  last  hole,  and  it  didn’t 
come  off  a  little  bit.” 

“  That  was  an  accidental  foozle,”  Val  Ingham 
returned  handsomely.  “Well,  whatever  you  think 
of  it  in  England,  golf  has  had  a  great  triumph  in 
this  country.  We  couldn’t  have  paid  a  game  a 
higher  compliment.” 

Mr.  Ingham  quite  gave  the  impression  that  he 
was  offering  one  to  the  country  from  which  golf 
emanated.  That  is  a  great  notion  with  Americans 
— they  think  they  flatter  you  tremendously  if  they 
take  up  one  of  your  institutions.  I  never  could  see 
it.  I’ve  heard  a  German  quite  congratulated  with 
“Everything  is  Wagner  this  year  in  New  York.” 
I  think  he  must  have  felt  inclined  to  reply,  like  the 
Washington  man  about  the  Viceroy’s  American 
wife,  “  And  why  not?  ” 

They  disputed  at  last ;  people  who  talk  endless 
and  unmitigated  golf  always  do.  It  was  something 
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about  a  twosome  and  a  foursome  and  passing. 
Kaye  quoted  authority  with  confidence.  “  That’s 
the  rule,”  said  he. 

“  Well,  of  course,  I  don’t  know  what  the  practice 
may  be  in  your  part  of  the  world,  sir.  I  can  only 
tell  you  what  the  rule  on  that  point  is  as  approved 
by  the  American  Golf  Association .”  Three  people, 
at  least,  looked  astonished  on  the  Hams’  verandah. 

“  Do  you  mean  to  say,”  exclaimed  my  husband, 
“  that  your  association  would  tamper  with  the 
rules\ ”  Positively,  they  might  have  been  Holy 
Writ. 

“  Pardon  me,”  returned  Mr.  Madden — no  polite 
American  will  argue  without  that  preface,  one 
is  eternally  “  pardoning  ”  them.  “  Pardon  me,  I 
have  not  had  the  opportunity  of  comparing  your 
rules  and  ours.  But  I  have  no  doubt  we  may  have 
altered  some  of  them  to  suit  the  country.” 

“You’d  much  better  alter  the  country,”  advised 
Kaye,  with  distinct  sarcasm  ;  and  in  a  moment  I 
am  certain  things  would  have  been  said  but  for 
Violet.  Miss  Ham  joined  us  just  then,  carrying  a 
large  paper  bag  and  a  small  box.  I  saw  a  conscious 
look  come  over  Bobs’s  face,  and  it  flashed  upon  me 
that  he  had  been  trying  to  be  original,  or  American, 
which  is  equally  difficult.  I  trembled  for  him, 
Violet  looked  so  mischievous,  and  I  trembled  with 
reason. 

“  Just  look,”  she  cried.  “  Everybody,  please  look 
at  what  I’ve  found  on  my  dressing-table !  From 


“please  look  at  what  i’ve  found  on  my  dressing-table ” 
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Lord  Bobby!  Isn’t  it  just  as  sweet  of  him  as  ever 
it  can  be !  ” 

“Pea-nuts  /”  exclaimed  Miss  Summers. 

“  Gum  /”  ejaculated  Miss  Madden. 

The  inflection  was  ambiguous,  but  it  was  im¬ 
mediately  lost  in  a  shout  of  laughter.  Poor  Bobs 
looked  frightfully  annoyed,  but  they  laughed  as  il 
they  couldn’t  help  it. 

“  And  a  real  thoughtful  note,”  Violet  went  on, 
“saying  he  doesn’t  think  they  can  be  good  for  me, 
but  if  I  don’t  eat  them  all  at  once  perhaps  they 
won’t  do  me  any  harm.” 

“  Say,  old  fellow,”  exclaimed  Val  Ingham,  be¬ 
tween  his  spasms,  “  how  you  are  catching  on !  ” 

“  So  you  must  all  help  me,”  continued  Violet, 
liberally  passing  the  bag  and  the  box. 

“If  Lord  Robert  will  kindly  show  us  how,”  cried 
the  young  man  Madden,  holding  out  one  of  the 
little  white  oblongs  of  chewing-gum.  “  The  pea¬ 
nuts  I  think  I  can  trust  my  memory  for,  but 
this 

How  they  did  laugh  !  All  but  Verona.  Verona 
distinctly  helped  Bobs  out  and  prevented  his  going 
off  in  the  sulks  to  the  billiard-room,  as  I  saw  at  one 
moment  he  meant  to.  Sustained  by  Verona  he 
took  the  tremendous  chaffing  he  got  very  well. 
“  I’ll  send  the  next  ones  to  you,”  he  declared  to 
her  gratefully,  and  Verona  said  “  Yes,  do,”  but  I 
don’t  think  he  ever  had  the  courage. 


CHAPTER  XVIII 


HE  moment  I  got  Kaye  alone  I  tackled  him 


X  on  the  subject  of  the  melancholy  fiasco  I 
have  just  described.  “  Did  you  tell  him  to  do  it  ?  ” 
I  demanded. 

“  I  didn’t  tell  him  not  to,”  my  husband  con¬ 
fessed. 

“  I  wish  Bobs  would  just  occasionally  come  to 
me  for  advice,”  I  said.  “  Did  you  really  suppose, 
the  pair  of  you,  that  it  was  customary  over  here  to 
send  young  ladies  pea-nuts  and  chewing-gum  as  a 
mark  of  consideration  ?  ” 

“You  told  me  yourself” — 

“Oh,  sweets!  That’s  quite  a  different  thing! 
They  are  delicate  and  expensive — candied  violets 
and  rose  leaves  !  ” 

“  They  hadn’t  anything  of  that  sort  in  the 
village  ” — 

“  Was  that  where  he  got  them  ?  ” 

“Yes;  we  bicycled  over.  I’m  sure  I’ve  always 
heard  ” — 

“  Haven’t  you  in  the  last  two  months  disproved 
a  number  of  things  you’d  always  heard  ?  ”  I  asked 


coldly. 
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“  Oh,  well,  you  needn’t  jump  on  me !  I  told 
Bobs  I  didn’t  think  it  would  be  a  go,  somehow. 
There  was  something  so  awful  about  the  bag.” 

“  There  was,”  I  groaned. 

“  Bobs  was  bound  it  would  be  understood.  He’s 
been  nosing  round,  you  know,  after  the  proper 
thing  for  some  time.  He  came  home  as  proud  as 
a  retriever  with  that  confounded  bag.” 

“  Bobs  isn’t  very  clever,”  I  remarked,  and  Kaye 
shook  his  head.  It  was  a  statement  that  had  often 
found  us  in  gloomy  accord  before. 

“  It’s  a  pity,”  I  continued;  “they  don’t  seem  to 
be  much  liked  over  here  unless  they’re  clever,  I 
mean  by  girls.” 

“  I’ve  noticed  that,”  said  Kaye,  packing  tobacco 
into  his  pipe ;  “  they  don’t  take  to  a  chap  much  on 
his  merits,  just  as  a  decent  marrying  man.  Of 
course,”  he  added,  applying  a  second  match,  “  in 
Bobs’s  case  there’s  always  the  title.” 

“  One  would  think  so,”  I  mused  ;  “  but  I  have 
reason  to  believe  she  refused  young  Foskin,  Laura 
Deane’s  second  cousin,  you  know.  He’s  a  baronet.” 

“  Stutters,  doesn’t  he?” 

“No,  not  that;  but  there  is  something.  Oh, 
I  know,  he’s  got  no  sense  of  smell.  But  that 
shouldn’t  have  made  any  difference  —  in  a 
baronet.” 

“With  this  sort  of  girl  you  never  can  tell. 
Maybe  she  objected  to  a  chap  who  wouldn’t  know 
if  the  gas  was  escaping.” 
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“  I  don’t  believe  it  was  that,”  I  said ;  “  I  think 
she  suspected  him  of  being  lacking  in  some 
spiritual  counterpart.” 

Kaye  took  his  pipe  out  of  his  mouth  and  looked 
at  me. 

“  I  was  only  thinking,”  I  hastened  to  assure 
him,  “  of  a  conversation  I  had  the  other  day  with 
Verona.  It  was  most  unsatisfactory.” 

“  About  Ingham  ?  Well,  how  does  the  land 
lie?  I  hope  she  is  going  to  chuck  him.” 

“  I  don’t  see  why  you  should  hope  anything  so 
painful.  I  haven’t  the  least  notion  what  she’s 
going  to  do.” 

“  Wouldn’t  talk,  eh  ?  ” 

“  Oh  yes,  she  would  talk !  ” 

“ Wouldn’t  commit  herself?” 

“  She  committed  herself  so  far  as  to  say  he  was 
charming.” 

“  Well,  that’s  all  right,  isn’t  it  ?  ” 

“No!”  I  replied  explosively;  “it’s  a  thing  you 
would  never  say  about  anybody  you  were  in  love 
with !  Charming — fiddlesticks  !  And  she  told  me 
just  how  far  they  were  sympathetic  to  each  other ; 
at  least,  no,  I  don’t  think  she  did  that,  but  she 
certainly  gave  me  the  idea  that  they  were 
sympathetic.” 

“  All  the  better  for  that.” 

“  And  yet  when  I  said  they  were  affinities,  she 
wouldn’t  have  it.” 

“Oh, well,  affinities  means  rather  a  lot,  doesn’t  it?” 
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“  I  don’t  know  what  it  means,  but  I  think  she 
might  have  admitted  it — in  confidence.  We  were 
having  a  very  intimate  talk — at  least  I  was.” 

“  Seems  to  me  she  admitted  a  good  deal.” 

“  I  wish  I  could  make  you  understand.  She 
talked  about  his  emotions.  He  might  have  been 
a  frog.” 

“  A  frog  is  a  cold-blooded  animal,”  responded 
my  husband,  “  and  has  none.” 

“  Verona  is  a  cold-blooded  animal,”  I  said,  quite 
with  temper. 

“  Rubbish  !  ”  said  Kaye ;  “  she  doesn’t  want  to 
confide  in  a  Britisher,  that’s  all.” 

“  Why  not,  indeed  ?  ”  I  inquired  indignantly. 
“  Look  at  Val  Ingham  !” 

“  Bah !  He  would  confide  in  anything.” 

“  Thank  you,”  I  said ;  “  I  wish  he  had  selected 
something  else  then.  It  makes  one  feel  so  involved, 
somehow.” 

“  If  you  will  advise  him,”  said  Kaye,  removing 
his  pipe  in  a  way  that  gave  weight  to  his  utterance, 
“  you  assume  a  certain  amount  of  responsibility,  of 
course.” 

“  What  is  one  to  do?  He  consults  one  at  every 
point.  He  is  so  anxious,  poor  boy,  to  conform  to 
the  English  system  in  every  respect  —  to  do 
nothing  wrong.” 

“  I  don’t  pretend  to  understand  him,”  said  Kaye 
briefly ;  “  but  according  to  you  his  English  system 
doesn’t  seem  to  be  exactly  a  success.” 
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“  It  is,  so  far  as  he  is  concerned.  He  enjoys  it 
awfully.” 

“  And  so  do  you,  I  imagine.” 

“  It’s  a  little  like  amateur  theatricals,”  I  mused ; 
“  he  has  a  part  he  likes,  and  he  does  it  beautifully. 
I  ?  Oh,  I’m  only  the  prompter.” 

“  To  my  mind,”  said  Kaye,  “  it’s  rather  like 
enjoying  your  honeymoon  by  yourself.  The  girl 
doesn’t  seem  to  be  in  it.” 

“  Oh,  I  think  she  must  see.  She’s  very  quick.” 

“  See  what  ?  ” 

“  What  it  all  means — the  dignity  and  the  differ¬ 
ence  of  it.” 

“  I  think  she  must  see  that  he’s  a  confounded 
young  ass — and  that’s  probably  what  she  does  see. 
I’ve  no  patience  with  him.” 

“You’ve  just  said  that  you  didn’t  understand 
him,  dear,  and  I  daresay  you  don’t.  It’s  an  idyll 
— a  perfect  idyll.  Mr.  Ingham  is  a  flower  of 
chivalry  come  up  very  late  in  Seventy-Something 
Street.  But  I  think  he  does  carry  it  rather  far, 
myself.” 

“  As  how  ?  ”  asked  Kaye  laconically. 

“Well,  he  behaves,  don’t  you  know,  rather  as  if 
she  were  shut  up  in  a  moated  castle,  and  he  had 
to  sigh  down  below,  outside  somewhere.  If  she 
speaks  to  him,  you  would  think  she  waved  a 
handkerchief  from  a  tower.  He  creates  invisible 
barriers  and  absurd  distances ;  when  he  looks  at 
her,  you  can  see  them  in  his  eyes.  And  she’s  of 
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age,  and  her  parents  are  dead,  and  the  Adamses 
would  simply  love  it,  and  there  isn’t  a  blessed 
thing  to  prevent  their  being  engaged  to-morrow. 
Did  you  ever  hear  of  anything  so  ridiculous?” 

My  husband  had  been  growing  more  and  more 
curt  in  his  replies,  and  to  that  he  merely  offered  a 
grunt. 

“  He  carries  off  her  gloves  and  handkerchiefs 
and  things,  till  she’s  quite  annoyed  about  it — she 
says  she  hasn’t  two  pairs  that  match.  The  other 
day  he  asked  her  for  a  flower  from  a  bunch  she 
had,  and  she  said,  ‘  Oh,  you  can  have  them  all  if 
you  like.  Cut  flowers  are  for  the  city.  In  the 
country  I  like  them  much  better  growing.’  I  must 
say  she  seems  very  detached.” 

“  So  does  any  sensible  person  like  them  better 
growing.” 

“  Verona  isn’t  sensible — she’s  artistic,”  I  replied  ; 
“  and  she  didn’t  say  it  in  the  least  because  she 
meant  it.” 

“  Oh,  if  it’s  a  case  of  finding  out  what  a  girl 
means,”  Kaye  remarked,  “  I’m  sorry  for  the  chap. 
Though  I  don’t  remember  much  ambiguity  about 
you,”  he  conceded. 

“  I  never  had  a  chance,”  I  said  regretfully. 
“  You  know  very  well,  Kaye,  you  simply  ” — 

“  I  hadn’t  any  time  to  spare,  old  woman.  I  was 
due  in  Bowbriggie,  you  know,  for  the  twelfth.” 

For  some  reason  I  felt  a  little  huffed  with  Kaye, 
and  I  removed  my  hand  from  the  one  he  was  not 
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smoking  with.  Perhaps  I  have  not  mentioned 
that  I  was  sitting  on  the  arm  of  his  chair.  I  found 
one  for  myself. 

“ Where Ve  you  gone  to?”  he  asked  discon¬ 
tentedly. 

“  It’s  more  comfortable  here,”  I  said ;  which  it 
wasn’t.  A  man  never  can  see  that  he  deserves 
anything.  Husbands  certainly  cannot,  and  this 
makes  it  unsatisfactory  to  discipline  them  some¬ 
times.  I  had  to  go  back  to  the  arm  of  the  chair 
without  any  proper  explanation  of  why  I  had  left 
it.  This,  I  am  sure,  is  the  kind  of  incident  that 
gives  a  whole  sex  the  reputation  of  being  whimsical 
and  unreasonable. 

“  The  fact  is,”  I  continued, •“  Val  Ingham  doesn’t 
find  enough  difference  between  our  modern  English 
way  of  making  love  and  the  American  one  to 
satisfy  his  imagination.  There  isn’t  so  much,  you 
know,  when  you  come  to  think  of  it.  Dear  knows, 
I  have  had  to  think  of  it  hard  enough.  Val  is 
always  bothering  me  for  what  he  calls  ‘  pointers.’ 
It  would  have  been  much  easier,”  I  went  on  dispir¬ 
itedly,  “if  he  had  been  doing  it  a  century  ago. 
But  what  girl  of  to-day  would  enjoy  being  seren¬ 
aded,  even  in  England  ?  She  would  be  so  horribly 
laughed  at.  And  I  can’t  think  what  Verona  would 
say.” 

My  husband  laughed  immoderately.  “  Does 
Ingham  want  to  serenade  her?”  he  asked. 

“  He  suggested  it.  He  plays  the  mandolin,  and 
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has  rather  a  pretty  voice.  But  I  discouraged 
it.” 

“  Just  as  well,  I  fancy.” 

“  It’s  all  very  well  to  laugh,  and  I  daresay  it 
sounds  silly  enough  the  way  I  repeat  it;  but  if 
the  poor  boy  confided  in  you,  Kaye  Kemball,  you 
would  sympathise.  He  is  full  of  the  most  charm¬ 
ing  ideas,  the  most  beautiful  similes,  and  his  whole 
attitude  towards  women  and — and  marriage  is  one 
that  I  admire  very  much.  And  when  I  see  things 
not  going  so  well  as  they  ought  to  go,  I  can’t  help 
feeling  rather  miserable  about  it.” 

“  Oh,  well,  you  can’t  do  anything,”  said  Kaye. 

“  I’ve  done  such  a  lot  already,”  I  confessed. 
“  When  I  couldn’t  think  of  pointers  for  him,  I  just 
imagined  them.” 

“  That  was  foolish,”  advised  my  husband ;  “  I 
wouldn’t  imagine  any  more  if  I  were  you.  I 
haven’t  got  to  that  point  yet  with  Bobs.  He  does 
all  the  imagining,  and  I  do  the  reining  in.  But 
things  don’t  look  any  too  bright  in  his  direction 
either.” 

“  I  do  hope  you  haven’t  been  putting  your  foot 
in  it  in  that  affair,”  I  said,  with  anxiety.  “  The 
almonds  and  raisins — I  mean  the  other  grocery 
things — were  bad  enough ;  don’t  say  you’ve  done 
anything  else !  Why  don’t  you  send  him  to  me  ? 
I  have  more  reason,  really,  to  be  interested  in  that 
match  than  the  other.” 

“You  don’t  shoot,”  said  Kaye  solemnly,  “so  you 
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can’t  be  as  keen  on  it  as  I  am.  And  a  man  is 
much  more  competent  to  advise  another  man  in 
matters  of  that  sort.  Though  I  must  say  I’m 
thankful  young  Ingham  didn’t  come  slobbering 
to  me.” 

“That  reminds  me,”  I  said.  “You  managed  to 
let  two  grains  of  rice  from  the  mulligatawny  stick 
to  your  moustache  last  night,  and  they  remained 
there  during  the  whole  of  dinner.  Things  like 
that  don’t  happen  to  an  American  moustache.” 

“  No,”  replied  Kaye,  with  fine  scorn.  “  They 
carry  pocket-combs  and  looking-glasses  over  here. 
I  saw  a  chap  using  one  in  a  tram  the  other  day. 
He  made  himself  quite  lovely.  Shall  I  get” — 

“That  will  do,  Kaye,”  I  said  firmly.  “You 
must  have  found  out  by  now  that  there  are  just 
as  many  lower  classes  in  America  as  there  are 
with  us.  Since  you  have  taken  the  responsibility 
of  advising  Bobs — very  lightly,  it  seems  to  me — 
well,  I  think  you’re  rather  a  beast,  you  know,  not 
to  tell  me.” 

“  I’ll  tell  you  all  right,”  said  my  husband,  “  if  you 
give  me  a  chance.” 

I  was  silent.  It  seemed  the  only  way  to  get 
anything  out  of  him. 

“  As  a  rule,  I  pull  Bobs  in.  He  wanted  to  ask 
her  to  go  berrying  with  him  the  other  day — rasp- 
berrying — and  I  put  my  foot  down  on  that.” 

“  Innocent  enough.” 

“  She  wouldn’t  have  gone.  She  won’t  do  any 
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single  blooming  American  thing.  But  I  have 
given  him  an  idea.” 

“  Yes.” 

“  A  tandem  bicycle,”  said  Kaye,  with  modest 
pride.  “  I  saw  an  advertisement  of  one  with  some 
jolly  improvements  in  a  New  York  paper  lately. 
If  that  machine  doesn’t  give  him  opportunity 
nothing  will.” 

I  had  no  confidence  in  the  idea  whatever — I 
never  had  in  mechanics — but  I  was  far  from 
desiring  to  throw  cold  water  on  anything  calcul¬ 
ated  to  bring  Bobs  to  the  point. 

“You  must  have  been  awfully  taken  with  the 
improvements,”  was  my  only  comment. 


> 


CHAPTER  XIX 

FRANCES  wrote  regularly,  and  usually  ex¬ 
pressed  disappointment  with  candour.  She 
said  neither  of  us  seemed  to  have  our  eyes  about 
us,  and  what  we  did  see  was  transferred  through  a 
medium  of  the  purest  prejudice.  So  far  as  dis¬ 
cernment  and  deduction  went,  she  said,  she  might 
as  well  have  sent  her  two  cats.  Had  we  yet  heard 
anything,  she  asked,  with  scarcely  concealed  sar¬ 
casm,  of  the  advancing  struggle  between  American 
labour  and  American  capital?  Might  anyone  have 
mentioned  a  political  institution  known  as  “  Tam¬ 
many”  ?  Had  any  hint  come  our  way  of  the 
intentions  of  the  United  States  towards  the  Monroe 
doctrine  ?  The  Adamses,  she  remarked,  were 
doubtless  very  pleasant,  and  the  Hams  very 
hospitable  people,  but  either  of  them  might  be 
met  any  day  in  the  middle  shires — how  little  she 
knew ! — and  did  not  appear,  in  any  case,  to  be 
persons  of  sufficient  importance  to  take  up  our 
whole  attention.  Could  we  not  manage  to  make 
the  acquaintance  of  a  member  of  the  Congress? 
So  far  we  had  reported  upon  nothing  worth  a 

serious  thought.  Prison  regulations,  ward  politics, 
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poor  laws — and  we  knew  how  particularly  she 
wanted  information  on  that  head,  being  herself  a 
guardian — no  reasonable  matter  for  inquiry  seemed 
to  have  suggested  itself  to  us.  We  had  not  even 
made  it  our  business  to  meet  Norah’s  sister,  in 
whom  for  some  reason,  I  imagine,  Frances  expected 
us  to  find  an  epitome  of  the  virtues  if  not  the 
charms  of  a  democracy. 

This  was  not  all  in  one  letter  or  even  in  two,  but 
it  was  conveyed  in  terms  no  milder,  and  there  was, 
all  told,  a  great  deal  more  of  it  than  that.  It  was 
a  little  unreasonable  of  Frances ;  we  had  not  gone 
abroad,  after  all,  as  her  special  correspondents,  and 
I  think  it  was  very  nice  of  me  to  go  on  writing  to 
her  after  she  had  said,  intending  it  to  be  insulting, 
that  my  letters  were  almost  good  enough  to  appear 
in  a  ladies’  paper.  (I  suppose  I  was  not  deeply 
offended ;  as  a  matter  of  fact,  I  should  have  been 
rather  pleased  to  see  them  there,  especially  with 
pretty  illustrations.  And  I  knew  Frances.)  But 
I  couldn’t  help  thinking — biting  my  pen  to  inspire 
it  with  the  things  she  wanted  to  know  —  how 
licensed  Miss  Walden’s  demand  was,  on  behalf  of 
the  stay-at-home  members  of  an  English  family, 
that  the  gone-abroad  member  should  make  the 
most  of  his  opportunities  and  add  to  the  store  of 
knowledge  in  the  home  hive  with  long  important 
letters,  fit  to  be  read  aloud  and  passed  round  the 
circle  of  relations  and  tied  up  and  put  away.  I  am 
aware  that  such  people  communicate  nowadays  by 
14 
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post-card  and  telegram,  but  Frances,  for  all  her 
modern  notions,  is  a  survival  in  lots  of  ways.  I 
sometimes  think  that  maiden  ladies  are  the  best 
repositories  of  British  tradition.  She  has  her  own 
packets  of  old  letters,  written  by  members  of  the 
family  who  had  their  eyes  about  them  and  an 
acquaintance  with  elegant  diction ;  among  them  a 
bundle  of  very  yellow  ones  from  a  grand-uncle 
chronicling  the  scenes  and  incidents  of  the  Penin¬ 
sular  campaign.  When  I  thought  of  these  cramped 
pages  and  looked  at  my  own  dashes  and  ex¬ 
clamation  points  I  did  feel  that  my  use  of  this 
serious  instrument,  the  pen,  was  flippant  and 
irresponsible.  Frances  was  quite  within  her  rights 
in  complaining ;  the  Peninsular  grand-uncle,  in  my 
situation,  would  have  filled  it  much  more  to  her 
satisfaction,  though  I  daresay  he,  too,  would  have 
found  himself  kept  up  to  the  mark.  It  is  also  true 
that  America,  as  a  subject,  is  certainly  much  more 
worthy  of  her  grand-uncle  than  of  me.  But  he  is 
in  his  grave  and  I  am  on  the  spot,  and  that,  after 
all,  makes  all  the  difference.  Under  a  sense  of  my 
deficiencies,  I  wrote  and  recommended  Bryce’s 
American  Commonwealth  to  her  as  an  addition  to 
our  letters,  which  I  remembered  somebody  had 
strongly  advised  me  to  get;  and  it  was  just  my 
luck,  as  Kaye  would  say,  to  find  it  afterwards  in  a 
parcel  lent  to  us  to  read  on  the  voyage,  with  strict 
injunctions  about  keeping  on  the  paper  covers,  by 
our  affectionate  cousin  Frances.  Step  beyond  the 
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bounds  of  your  own  interest  and  intelligence,  and 
that  is  what  happens — you  are  always  caught. 
That  is  the  reason  of  my  discretion,  in  this  account 
of  our  visit  to  the  States,  with  regard  to  the 
political  and  economic  problems  to  be  observed 
there.  I  could  have  told  Frances  as  much,  but  it 
would  have  made  no  difference.  She  merely 
thinks  that  if  you  are  not  so  clever  about  such 
things  as  she  is  you  ought  to  make  it  your  business 
to  be. 

They  were  all  interested  enough,  however,  even 
Frances,  in  our  news  about  Bobs’s  matrimonial 
intentions.  Nothing  excites  an  English  family 
like  the  prospect  of  an  additional  member  by 
marriage.  It  is  no  doubt  something  surviving  from 
the  time  when  the  heads  of  families  had  everything 
to  do  with  the  matter ;  having  produced  children, 
they  thought  themselves  entitled  to  dispose  of  them 
as  best  suited  the  general  good.  There  is  still  a 
tremendous  flutter,  a  great  exchange  of  letters  and 
opinions  by  the  early  post,  an  exhaustive  demand 
for  information.  People  are  not,  I  noticed,  so 
difficult  to  please  in  America.  There  never  has 
been  anything  feudal  in  the  relations  of  American 
young  people  to  their  elders — they  begin  early  to 
breathe,  on  the  contrary,  the  equal  privilege  of  the 
republic.  No  doubt  there  is  some  parental  inquiry, 
but  a  certain  calm  acceptance  is  the  usual  thing. 
I  did  once  hear  great  annoyance  expressed  because 
the  young  lady  was  a  Unitarian,  but  it  wasn’t 
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allowed  to  interfere.  As  to  uncles  and  aunts  and 
cousins  they  are  quite  philosophic,  they  do  not 
concern  themselves  at  all.  It  must  be  because  the 
yoke  of  family  connection  sits  more  lightly  there 
than  in  England ;  the  fact  that  a  person  who 
happens  to  be  your  second  cousin  married  another 
person  is  no  reason  why  you  should  call  upon  her, 
especially  if  you  belong  to  different  denominations. 
You  take  no  responsibility  and  she  makes  no 
claim ;  it  must  be  less  cramping,  certainly. 

Frances  is  Bobs’s  nearest  living  female  relation. 
She  is  only  second  cousin  to  Kaye  really,  but  she  is 
Bobs’s  aunt,  by  a  family  complication  which  I  am 
sure  anybody  would  prefer  to  take  for  granted. 
Frances  has  all  the  money  there  is  practically,  and 
Bobs  will  be  her  heir.  This  has  always  given  her 
the  liveliest  interest  in  him,  though  it  isn’t  enough, 
and  never  has  been,  to  make  him  pay  very  much 
attention  to  her  ideas.  I  suppose  he  knows  very 
well  that  if  you  are  a  Miss  Walden  and  your  nephew 
is  a  lord  of  the  same  name,  you  are  not  likely  to 
leave  whatever  you  have  in  Consols  to  anybody 
else.  I  have  wondered  sometimes  whether  if  Bobs 
were  a  baron  and  had  a  seat  in  the  Lords’  an  issue 
would  arise  between  them,  for  the  abolition  of  that 
body  is  one  of  Frances’s  strongest  points,  but 
fortunately  he  is  not.  As  things  are  he  is  inclined 
to  agree  with  her.  Speaking  probably  with  the 
warmth  of  a  narrow  escape,  he  says  he  considers 
hereditary  legislating  a  fag.  Frances  is  none  the 
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better  pleased  with  him  for  this  opinion.  It  is 
really  very  difficult  to  please  Frances — you  never 
can  be  sure  that  she  won’t  sniff  quite  as  much  at 
your  agreement  as  at  your  difference.  Her  great 
complaint  of  poor  Bobs  is  that  he  has  no  particular 
opinions;  he  manages  to  enjoy  life  without  them. 
She  says  that  a  person  who  can’t  argue  is  like  a 
person  who  can’t  chew;  he  swallows  the  facts  of 
life  unprepared  for  digestion.  She  scorns  to  shrink 
from  putting  a  thing  unpleasantly,  does  Frances,  if 
she  thinks  she  can  make  you  understand  better 
that  way;  and  it  must  be  said  for  her  that  she 
always  does  make  you  understand. 

It  will  be  plain  that  Kaye  and  I  looked  with 
much  interest  for  Miss  Walden’s  comment  on  our 
news.  We  could  not  in  the  least  guess  how  she 
would  take  it,  for  it  is  one  thing  to  proclaim  your 
admiration  for  the  institutions  of  a  country  and 
quite  another  to  take  the  product  of  those  institu¬ 
tions  to  your  bosom,  especially  in  female  form. 
Not  that  it  was  easy  to  imagine  Violet  in  Frances’s 
bosom.  I  tried  to  conjure  it  up,  but  one  could  not 
see  it  somehow.  Her  letter,  however,  proved  her 
consistent  beyond  any  of  our  speculations.  Her 
congratulations  were  all  for  Bobs,  her  sympathies 
all  for  the  unknown  Miss  Ham.  “  The  confound¬ 
ing  weakness,”  she  wrote,  “in  the  members  of  a 
democracy  is  that  they  have  ever  a  covetous  eye 
upon  the  baubles  with  which  we  console  ourselves 
for  a  social  theory  so  much  inferior.  Bobs’s  title  is, 
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of  course,  the  toy  these  Hams  seem  willing  to  buy 
so  expensively,  and  very  bored  with  it  the  intelli¬ 
gent  young  lady  you  describe  is  likely  soon  to  be. 
However,  that  is  her  business,  not  ours,  and  I  am 
as  thankful  as  you  are  that  Bobs  is  going  to  get  a 
wife  who  may  possibly  make  something  of  him, 
and  of  the  position,  and  of  the  old  place.  But 
there  is  one  thing  that  unmistakably  is  our 
business,  and  that  is  to  see  that  these  Hams  are 
fully  aware  of  the  nature  of  their  bargain — that 
Cliffenden  is  mortgaged  up  to  the  eaves,  and  if  it 
had  not  come  to  Bobs  through  his  mother,  the  earl 
would  have  sold  it  long  ago.  They  ought  to  be 
exhaustively  informed  about  my  precious  brother, 
and  why  he  prefers  to  live  abroad,  also  the  delight¬ 
ful  connection  they  will  be  making  in  my  eldest 
nephew,  Lord  Compton,  who  has  gone  through  his 
wife’s  fortune  in  precisely  three  years  and  a  half, 
and  has  known  for  a  long  time  that  he  will  never 
see  a  penny  of  mine.  Bobs  himself  has  absolutely 
no  notion  of  the  value  of  money,  and  it  should  be 
mentioned  that — as  you  know,  he  has  twice  been 
got  out  of  Goldstein’s  hands  by  a  relation,  my 
name  need  not  appear.  Heaven  only  knows  how 
far  he  is  dipped  at  this  moment.  The  last  time  I 
thought  very  seriously  of  making  other  arrange¬ 
ments  for  the  future.” 

“  Rubbish,”  said  Kaye — I  was  reading  the  letter 
aloud.  “  She  is  devoted  to  Bobs,  and  never 
dreamed  of  such  a  thing.” 
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"  But  after  the  way  he  behaved  at  Dargai  I  can’t, 
of  course,  do  anything  of  that  kind.  He  is  the  first 
Walden  to  make  his  country  recognise  his  name, 
and  he  won’t  bear  it  always  in  poverty  if  £2500 
a  year  some  day  will  keep  him  out  of  it.  But 
that  isn’t  much,  and  I  have  every  intention  of 
living,  at  least  as  long  as  I  can  bicycle.  Americans 
are  a  large-minded  nation,  and  these  Hams  strike 
me  as  not  at  all  the  people  to  ask  small-minded 
questions.  Bobs  will  tell  the  truth,  of  course,  if  he 
is  asked,  but  he’s  not  likely  to  make  any  revelation 
that  isn’t  required  of  him.  Now  I  am  more  or  less 
sponsor  for  Bobs — I’ve  practically  looked  after  him 
since  he  was  five — and  I  am  particularly  anxious 
that  if  he  brings  an  American  millionairess  into  this 
family,  he  shall  bring  her  with  her  eyes  wide  open.” 

“  I  don’t  think  Frances  need  distress  herself,” 
said  Kaye ;  “  what  Miss  Violet  doesn’t  see  isn’t 
worth  showing  her.” 

“  I  quite  agree  with  you,  but,  my  goodness, 
Kaye,  listen  to  this :  ‘  To  write  these  particulars  to 
Mr.  Jacob  Ham  would,  I  think,  be  laying  too  much 
stress  upon  them,  and  would  also  be  naturally 
resented  by  Bobs’ — I  should  think  so  indeed — 
‘  but  you  who  are  on  the  spot  have  every  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  conveying  them  by  word  of  mouth  with 
just  the  amount  of  emphasis  they  require  and  no 
more.  Will  you  undertake  to  do  this?  Please 
let  me  know — I  shall  be  very  glad  if  I  can  depend 
upon  you.’  ” 
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“We  could  not  possibly,”  I  exclaimed. 

“  Rather  not.” 

“  As  if  we — I  mean  you — were  not  too  much 
involved  as  it  is,”  I  cried. 

“  It’s  absolutely  no  business  of  ours,”  said  013' 
husband,  with  decision ;  “  nor  of  Frances’  either, 
for  the  matter  of  that.  Interfering  old  busybody  ! 
Bobs  is  a  good  enough  chap ;  in  my  opinion  the 
girl  is  doing  very  well  for  herself.  The  old  man 
can  tie  up  the  money  any  way  he  likes  I  suppose.” 

“Well,”  I  said,  as  this  was  accompanied  by  a 
distinctly  abusive  glance,  “  I  didn’t  propose  it, 
please.” 

“You  may  tell  her  that  I  wouldn’t  do  it  for  a 
thousand  pounds,  or  let  you  either.” 

“  If  I  do  that,”  I  said,  “  she  will  certainly  write  to 
Mr.  Ham,  and  he  will  imagine  it’s  a  great  deal 
worse  than  it  is.” 

“  That’s  true,”  said  Kaye ;  “  she  is  perfectly  cap¬ 
able  of  it.” 

“  I  won’t  write  at  all  ”  I  said,  with  an  inspiration, 
“till  the  engagement  is  announced.  It  can’t  be 
long  now.” 

Kaye  looked  dubious,  but  nodded.  “  That  would 
be  safest  certainly,”  he  said.  “You  can  send  her 
messages  in  your  letters  to  mother,  and  always  say 
you  are  writing  by  the  next  mail.” 

I  assented  to  this ;  my  husband  put  on  his  cap 
for  the  river,  and  reached  the  door. 

“Wait  a  minute,”  I  said.  “You  haven’t  heard 
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all  Frances’s  news — where  was  I?  Oh — ‘old  Tilly 
Andrews  in  the  village  has  had  another  severe 
attack  of  lumbago.  Mr.  Ffrench  tells  me  he 
yesterday  married  Jenny,  the  eldest  grand¬ 
daughter,  and  Peter  Gaff,  the  Fieldings’  under¬ 
gardener,  and  there  are  grounds  for  congratulation 
that  it  was  not  to-day.’  Oh,  Kaye,  that  nice,  tidy 
Jenny  Andrews!  And  it’s  old  Tilly’s  fourth 
attack  since  Christmas.  I  wonder  if  she  is  as 
obstinate  as  ever  about  her  medicine.  Your 
mother  had  always  to  give  it  to  her  in  Bovril. 
How  far,  here  in  America,  we  seem  from  the 
village !  ” 

“  A  deuced  long  way,”  replied  Kaye.  “  Tilly 
Andrews  doesn’t  seem  of  much  consequence  over 
here.” 

“  Ah,  well,”  I  said,  “  she  will  assert  herself,  never 
fear,  as  soon  as  we  get  back.” 


CHAPTER  XX 

MY  own  idea  was  that  Verona  and  Val 
Ingham  were  to  go  with  me  into  New  York 
when  that  first  cool  day  came  at  last,  on  which  I 
had  been  promised  a  shopping  expedition.  It  had 
been  proposed  and  arranged  that  way,  and  I  had 
been  looking  forward  immensely  to  having  these 
two  on  my  hands,  as  it  were,  for  the  whole  day, 
enjoying  the  little  drama  of  their  behaviour  to  one 
another,  and  giving  Mr.  Ingham  such  discreet 
opportunities  as  he  would  appreciate  if  I  had  any 
reason  to  suppose  that  he  had  at  last  made  up  his 
mind  to  declare  himself.  I  was  rather  disconcerted 
and  not  particularly  pleased,  to  find  Violet  waiting 
for  me  buttoning  her  gloves  in  the  hall  after  break¬ 
fast  ;  Verona,  she  said,  had  a  headache,  and  would 
she  do  instead  ?  She  was  looking  particularly 
lovely,  in  some  thin  blue  thing  with  white  flowers 
and  black  lines  on  it;  nobody  could  complain  of 
her  as  a  substitute,  and  I  saw  that  even  poor  Val’s 
disappointment  was  tempered  with  admiration  as 
he  regarded  her  from  the  drawing-room  door.  He 
looked  so  little  surprised  at  the  change  that  it 

flashed  upon  me  he  expected  it.  As  Violet  got 
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into  the  dog-cart  to  take  the  reins,  “  I  hope,”  I  said 
to  him,  “  this  doesn’t  mean  that  you  and  Verona 
have  been  misunderstanding  each  other  again.” 

Val  Ingham  smiled.  There  was  patience,  brood¬ 
ing  reminiscence,  and  faint  amusement  in  his  smile. 
“  I  know  nothing  half  so  piquant  as  these  mis¬ 
understandings,”  he  said.  “  They  really  help  you 
to  know  a  girl.” 

“  Didn’t  she  like  the  marked  Tennyson  ?  ”  I 
asked  anxiously. 

“  She  returned  it  to  me — she  said  she  couldn’t 
think  of  depriving  me  of  such  an  old  friend.  I 
would  have  done  better,  I  believe,  to  have  given 
her  a  new  one — an  Edition  de  luxe!' 

“Oh  no!”  I  cried.  “Your  own  copy  that  you 
had  always  carried  and  read  and  been  fond  of — 
much  more  of  a  present  than  a  new  thing  in  vellum 
with  only  the  publisher’s  associations  about  it !  ” 

Val  Ingham  smiled  his  peculiar  smile  again. 
“  I’m  afraid  Miss  Daly  missed  the  precise  flavour 
of  that,”  he  said,  and  we  were  half-way  to  the 
station  before  I  realised  that  there  had  been  in 
what  he  said  just  a  perceptible  criticism  of  Verona’s 
taste. 

Before  long  I  began  to  see  that  however  un¬ 
fortunate  it  might  be  for  the  interests  I  had  so 
much  at  heart,  personally  I  was  not  likely  to  suffer 
from  the  alteration  in  our  party.  Verona,  especi¬ 
ally  with  Val  Ingham,  was  a  complex  creature; 
one  had  to  add  and  subtract  with  her,  and  care- 
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fully  consider  what  she  was  likely  to  mean  by  all 
she  left  unsaid.  It  was  interesting,  but  it  was  a 
species  of  enjoyment  by  itself;  one  rather  wanted 
a  free  mind  for  it  and  an  unimpeded  occasion, 
whereas  we  were  about  to  spend  the  day  among 
the  great  distractions  of  the  city  of  New  York. 
It  was  almost  a  relief,  after  the  tax  Verona  made 
upon  the  imagination,  to  chaperon  a  young  lady 
in  the  society  of  Mr.  Ingham,  about  whose  rela¬ 
tions  with  him  one  had  not  to  think  twice.  Violet 
was  simple  enough  with  everybody — her  cleverness 
was  quite  upon  the  surface,  and  not  concealed 
somewhere  behind  her  glance  like  Verona’s — and 
particularly  so  with  Val  Ingham.  Her  clear  blue 
eyes  rested  upon  his,  when  she  spoke  to  him,  with 
the  most  charming  directness;  they  seemed  almost 
to  say  sometimes,  “  How  delightful  that  there  is 
nothing  between  us  !  ”  It  was  difficult  to  read  the 
response  in  Val’s ;  they  seemed  to  guard  reserve, 
a  neutrality  of  opinion,  but  that  was  all  a  part, 
of  course,  of  his  enigmatic  attitude  toward  women : 
it  would  have  been  absurd  to  pay  any  attention 
to  it.  The  plain  good  fellowship  between  them, 
especially  on  Violet’s  part,  gave  me  a  comfortable 
sense  that  here  there  was  nothing  to  understand, 
nothing  that  I  need  bother  my  head  about.  I 
might  look  out  of  the  windows  freely  and  miss  no 
greater  entertainment.  It  was  odd,  nevertheless, 
to  notice  how  Val  Ingham  let  Violet  take  the 
initiative  in  all  that  was  said,  he  who  so  constantly 
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led  the  way,  capering  to  the  music  of  his  pipe, 
with  Verona.  Violet  quite  commanded  him,  and 
that  explained  itself. 

“We  were  at  school  together,  you  know,”  she 
said  to  me  as  the  train  rushed  along,  “  and 
tremendous  sweethearts  in  those  days,  weren’t 
we,  Val  ?  ” 

“  At  the  age  of  twelve,”  said  Val  to  me,  “  I 
wrote  her  sonnets.  At  least  I  thought  they  were 
sonnets.” 

“  They  were  as  much  sonnets  as  anything,”  de¬ 
clared  Violet,  “  and  I  kept  them  until  I  got  into 
the  Sixth  Reader.  Then  I  allowed  myself  to 
be  persuaded  that  they  wouldn’t  scan.  It  was 
Verona,”  she  went  on  with  a  little  smile,  “who 
persuaded  me.  Now  that  was  odd.” 

“  It  was  odd  !”  I  exclaimed,  but  Val  only  pulled 
his  moustache,  and  looked  at  Violet  in  the  way 
a  man  does  when  he  has  been  frightfully  scored 
off,  and  doesn’t  much  mind. 

“  But  at  twelve,”  continued  Violet,  “  he  was  use¬ 
ful  as  well  as  sentimental.  He  always  carried  my 
school-bag  home  for  me,  and  once  he  kept  off  a 
large  bounding  black  dog.” 

“  Fancy  your  remembering  !  ”  exclaimed  Val 
Ingham,  and  then  to  me  in  a  stage  aside,  “  I 
adored  her.” 

It  was  charming  to  a  degree,  this  gay  rallying, 
unhampered  by  a  particle  of  self-consciousness,  and 
I  reflected  as  the  train  drew  into  the  station,  how 
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admirable  was  the  American  plan  of  educating 
boys  and  girls  together,  that  produced  it.  Here 
were  two  young  people  of  opposite  sexes,  just  at 
the  age  usually  most  full  of  silly  embarrassments, 
able  to  look  back  upon  a  childish  love  affair  with  a 
mutual  tender  ridicule  which  had  nothing  in  the 
world  in  it  for  either  of  them  but  a  piquant  picture, 
a  pretty  jest.  I  resolved  at  the  time  to  ask  Violet 
for  more  particulars  about  the  system  upon  which 
her  early  education  and  Val’s  had  been  conducted, 
but  if  I  did  I  find  that  they  have  escaped  me. 
However,  the  result  is  the  important  thing,  and 
I  can  testify  to  that. 

We  got  almost  immediately  into  an  elevated 
railway  train.  I  was  to  have  my  way  about  all  we 
did,  and  I  chose  that  method  of  getting  to  the 
shopping  quarter  because  it  seemed  the  quietest. 
The  word  quiet  in  New  York  of  course  is  relative; 
in  many  districts  it  could  hardly,  as  a  matter  of 
fact,  make  itself  heard.  The  elevated  railway  is 
not  even  comparatively  quiet — one  doubts  if  any 
successful  American  enterprise  could  be — but  it  is 
at  least  possible  in  using  it  to  think ;  one’s  mind  is 
not  continually  distracted  with  horrid  apprehen¬ 
sions  of  crashing  into  horses  and  over  people. 
And  it  is  always  freshly  quaint  to  watch  the 
turmoil  of  the  plane  of  New  York  with  those 
demon  trams  careering  through  it,  from  a  point 
detached  and  superior.  I  was  glad  to  be  back 
in  the  city  again,  thrilled  and  excited  at  getting 
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another  glimpse  of  the  greatest  variety  entertain¬ 
ment  that  goes  on,  I  think,  in  the  streets  of  the 
world,  Bellevue  was  a  luxurious  interlude,  with 
the  gay  little  incidents  of  every  day  painted  into 
the  widest  canvas  of  blue  sky  and  river,  green 
forest  and  lawn;  but  this  was  the  crowded,  vivid, 
provocative  life  that  seemed  so  to  stir  one’s  nerves 
and  infect  one’s  veins.  Again,  it  seemed  that  the 
people  who  dropped  in  and  out  of  the  cane-backed 
seats  of  the  train  had  so  much  to  say  to  each  other 
and  to  me  that  our  not  being  on  speaking  terms 
was  a  simple  farce.  Such  mobility  of  life  and  eye 
they  had,  such  initiative  and  response  sat  in  their 
faces!  I  looked  at  Val  and  Violet  to  say  some¬ 
thing  about  it,  and  saw  that  they  too,  just  sitting 
there,  were  stimulative  and  pictorial  in  their  own 
manner  and  degree.  One  cannot  expect  the 
characters  in  a  story  to  see  how  interesting  it  is, 
still  less  to  exclaim  upon  it,  so  I  said  nothing. 

I  set  down  the  conductor  of  that  train  as  the 
type  I  should  remember  of  all  New  York’s  harried 
public  officials.  He  was  pale,  with  a  square  face 
and  a  black  moustache  under  the  company’s  cap. 
He  came  to  the  door  of  the  train  every  two  or 
three  minutes  to  shout  to  us  the  name  of  the 
approaching  station,  and  he  was  too  tired  even  to 
open  the  whole  of  his  mouth  to  do  it.  He  used 
only  one  corner,  and  as  little  of  that  as  possible ; 
the  marvel  was  that  the  stentorian  sound  could  get 
through  the  hole  he  made  to  let  it  out.  He  was 
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the  weariest  seeming  human  being  I  ever  saw,  and 
one  of  the  most  alert;  he  looked  so  bored  and 
sophisticated  that  if  he  had  not  been  conducting 
an  elevated  train  he  might  have  been  doing  the 
same  thing  for  an  Alhambra  orchestra.  He  was 
plainly  what  we  call  in  England  above  his  work ;  I 
wondered  much  to  what,  at  this  temporary  cost 
and  degradation,  he  meant  to  attain.  He  had 
certainly  no  look — these  people  never  have  in 
America — of  being  thankful  for  his  job  and  mean¬ 
ing  to  stick  to  it ;  to  say  that  he  was  contemptuous 
of  the  travelling  public  is  not  to  express  it  at  all ; 
he  regarded  them  as  he  twisted  the  turnstile  that 
let  them  in  and  out  as  so  much  moving  matter. 
His  expression  never  charged  itself  with  a  spark  of 
interest  as  his  glance  fell  on  any  one  of  them.  He 
was  blankly  impersonal,  that  man,  wonderfully 
withdrawn ;  his  only  visible  relation  was  with  the 
turnstile.  When  we  descended  the  steps  into  the 
street  the  first  thing  I  saw  reminded  me  that  the 
policemen  of  New  York  are  not  like  this.  The 
policemen  look  happy  and  satisfied  and  good- 
natured.  They  might  be  continually  reflecting 
upon  how  much  better  paid  a  thing  it  is  to  be 
a  policeman  in  New  York  than  in  Dublin,  for 
example.  They  wear  on  their  beat  nice  comfort¬ 
able  dark  blue  pyjamas  with  brass  buttons,  but 
these  have  not  at  all  the  appearance  of  being  slept 
in,  and  are  no  doubt  changed  at  night.  They  are 
most  obliging;  the  thing  I  noticed  was  a  kind 
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service.  A  passer-by  had  lost  his  collar  button 
down  the  back  of  his  neck ;  a  policeman  fished  it 
out  and  fastened  it  in  for  him.  I  paused  and 
watched  the  operation  through :  it  gave  me  a  new 
sense  of  the  brotherhood  of  man. 

We  went  straight  to  the  shop  where  it  was  a 
bargain  day.  It  was  a  well-known  shop,  and  I 
noticed  that  Violet  and  Val  Ingham  mentioned  the 
name  of  the  proprietor  with  respect.  So  big  and 
successful  a  shop,  where  it  was  possible  to  offer 
such  extraordinary  bargains  and  yet  make  money, 
seemed  to  command  that  feeling  for  its  pioneer. 
In  England  I  fear  we  reserve  our  consideration 
until  he  has  stopped  selling  lace  edging  at  three¬ 
pence  three-farthings  a  packet,  and  bought  a  place 
in  the  country  and  restored  the  parish  church;  but 
there  seems  to  be  no  premium  of  that  kind  upon 
retirement  from  business  in  America.  You  may 
go  on  advertising  bargain  days  all  your  life  without 
any  loss  to  your  dignity,  and  as  there  is  no  country 
to  retire  into  and  none  of  the  parish  churches  need 
restoring,  people  naturally  do. 

Val  Ingham  and  Violet  said  that  here  I  would 
see  a  crowd,  and  Val  warned  me  seriously  against 
certain  counters  where  he  seemed  to  think  one 
would  be  in  personal  danger  from  American  ladies 
anxious  to  get  the  very  pick  of  the  bargains.  I 
said  I  was  sure  they  wouldn’t  hurt  a  poor  foreigner, 
and  Violet  mentioned  that  an  unfortunate  French¬ 
woman  had  had  a  steel-pointed  parasol  poked 
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through  the  drum  of  her  ear  in  this  very  store  the 
week  before.  So  I  was  a  little  careful.  I  skirted 
the  edge  of  the  thickest  crowds  and  kept  my  eye 
open  for  ladies  who  looked  capable  of  using  a 
parasol  in  that  fashion.  I  was  not  ill-used  in  any 
way  ;  indeed,  I  have  to  acknowledge  being  treated 
with  care.  I  was  standing  in  a  door  and  a  little 
woman  in  a  hurry  behind  me  took  firm  hold  of 
both  my  elbows  and  placed  me  out  of  her  way. 
She  was  quite  a  little  woman,  in  brown,  with  jet  on 
her  bonnet.  It  was  much  better  than  knocking 
one  down.  But  if  all  Americans  take  such  a 
summary  way  with  the  obstacles  in  their  path  one 
doesn’t  wonder  that  they  get  on.  I  saw  nothing 
more  violent  than  this  happen  to  anybody,  but 
there  was  certainly  an  extraordinary  urgency 
among  the  crowd  of  ladies  who  surged  about  the 
departments  and  made  little  dashes  from  one 
counter  to  another,  or  rapid  expeditions  to  the 
elevator.  The  very  spirit  of  speed  seemed  to  be 
generated  in  the  feet  of  these  ladies,  to  mount  all 
through  them  and  come  out  again,  like  an  electric 
current,  in  their  quick  glances.  I  could  not  even 
think  fast  enough  to  compete ;  two  or  three 
articles  which  I  am  almost  sure  I  would  have 
bought  in  the  end  were  snapped  up  while  I  was 
considering  them.  I  could  not  keep  up  properly 
even  with  Val  and  Violet,  though  they  were  doing 
their  best  to  lag  in  my  company.  I  had  no  way 
of  drawing  on  my  nerve  force  at  such  a  rate ;  these 
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ladies  spent  enough  upon  a  single  step  to  carry  me 
down  a  street. 

“  This  is  really  cheap,”  said  Violet.  “  That  is 
simply  dinky-dink,”  said  Val.  I  do  not  know 
which  surprised  me  most,  that  a  daughter  of 
millions  should  notice  the  remarkable  value  in  an 
oxydised  silver  button-hook  marked  fifteen  cents, 
or  that  an  athletic  young  man  should  point  out 
the  charm  of  alternate  black  dots  and  lines  on  a 
blouse. 

“  I  don’t  much  care  for  puce,”  said  I. 

“  What’s  puce  ?  ”  asked  Violet.  “  Something 
Queen  Elizabeth  wore  ?  ” 

“  I  should  call  it  heliotrope,”  remarked  Mr. 
Ingham.  “  With  that  hint  of  gold  in  your  hair  you 
ought  to  wear  it  perfectly.” 

“  It’s  more  than  a  hint,”  declared  Violet.  “  It’s 
like  the  most  precious  of  old  Japanese  bronze,  gold 
glinting  all  through  it.  And  I  should  simply  love 
to  see  you  in  puce,  or  whatever  you  and  Robert 
Herrick  call  it.” 

Of  course  I  bought  the  blouse,  but  what  struck 
me  about  the  incident  was  the  curious  difference 
between  Violet  and  Verona  in  the  matter  of  Val 
Ingham’s  little  compliment  to  me.  Val  was  very 
pretty  with  them,  he  nearly  always  had  one  ready, 
if  the  occasion  fitted ;  and  though  everybody  knows 
that  such  phrases  to  a  married  woman  have  no 
more  significance  than  blown  rose  leaves  on  a 
breeze,  I  naturally  liked  him  none  the  worse  for  it. 
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But  Verona,  if  she  happened  to  be  with  us,  would 
either  turn  her  head  away  and  pretend  not  to 
hear,  or  look  at  me  as  much  as  to  say,  “  How  can 
you  allow  him  to  do  it !  ”  I  thought  it  really 
rather  stupid  of  her.  Violet,  on  the  other  hand, 
seemed  perfectly  to  understand.  Verona,  as  Val 
Ingham  had  said  a  few  weeks  before,  may  have 
been  more  subtle  in  her  divinations,  but  I  think 
Violet  had  the  broader  intelligence, 


CHAPTER  XXI 


I  OBTAINED  a  tremendous  number  of  bargains, 
going  from  one  teeming  shop  to  another ;  in 
the  joy  of  acquiring  them  I  entirely  forgot  the 
few  things  I  really  wanted.  Violet,  in  spite  of  her 
appreciation  of  small  prices,  bought  nothing;  she 
declared  that  she  had  quite  as  much  as  she  wanted 
to  do  to  make  up  my  mind,  she  had  no  time  what¬ 
ever  for  her  own.  That,  I  imagine,  was  only  her 
kind  way  of  putting  it;  her  custom  of  purchase, 
I  am  sure,  lay  above  and  beyond  bargains.  She 
would  never  be  definite  about  the  prices  of  her 
things — they  were  probably  fabulous — but  now  and 
then  she  let  fall  a  French  name  that  sounded  very 
expensive,  and  once  or  twice  in  my  most  excited 
moments  I  caught  her  looking  bored.  Violet  never 
showed  it,  but  I  believe  rich  Americans  have  a 
kind  of  contempt  for  cheapness  that  one  seldom 
hears  in  England.  “  I  guess  it  cost  you  as  much 
as  thirteen  cents  at  Wanamaker’s  !  ”  said  Verona  in 
derision  at  a  plaid  neck-tie  Val  Ingham  had  on. 
“  All  on  this  counter,  thirty-nine  cents  !  ”  remarked 
Val  Ingham  of  a  pink  cotton  shirt  Kaye  was 
wearing.  “  Look  here,  old  man,  you  shouldn’t  go 
spending  all  your  money  at  once  that  way !  ” 
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Once  afterwards,  at  Burroughs,  I  jeered  Frances 
about  an  imitation  tortoise-shell  comb.  “  Eleven¬ 
pence  three  -  farthings,  wasn’t  it,  at  William 
Whiteley’s ? ”  “No,  indeed!”  said  she.  “It  was 
one  and  a-ha’penny,  and  if  you  knew  they  were 
to  be  had  at  Whiteley’s  for  elevenpence  three- 
farthings,  I’d  have  thanked  you  to  mention  it 
sooner.” 

It  must  come  of  great  sophistication,  this  superi¬ 
ority  to  the  bargains  of  New  York,  almost  in¬ 
credible  to  the  stranger.  Many  of  them  invented, 
on  the  spot,  the  dainty  want  they  supplied.  These 
were  the  most  irresistible,  it  was  so  charming  to 
add  another  to  the  long  list  of  requirements  with 
which  we  divert  our  longer  lives.  Every  one  of 
them,  even  the  most  shop-worn  and  turned-over, 
had  a  quality  which  one  must  call  distinction, 
though  it  is  too  big  a  word,  a  quality  of  its  own 
which  forbade  the  idea  that  somewhere  put  away 
in  boxes  there  were  hundreds  of  dozens  like  it. 
At  home  we  import  this  quality  from  Paris,  or 
imagine  it  expensively  in  the  designing  rooms  of 
smart  establishments;  over  there  it  is  translated 
into  cheapness,  and  is  within  reach  of  everybody. 
Indeed,  nobody  will  look  at  things  that  haven’t  got 
it.  I  felt  in  the  shops  of  New  York  as  if  I  had 
bought  nothing  all  my  life  but  longcloth  and 
housemaids’  caps,  and  I  quite  longed  to  have 
Frances  with  me  to  educate  her  taste  a  little. 
As  Frances,  with  twenty-five  hundred  a  year  to 
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spend,  has  worn  nothing  but  coats  and  skirts  in 
the  day-time  within  the  memory  of  man,  however, 
I  daresay  it  would  not  have  been  of  much  use. 
The  coat  and  skirt  has  become  stereotyped  into  a 
principle  with  Frances,  and  when  that  happens 
nobody  can  do  anything. 

I  know  I  did  dawdle  frightfully.  Kaye  would 
not  have  put  up  with  it  for  an  instant.  One  could 
admire  by  contrast  the  potential  American  husband 
in  Mr.  Valentine  Ingham,  who  would  lean  a 
patient  elbow  and  fix  a  sympathetic  eye  upon  a 
notion-counter  for  ten  minutes  at  a  time.  Within 
an  hour’s  drive  of  Burroughs  what  wives  I  could 
have  found  for  Val  Ingham !  But,  on  second 
thoughts,  none  of  them  would  have  understood 
him  like  Verona,  before  he  spoke,  or  always  im¬ 
mediately  after,  and  I  couldn’t  think  of  a  single 
Omarian  among  them — I  daresay  none  of  them 
would  have  answered.  And  what  wives  he  had 
at  the  length  of  a  glance,  what  a  company  surged 
about  him,  trim  and  charming  creatures,  each 
with  her  vivid  purpose  in  her  eye,  hastening  grace¬ 
fully  about  her  business,  and  taking,  I  am  bound 
to  say,  not  the  slightest  notice  of  him !  I  positively 
pitied  the  youth  of  the  country  for  his  bewilder¬ 
ment  in  throwing  the  handkerchief  in  such  a 
multitude.  And  they  nearly  all  had  interesting 
faces,  any  one  of  them  might  have  been  an 
Omarian.  Indeed,  I  am  not  sure  that  some  of  the 
young  women  behind  the  counters  weren’t,  they 
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did  their  hair  so  beautifully  and  looked  so  full  of 
ideals.  It  was  the  way  they  did  their  hair  that 
constituted  their  chief  difference  from  the  same 
young  women  of  Great  Britain.  Such  persons  at 
home  either  wear  it  in  untidy  wisps  or  in  mag¬ 
nificent  frizzled  exaggerations  of  the  prevailing 
fashions;  there  is  no  mistaking  the  type.  But  I 
am  not  sure  that  I  should  know  a  shop  girl  of 
New  York  on  Sunday  or  Bank  Holiday  if  I  met 
her  strolling  in  Central  Park,  unless  she  were 
chewing  gum.  I  noticed  that  a  great  many  of 
them  did  that,  even  the  most  thoughtful. 

A  consuming  thirst  is  abroad  in  New  York 
which  never  troubles  one  in  town ;  it  may  be  the 
excitement,  or  it  may  be  the  climate.  When  I 
complained  of  it,  Mr.  Valentine  Ingham  at  once 
took  us,  of  all  places  in  the  world,  to  the  nearest 
chemist’s  shop.  When  he  asked  me  what  I  would 
have,  I  said  I  thought  a  little  magnesia  would  be 
cooling,  at  which  he  and  Violet  and  the  chemist 
all  laughed  together,  and  Val  explained  that 
American  drug  stores  were  good  for  something 
better  than  that. 

“  In  this  city,  it’s  a  pretty  unenterprising  druggist,” 
said  Mr.  Ingham,  “that  can’t  give  you  a  chocolate 
soda.”  That  is  what  he  and  Violet  had,  chocolate 
sodas,  an  hour  before  lunch !  Anxious  as  I  was  to 
add  to  my  American  experiences,  I  was  afraid 
to  go  so  far.  I  had  some  delicious,  cold,  fizzy  stuff, 
which  also  came  out  of  a  silver-plated  tap  in  the 
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counter,  and  was  called  orange  phosphates,  and 
why  it  did  not  make  me  very  ill  at  that  hour  of 
the  morning  is  more  than  I  can  imagine — I  suppose 
it  was  the  phosphates.  Americans,  by  the  way, 
are  very  fond  of  phosphates ;  they  put  them  into 
all  sorts  of  sweet  drinks,  whether  to  soothe  their 
nerves  or  to  enable  them  to  take  more  chocolate 
sodas  I  don’t  know.  Val  Ingham  said  it  was  used 
freely  in  porridge  by  the  poor  and  in  puddings  by 
persons  of  the  better  class;  but  I  did  not  always 
find  Mr.  Ingham  reliable  in  statements  of  this  kind. 

We  were  to  lunch  with  Mr.  Ham  at  two.  This 
I  understood  to  be  no  particular  favour  on  our 
part,  but  a  great  concession  on  his.  None  of  us 
represented  to  Mr.  Ham  any  transaction  which 
could  be  put  through  at  lunch ;  the  cutlets  and  the 
time  he  gave  to  us  would  be  quite  unprofitably 
consumed.  Mr.  Ham’s  time  at  office  was  one  of 
the  few  things  spoken  of  respectfully  at  Bellevue. 
(Americans  are  flippant,  there  is  no  doubt  about 
that.  They  never  called  their  late  President  any¬ 
thing  but  “  Mac,”  and  one  of  the  jokes  of  the  summer 
was,  “  What  did  the  horse  say  when  they  clipped 
his  tail  ? — ‘  Remember  the  Maine.’  ”  I  have  de¬ 
scribed  Violet’s  attitude  towards  English  rank ;  it 
was  typical.  I  don’t  believe  you  could  gather  up 
enough  deference  in  that  household  to  treat  a 
country  squire  properly.)  But,  as  I  say,  Mr.  Ham’s 
time  was  an  exception.  It  was  regarded  as  a  kind 
of  sacred  thing,  and  when  he  brought  home  the 
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rare  account  of  an  intrusive  visitor,  one  would 
think  the  creature  had  profaned  a  holy  temple 
and  assaulted  its  high  priest.  Mr.  Ham  at  home, 
that  is  detached  from  the  market  value  of  his  time, 
was  just  a  little  dried-up  man,  who  loved  buck¬ 
wheat  cakes  and  could  not  eat  them  because  his 
digestion  was  gone.  Mr.  Ham  at  office  was  the 
custodian  of  his  time,  a  thing  he  had  the  power  to 
transmute  into  dollars  and  dollars,  just  shut  up 
with  it  at  a  revolving  desk  in  an  inside  room. 
Nobody  would  interfere  with  this  process  lightly, 
it  was  a  kind  of  thing  to  be  encouraged,  a  magic 
to  be  left  to  work  under  the  most  favourable 
conditions.  At  Bellevue  they  were  content  to  add 
up  the  results,  and  try  to  invent  substitutes  for 
buckwheat  cakes  which  would  be  just  as  attractive 
and  which  would  not  increase  the  acidity  of  pa’s 
poor  stomach. 

We  had  spent  the  whole  morning  in  elevators, 
rising  and  sinking  perpetually  from  floor  to  floor. 
We  went  up  again,  very  far,  in  search  of  Mr.  Ham; 
he  seemed  as  inaccessible  as  architects  could  make 
him ;  and  while  we  sat  waiting  for  him  in  an  outer 
room,  I  saw  through  the  window  other  swift 
ascents  and  descents,  dark  against  the  dazzling 
white  wall  of  a  building  higher  still.  It  was  only 
the  shadow  of  smoke  from  a  neighbouring  chimney 
going  up  and  down,  but  it  gave  one  the  dizzy  idea 
that  in  New  York  all  transit  was  vertical,  that  the 
point  you  wanted  to  attain  invariably  overhung 
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you  somewhere  in  the  air,  a  city  of  Jacks  of  the 
Beanstalk.  Presently  we  secured  Mr.  Ham.  He 
came  out  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and  to  one 
of  the  elbows  he  thus  protruded  clung  another  man, 
whose  attitude,  persistent  and  affectionate,  sug¬ 
gested  that  he  hadn’t  yet  got  what  he  wanted. 
He  dropped  it,  however,  the  elbow  I  mean,  like  a 
hot  coal  when  Mr.  Ham  very  simply  looked  at  his 
watch.  “You  can’t  pull  any  time  on  me!”  he 
said,  and  took  himself  off.  A  quaint  expression, 
which  meant,  I  am  afraid,  that  his  feelings  were 
rather  hurt. 

We  sank  again  with  Mr.  Ham,  and  then  rose 
with  him  in  a  higher  flight  than  ever  in  search  of 
luncheon.  We  were  to  have  it,  at  his  suggestion,  on 
a  roof — I  think  New  Yorkers  like  to  show  you  how 
eccentric  they  can  be.  I  asked  if  it  wouldn’t  be 
windy,  but  Mr.  Ham  said  he  guessed  we  could 
keep  our  seats.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  we  were  com¬ 
pletely  sheltered  by  awnings,  above  which,  I  have 
no  doubt,  fluttered  the  American  flag,  and  it  was 
no  more  than  fresh  and  pleasant.  The  oddness  of 
it  quite  took  my  fancy,  doing  such  an  ordinary 
thing  as  lunching  in  a  place  so  extraordinary,  a 
point  so  superior  even  to  the  tall  city  that  stood 
below,  sharp  in  the  sunlight  with  its  blue  harbour 
on  the  horizon.  The  greatest  pleasure  in  life  it 
seems  to  me  is  doing  things  differently ;  why  we 
go  on  and  on  the  way  we  do  in  England  is  more 
than  I  can  conceive. 
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Mr.  Ham  carefully  explained  to  us  in  the  elevator 
that  this  was  not  a  fashionable  resort  but  a  “  regular 
down-town  place.”  My  heart  warmed  to  the  silk 
hats,  so  like  dear  old  London,  and  I  noticed  that 
there  were  about  as  few  ladies  as  there  would 
be  in  a  City  restaurant  at  lunch-time.  The  men 
had  the  universal  City  look,  the  tenseness  and  the 
essential  sophistication,  but  they  wore  their  finance 
with  a  difference,  a  kind  of  debonair  that  one  doesn’t 
see  in  Leadenhall  Street.  There  were  a  great 
many  white  moustaches  and  pink  chops  and  promi¬ 
nent  waistcoats  among  them,  but  nothing  in  the 
least  uniform  in  the  way  they  took  their  places  and 
talked  and  gave  their  orders  or  read  the  papers. 
One  of  them  in  a  beard  and  a  long  black  coat 
might  have  been  a  Nonconformist  minister,  another 
a  dandy  from  the  Bois.  They  all  had  the  look  of 
dealing  in  money,  but  their  goddess  seemed  a 
volatile  creature,  there  was  nothing  settled  in  their 
ways.  I  suppose  being  Americans  there  never 
will  be.  And  I  missed  the  clerk  from  among 
them,  at  least  he  was  not  wearing  paper  over  his 
cuffs,  to  save  the  washing,  as  he  does  at  home. 
But  perhaps  these  persons  in  America  cannot 
afford  to  lunch  at  such  an  elevation. 

A  great  many  people  looked  at  Mr.  Ham  as  if 
they  recognised  him,  and  you  could  see  by  the 
way  he  held  his  head  and  fiddled  with  the  salt¬ 
cellars  and  things  that  he  was  aware  of  it.  He 
did  not  seem  to  resent  the  public  stare  or  even 
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particularly  to  dislike  it,  but  his  manner  was  de¬ 
precating  ;  he  had  the  air  of  being  rather  ashamed 
of  his  importance.  I  have  dined  in  public  with 
only  one  other  notability,  our  own  member  for 
Cobbhampton.  How  differently  he  received  the 
respectful  glances  of  persons  unknown  to  him — 
how  he  seemed  to  feel  and  acknowledge  the  pro¬ 
priety  of  them.  “  Nature,”  he  seemed  to  say,  “  has 
created  me  for  this  eminence.  It  will  not  be  my 
fault  if  I  do  not  adorn  it.”  Mr.  Ham,  who  was 
really  in  his  own  way  even  more  of  a  celebrity, 
looked  rather  as  if  he  would  like  to  apologise  for 
it,  and  tell  everybody  it  was  not  his  fault  that  he 
was  of  more  consequence  than  other  people.  I 
suppose  it  is  the  effect  of  republican  institutions  on 
the  conscience,  but  I  wished  he  wouldn’t — it  took 
away  half  the  pleasure  of  being  seen  with  him. 

I  must  say  for  Mr.  Ham,  that  he  laid  himself 
out  to  entertain  us.  I  suppose  he  thought  that 
while  he  was  doing  it  he  might  as  well  be  agree¬ 
able — there  was  practically  no  more  money  to  be 
lost  that  way  than  any  other,  though  it  might  take 
a  little  longer.  He  pointed  out  other  celebrities,  or 
their  relatives,  and  told  stories  about  them.  He 
quite  took  the  reins  into  his  own  hands;  he  was 
a  great  deal  more  at  home  than  in  his  country 
house ;  we  had  only  to  listen.  The  celebrities  were 
generally  people  who  had  made  a  great  deal  of 
money  in  the  profession  of  alderman  or  in  some 
other  branch  of  public  usefulness,  and  Mr.  Ham’s 
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smile  was  a  kind  of  qualified  tribute  to  them.  One 
of  the  stories  was  about  a  person,  I  think  his  name 
was  Fisk,  and  Mr.  Ham  was  surprised  that  I  had 
never  heard  of  him — I  had  to  explain  that  I  lived 
in  the  country.  Somebody  applied  to  Mr.  Fisk  for 
a  subscription  to  mend  the  paling  round  the  parish 
graveyard,  and  he  refused  because,  he  said,  “No¬ 
body  who  was  in  could  ever  get  out,  and  nobody 
who  was  out  wanted  to  get  in.”  Somebody  else 
it  seemed  once  asked  this  same  Mr.  Fisk  whether 
his  father  would  tell  a  lie  for  two  cents — a  most 
extraordinary  interrogation.  Mr.  Fisk  said,  “  Cer¬ 
tainly  not,”  which  is  what  one  would  expect  him 
to  say,  but  it  seems  he  felt  compelled  to  add,  “  But 
he  might  tell  three  for  a  quarter.”  Mr.  Fisk  must 
have  been  a  very  conscientious  man;  few  sons 
would  make  such  an  admission  about  their  father, 
however  true  it  might  have  been.  That  was  the 
kind  of  story  Mr.  Ham  told.  Val  Ingham  found 
them  very  funny,  and  I  found  them  as  funny  as  I 
could.  Violet  must  have  heard  most  of  them 
before,  but  she  encouraged  her  father  with  much 
gaiety.  It  was  a  little  as  if  Mr.  Ham  were  en¬ 
joying  a  holiday  which  his  daughter  was  indul¬ 
gently  giving  him,  yet  I  saw  as  I  never  had  before 
how  perfect  was  the  understanding  between  Mr. 
Ham  and  his  daughter.  He  left  a  great  deal  to 
her,  even  the  ordering  of  the  wines ;  it  was  plain 
that  his  confidence  in  her  was  complete.  Some 
mention  of  Bobs  was  made  at  which  I  detected  a 
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glance  between  the  two  that  showed  them  most 
sympathetic.  I  was  glad  to  think  that  there  was 
likely  to  be  no  obduracy  on  the  part  of  the  old 
gentleman,  and  already  I  made  allowance  for  some 
of  his  little  ways  as  a  prospective  connection. 

We  went  home  by  an  earlier  train  than  Mr. 
Ham,  who  had  to  stay  behind  to  see  the  man  he 
should  have  seen  at  luncheon.  We  found  Kaye, 
who  had  started  early  on  an  all-day  expedition  on 
foot,  in  order  to  be  well  out  of  the  way  of  Bobs 
and  Violet,  newly  returned,  and  extremely  cross. 
Bobs  had  taken  Verona  out  in  the  boat  for  her 
headache,  and  it  did  not  improve  my  husband’s 
temper  that  we  had  to  wait  dinner  for  them. 


CHAPTER  XXII 

IF  I  wanted  an  illustration  of  how  fast  the 
Americans  are  growing  and  changing  I  would 
not  look  for  it  farther  than  the  Ham  family.  I 
have  mentioned  before  how  difficult  it  was  to  see 
anything  of  Mr.  or  Mrs.  Ham,  and  if  I  speak  of  it 
again  it  is  by  way  of  apology,  for  it  does  seem 
almost  discourteous  that  in  writing  of  their  so 
lavish  hospitality  a  guest  should  find  so  little  to 
say  about  them.  The  fact  was  that  they  and  their 
daughter  belonged  to  different  periods,  different 
parties,  almost  to  different  classes.  The  thing  that 
made  this  only  peculiar  and  saved  it  from  being 
pathetic  was  their  complete  realisation  of  it  and 
satisfied  acquiescence  in  it.  They  were  quite  con¬ 
tent  to  be  as  they  were,  and  quite  pleased  to  have 
Violet  as  she  was :  they  were  wonderfully  unexact¬ 
ing  and  liberal  in  their  recognition  of  the  difference 
between  her  “  bringing  up  ”  and  theirs,  and  not  in 
the  least  jealous  of  the  large  share  of  her  that  was 
absorbed  by  people  and  interests  quite  outside 
their  lives.  She  was  travelled  and  modern,  they 
were  provincial  and  narrow;  she  had  a  hundred 
tastes  that  they  could  only  pay  for  without  sharing 
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and  they  did  not  mind.  I  think  part  of  this  was 
due  to  the  real  American  complacence  and  self- 
satisfaction  bred  of  the  Declaration  of  Independ¬ 
ence  and  other  early  colonial  demonstrations  which 
you  only  find  in  its  perfection  now  in  rather  middle- 
aged  and  old-fashioned  people;  the  younger  ones 
have  a  wider  world  and  move  more  diffidently  in 
it.  Whatever  it  was  it  made  them  model  parents 
from  the  point  of  view  of  filial  convenience.  Mrs. 
Ham  asserted  herself  exclusively  in  the  house¬ 
keeping,  and  Mr.  Ham  only  if  anybody  wanted  to 
trample  on  Jake.  But  it  took  us  some  little  time 
to  become  accustomed  to  it,  and  to  realise  that 
between  the  pleasures  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ham  and 
Miss  Violet  Ham  there  was  a  great  gulf  fixed, 
which  no  polite  entreaty  on  our  part  could  possibly 
bridge.  After  a  while  we  stopped  trying,  but  it 
was  not,  I  fear,  until  Mrs.  Ham  had  been  seriously 
annoyed  by  our  importunity.  We  began  presently 
to  be  very  gay.  A  leader  of  society — the  Hams 
were  not  leaders  of  society,  though  Violet,  of 
course,  would  be  when  she  married — came  into  the 
neighbourhood  and  set  everything  going,  coaching 
parties,  yachting  parties,  garden  parties,  dances, 
picnics.  They  gave  one  a  delightful  opportunity 
of  observing  New  York  manners  and  New  York 
clothes,  and  I  must  say  I  thought  them  both  much 
too  charming  to  be  wasted  on  the  banks  of  a  some¬ 
what  uninteresting  river  flowing  through  the  wilds  of 
North  America.  There  is  no  use  in  saying  that  New 
16 
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Yorkers  of  a  certain  class  are  more  vivid,  more  witty, 
and  more  sympathetic  than  Londoners  of  the  corre¬ 
sponding  class — one  must  know  them  at  home  to 
understand  just  what  particular  quality  of  vividness 
and  wit  and  sympathy  they  have.  I  rejoiced  in  it 
very  much,  as  all  foreigners  do  who  have  any  in¬ 
telligence  at  all,  but  I  could  no  more  reproduce  it 
than  I  could  reproduce  the  scent  of  a  flower  or  the 
song  of  a — well,  of  a  cicada.  It  is  something  quite 
personal  and  undetachable,  connected  in  some  way 
perhaps  with  vast  incomes  and  wide  bright  spaces 
and  irresponsibility  for  the  government  of  a  country. 
We  have  nothing  like  it  in  England,  where  serious 
duties  sit  upon  serious  men  even  in  society,  but  it 
is  the  most  delightful  of  republican  products  to 
encounter.  Cleverness  reserves  itself  at  home  for 
dinners,  nobody  seems  to  think  it  suitable  or  worth 
while  to  be  amusing  at  garden  parties ;  even 
celebrities  walk  about  in  the  dullest  manner;  but 
over  there  the  talk  was  as  gay  and  original  as  the 
frocks  that  trailed  across  the  lawns;  there  were 
flashes  round  the  refreshment  tables  and  corusca¬ 
tions  under  the  trees.  A  kind  of  concentrated 
essence  and  flavour  about  the  things  that  were 
said  made  one  feel,  I  must  say,  dreadfully  un¬ 
sophisticated.  Even  in  town,  people  have  common¬ 
place  interludes  in  which  they  talk  about  Mr. 
Chamberlain’s  last  indiscretions,  or  the  troubles 
in  Senegambia,  or  the  drop  in  Consols,  and  these 
are  restful  because  one  never  is  expected  to  really 
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understand;  but  it  seemed  to  me  that  the  New 
Yorkers  were  always  playing  round  their  artificial 
lakes  and  grottoes,  with  ideas  and  abstractions ;  as 
Kaye  remarked,  there  was  no  let  up  to  it,  and  I 
won’t  say  that  in  the  long-run  we  didn’t  find  it  a 
trifle  fatiguing.  But  it  carried  one  along,  one  felt 
quite  clever  too  at  the  time,  though  afterwards, 
when  one  got  one’s  breath  as  it  were,  it  was  difficult 
to  see  exactly  why. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ham  would  not  be  enticed  to  any 
of  these  functions.  So  far  as  I  could  see,  Mrs.  Ham’s 
principal  relaxation  was  to  sit  in  a  rocking-chair  in 
a  shady  corner  of  the  verandah  commanding  the 
river,  with  The  Christian  Union  or  a  bit  of  plain 
sewing;  and  this  she  preferred  to  do  when  we  had 
all  gone  off  somewhere  leaving  her  in  sole  posses¬ 
sion.  If  it  had  not  been  for  Henry  Bird  I  would 
really  hardly  feel  that  I  had  made  her  acquaintance. 
But  Henry  Bird  wanted  a  place,  Frances  mentioned 
that  he  did,  and  the  Hams  about  the  same  time 
decided  that  they  wanted  a  butler.  Violet  had 
said  that  there  was  never  any  real  repose  in  a 
house  without  a  butler,  which  is  quite  true  when 
one  comes  to  think  of  it,  women-servants  look  so 
constantly  prepared  to  give  notice.  I  fancy  she 
had  to  say  it  a  good  many  times  before  she  con¬ 
vinced  Mrs.  Ham,  but  at  last  she  did  convince 
her,  and  it  was  decided  finally  that  it  would  be 
best  to  get  one  out  from  home — I  mean  from 
England. 


238  THOSE  DELIGHTFUL  AMERICANS 


“  Always  import  direct,”  said  Mr.  Ham,  “  it  saves 
expense  in  the  end.” 

“  The  sound,  old-fashioned  article,”  said  Violet, 
“cannot  be  had  in  New  York.  It  deteriorates  in 
this  climate.” 

“  He  couldn’t  be  more  incompetent  than  Eliza¬ 
beth,”  said  Mrs.  Ham,  “  if  he  came  from  the  South 
Sea  Islands.” 

After  the  matter  had  been  fully  and  thoroughly 
discussed,  I  suggested  Henry  Bird.  I  waited  till 
then,  and  did  it  diffidently,  because  it  is  often  un¬ 
satisfactory  enough  to  have  recommended  a  servant 
from  the  next  parish,  and  I  trembled  at  the  respon¬ 
sibility  involved  in  getting  Henry  Bird  a  situation 
on  the  other  side  of  the  Atlantic.  But  Mrs.  Ham 
seemed  to  think  it  quite  providential. 

“  It  would  be  such  a  blessing  to  know  something 
about  him,”  said  she,  “a  person  coming  into  the 
house  like  that.” 

“We  should  get  him  with  what  you  dear 
Britishers  call  a  ‘  character,’  ”  said  Violet. 

“  Oh,  I  couldn’t  give  Henry  Bird  a  character !  ” 
I  exclaimed  with  alarm.  “  I  hardly  know  anything 
about  him — only  that  Colonel  Maxwell  is  dead. 
He  lived  near  us  in  the  country,  you  know,  and 
Bird  has  been  with  him  ever  since  I  can  remember 
— for  seven  or  eight  years  anyway.  The  man 
always  looked  a  good  servant,  and  I  never  heard 
anything  against  him,  but  whether  Colonel  Max¬ 
well  would  have  recommended  him  or  not,  of  course 
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I  can’t  say.  He  was  a  bachelor,  and  not  very 
particular  I  daresay  about  his  plate — I  wish  I  had 
noticed  when  I  dined  there  last ;  it’s  so  important, 
isn’t  it?  but,  of  course,  I  didn’t.” 

“  Never  mind,”  said  Violet  soothingly,  “  we’ll  try 
and  be  satisfied  with  the  fact  that  he  lived  with 
Colonel  Maxwell  seven  or  eight  years  and  gave  no 
ground  for  complaint.  We  would  prefer,  of  course, 
to  hear  that  Colonel  Maxwell  had  left  him  a  legacy. 
You  couldn’t  assure  us  of  that?” 

“  It’s  quite  possible,”  I  said,  “  but  Frances  didn’t 
mention  it.” 

“  Oh,  well,  we  can  ask  him  when  he  comes.  He 
is  middle-sized,  I  suppose,  thick  set  and  square 
chinned,  with  rather  a  pained,  reserved  expression.” 

“  How  in  the  world  did  you  know  ?  ”  I  ex¬ 
claimed. 

“  They  all  are.” 

“  It  sounds  very  dependable,  I  must  say,”  put  in 
Mrs.  Ham. 

“  If  he  has  whiskers,”  continued  Violet,  “  they 
are  iron-grey.” 

“  Colonel  Maxwell  allowed  him  to  wear  whiskers 
and  a  moustache  too,  I’m  afraid,”  I  said,  “  but,  of 
course,  you  could  insist  on  his  shaving,  if  you 
preferred  it.” 

Mrs.  Ham  and  Violet  looked  at  each  other. 

“ Could  we  insist?”  asked  Violet;  “we  fear  we 
could  not.  It  is  un-American  to  dictate  to  a 
fellow-citizen  how  he  shall  and  shall  not  adorn  his 
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face, — even,”  she  added  musingly,  “  a  fellow-citizen 
who  brings  in  hot  plates.  We  are  simply  shackled 
by  our  respect  for  the  brotherhood  of  man” 

“  It’s  quite  true,”  remarked  Val  Ingham,  who  had 
helped  Violet  materially  to  bring  about  the  butler ; 
“  once  he  sets  foot  in  America  his  whiskers  are 
safe.” 

“  If  it  had  to  be  done,”  said  Mrs.  Ham,  “  your  pa 
would  have  to  do  it.” 

“  It  isn’t  in  my  ma,”  said  Violet,  with  conviction, 
“  that’s  plain  enough.” 

“  It  isn’t  in  any  of  us,”  Val  Ingham  declared  ;  “  I 
will  assist  to  overpower  Henry  Bird  in  the  night 
and  cut  off  his  whiskers,  but  I  will  not  even 
remotely  hint  to  him  that  he  is  expected  to  shave.” 

An  idea  struck  me.  “  I  could  write  to  Frances,” 
I  said,  “  to  tell  him  to  shave  before  he  starts. 
Frances  wouldn’t  mind,  I  assure  you.  Then  it 
would  be  done.” 

“  And  irrevocable,”  said  Violet.  “  Poor  Henry 
Bird !  Think  of  his  feelings  when  he  lands  and 
finds  that  he  has  been  the  victim  of  a  monarchical 
order  delivered  from  republican  soil !  At  his  first 
taste  of  the  sweets  of  liberty  he  would  grow  them 
again,  and  then  he  would  look  a  fright.” 

“Your  proposition,  Mrs.  Kemball,”  said  Val 
Ingham,  “  is  contrary  to  the  spirit,  if  not  the  letter, 
of  our  foreign  labour  legislation.  This  Government 
does  not  permit  contracts  to  be  made  with  aliens 
before  they  arrive.  Such  contracts  are  not  only 


THOSE  DELIGHTFUL  AMERICANS  241 


null  and  void,  but,  I  believe,  they  bring  the  party 
proposing  them  within  the  scope  of  the  law. 
Henry  Bird’s  contract  would  not  be  null  and 
void,  because  his  whiskers  would  be  gone,  but 
his  natural  rage  would  be  all  the  greater  on  that 
account,  and  ” — 

“  Oh,  I  am  sure  Bird  would  do  nothing  of  the 
kind,”  I  said  confidently.  “  He  is  much  too  well- 
behaved  a  man.  But  perhaps  Mrs.  Ham  had 
better  write  to  Frances.” 

That  American  laugh,  which  is  often  so  in¬ 
explicable  to  foreigners,  seized  them  all,  and  when 
it  had  subsided  Mrs.  Ham  closed  the  discussion. 

“  No,”  she  said,  “  I  don’t  seem  to  care  enough 
about  it  one  way  or  another.  I  guess  I  won’t  be 
the  one  to  part  them ;  Henry  Bird  can  come  in  his 
whiskers.  He’ll  be  so  much  of  a  novelty  anyhow 
that  I  don’t  expect  we  shall  ever  take  notice.” 

That  evening  Mr.  Ham  joined  us  in  the  billiard- 
room  with  a  slip  of  paper  in  his  hand.  “  How  will 
this  do?”  he  said,  and  read  it  aloud: 

“  ‘  Lucrative  situation  offered  Henry  Bird  in 
family — Jacob  Ham,  firm  of  Ham  and  Ham. 
Three  in  family,  other  help  kept.  Passage  paid 
by  first  steamer.  Kindly  hustle.’  If  you  have  no 
objection  to  put  your  name  to  this,  Mrs.  Kemball, 
and  address  it  to  the  lady  you  mentioned,  I’ll  get 
it  off  first  thing  to-morrow  morning,  and  Henry 
ought  to  be  here  in  ten  days.” 

“Do  you  propose  to  cable?”  inquired  my 
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husband,  with  suspended  cue.  Verona  and  Bobs 
were  watching  the  game  from  the  dais.  Violet 
and  Val  Ingham  were  criticising  it,  mostly  with 
their  backs  turned,  from  a  French  window  which 
gave  upon  the  moonlit  lawn. 

“Why,  yes,  it’s  quicker,”  Mr.  Ham  replied. 
“  Either  we  want  H.  Bird  or  we  do  not  want  him. 
If  we  want  him,  he  can’t  get  here  any  too  soon. 
Besides,  ma  and  I  thought  it  would  be  pleasanter 
for  him  to  arrive  before  you  go  away.  I  expect 
he’ll  find  Americans  kind  of  strange  to  him,  and 
a  familiar  face  might  help  him  stay  and  get 
accustomed  to  us.” 

“  I  see,”  I  said.  It  was  a  little  embarrassing. 
If  I  signed  that  telegram  Frances  would  think  me 
quite  mad.  But  I  could  not  very  well  say  so  to 
Mr.  Ham.  Kaye  calmly  went  on  with  his  shots, 
giving  me  no  assistance.  “  Send  it,  by  all  means, 
Mr.  Ham,”  I  was  obliged  to  say  at  last,  “but 
I  hardly  think  my  people  will  understand  it. 
They — they  live  in  the  country,  you  know.”  And 
that  wasn’t  so  bad  either,  considering. 

“  Well,  in  wiring  for  a  butler  we  don’t  want  to 
make  any  very  bad  break,”  said  Mr.  Ham  good- 
humouredly.  “  He  might  bring  it  up  to  us  after¬ 
wards.” 

“ Must  you  wire?”  I  asked.  “It  seems  such  a 
serious  step  to  take,  all  the  way  to  England  just  to 
engage  a  servant.” 

“  I  guess  I’ve  got  to,”  replied  Mr.  Ham,  “  other- 
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wise  you  see  it  would  have  to  be  done  by  letter, 
and  I’ve  no  reason  to  expect  that  my  typewriter 
knows  how  to  hire  a  butler,  especially  through 
people  in  England  who  live  in  the  country.  It 
would  only  lead  to  more  confusion.” 

“Perhaps  it  would,”  I  said.  “Well,  you  may 
get  Bird  by  telegram,  if  he’s  not  too  frightened. 
But  I  would  mention  the  wages,  I  think.” 

“  H’m,”  said  Mr.  Ham,  “  I’ll  give  him  what’s 
right,  of  course;  but  I  thought  I’d  wait  and  see 
what  he  asked.  There’s  no  use  in  offering  him 
more  than  he’s  willing  to  take.” 

“  People  of  that  class  are  so  suspicious,  Mr. 
Ham.  I’m  afraid  he  wouldn’t  come  unless  he 
knew  in  advance.” 

“  I’m  not  going  to  beat  him  down  any.  He  can 
have  what  he  wants.” 

“  Yes,  but  you  can’t  put  that  in  a  telegram. 
People  of  that  class  have  such  extravagant  ideas 
of  what  they  can  ask  ” — 

“  Well,  see  here,  Mrs.  Kemball,  you  fix  it.  If 
you  know  how  to  deal  with  people  of  that  class, 
it’s  more  than  I  do.  Make  any  business  proposi¬ 
tion  to  Henry  Bird  that  seems  to  you  right,  and 
I’ll  buzz  it  off  in  the  morning.  Only,  as  I  get 
away  early,  you  won’t  have  all  night  to  think 
about  it,”  Mr.  Ham  added  good-humouredly. 

“  Kaye,”  I  said,  “  what  would  you  give  Colonel 
Maxwell’s  butler  if  we  were  taking  him  on  ?  ” 

“  Forty  a  year,  at  the  outside,”  my  husband 
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replied.  “  I’ve  heard  Maxwell  call  him  fair  to 
middling;  but  he’s  a  frumpish  old  party,  if  I 
remember  right” 

“  Pounds,”  said  Mr.  Ham ;  “  well,  I’ll  give  him 
sixty.  Tell  him  my  offer  is  twenty-five  dollars  a 
month.” 

“  I  think  it  would  be  better  to  say  so  much 
a  year,”  I  said,  “  it’s  more  usual  with  butlers.” 

“  Oh,  do  let  us  mention  it  by  the  year,”  sighed 
Mrs.  Ham,  who  had  joined  us,  “  it  sounds  so  much 
more  permanent.  Though  I  never  did  such  a 
thing  in  my  life  before.” 

“  All  right,”  said  Mr.  Ham,  “  three  hundred 
a  year.  Got  that  down?” 

“  Three  hundred  dollars  a  year,”  I  repeated, 
writing,  “  and  everything  found.” 

“  Eveiy thing  he  can  find,”  replied  Mr.  Ham,  “  so 
long  as  it  doesn’t  belong  to  the  family.” 

They  turned  round  in  the  window  to  laugh  at 
this,  and  Val  Ingham  explained,  much  to  my 
relief. 

“  I  see,”  said  Mr.  Ham,  “  we  have  got  to  do 
the  finding.  Well,  we’ll  try.  I  presume  ma  will 
attend  to  it.  She’s  a  pretty  good  provider.” 

“  This  is  what  I  have  written,”  I  said :  “  ‘  Place 
for  Bird  with  Mr.  Ham.  Sixty  pounds,  everything 
found,  passage  paid.  Bird  will  leave  by  first  mail.’ 
He  will  take  it  for  granted  about  the  other 
servants,”  I  added  apologetically ;  “  butlers  always 
do” 
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“  Come  to  think  of  it,  they  would,”  said  Mr. 
Ham;  “you  couldn’t  expect  a  butler  to  make  a 
bed  or  wash.  Well,  this  will  reach  Henry  Bird, 
despatched  from  New  York  at  nine  to-morrow 
morning,  about  seven  o’clock  on  the  same  day.” 

“  Well,  no,”  said  I,  “  if  that  is  when  it  will  reach 
Cobbhampton.  Cobbhampton  is  seven  miles  from 
Babbitts,  and  Babbitts  is  four  miles  from  Bur¬ 
roughs,  and  the  Grange,  Colonel  Maxwell’s  old 
place,  is  three  miles  beyond  Burroughs.  That 
makes  fourteen  miles  it  has  to  go  by  messenger 
after  it  arrives.  By  the  way,  there  will  be  an  extra 
charge  for  that,  but  of  course  Frances  will  pay.” 

“  I  will  be  much  obliged,”  said  Mr.  Ham.  “  I 
can  send  you  the  amount  later,  if  you  will  let  me 
know  what  it  is.  Don’t  let  your  lady  friend  forget 
about  it.” 

“  Oh,  she  won’t  forget  about  it,”  said  I ;  “  it  won’t 
be  much,  but  Frances  will  remember.  And,  of 
course,  Bird  may  happen  to  be  in  Cobbhampton, 
in  which  case  there  would  be  nothing  to  pay.” 

“  I  never  calculated,”  reflected  Mr.  Ham  aloud, 
“  on  those  fourteen  miles  my  wire  would  have  to 
walk  in  the  course  of  the  day,  after  crossing  the 
Atlantic  before  breakfast.  It  does  seem  hard.” 

“  I  think  it’s  quite  likely  Bird  may  be  in  Cobb¬ 
hampton,  Mr.  Ham,”  I  urged ;  “  I  do  hope  so.  It 
seems  a  pity  to  waste  ” — 

“  Well,  now,  don’t  you  worry,  Mrs.  Kemball,” 
Mr.  Ham  replied,  smiling  broadly,  “  we’re  none  of 
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us  going  to  be  sick  with  anxiety  about  the  expense 
of  that  telegram.” 

“  There’s  one  thing — you  might  cut  it  down 
more,”  remarked  Kaye  from  the  other  end  of  the 
billiard-table.  “  Hand  it  over  to  me.” 

“No,  sir;  no,  you  don’t,”  interposed  our  host. 
“  I  won’t  have  that  wire  tampered  with  at  the  risk 
of  making  it  any  less  intelligible.  It’s  got  to  be 
understood  in  England  by  people  who  live  in  the 
country.” 


CHAPTER  XXIII 


HENRY  BIRD  arrived  just  in  time,  so  far  as 
concerned  my  familiar  face.  We  were  to 
start  the  very  next  day  for  the  Adirondack  Moun¬ 
tains,  Violet  and  Verona,  Bobs  and  Val  Ingham, 
Kaye  and  I,  there  to  rejoin  the  Adamses,  who  were 
dying,  they  wrote,  of  loneliness  at  the  bosk.  They 
must  have  been  dying  of  loneliness  to  ask  so  many 
of  us  at  the  same  time ;  but  they  seemed  to  think 
that  was  the  only  way  to  get  us ;  they  must  keep 
the  little  party  together.  This  was  not  exactly 
the  case;  Kaye  and  I  would  have  gone  by  our¬ 
selves,  since  you  cannot  eat  caramel  on  the 
verandah  of  even  the  most  hospitable  American 
for  the  whole  summer;  but  we  were  pleased  that 
the  kind  Adamses  had  kept  the  party  together,  it 
was  such  a  friendly  party,  with  so  many  lines  of 
mutual  interest.  I  wished  sometimes  that  Kaye 
and  I  had  been  in  the  same  just-about-to-become- 
engaged  stage  as  the  others,  so  that  we  might  all 
have  occupied  an  equal  footing  of  exquisite  uncer¬ 
tainty.  Married  and  settled,  we  felt  superior,  but 
also  rather  out  of  it.  Six  people,  however,  and  three 
of  them  wondering  precisely  what  the  other  three 
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meant,  might  have  produced  situations  too  highly 
charged,  so  perhaps  we  were  as  well  as  we  were. 

Jake  took  his  own  buggy  to  the  station  to  meet 
Henry  Bird.  He  said,  when  it  was  proposed,  that 
he’d  just  as  soon  as  not  somebody  else  went,  there 
was  nothing  wanted  at  the  village,  and  he  didn’t 
know  how  he  was  going  to  leave  the  job  of  paint¬ 
ing  the  boat-house.  “Well,  Jake,”  said  Mrs.  Ham, 
“you  know  well  enough  Tom  is  driving  Miss  Ham 
over  to  Kittley’s  this  morning,  and  if  you  think 
proper  to  send  the  mare  out  with  the  boy,  why 
you  do  it,  but  I  won’t  take  the  responsibility.”  At 
which  Jake  said  he  supposed  he’d  have  to  go  him¬ 
self  then;  but  when  he  harnessed  up,  Mrs.  Ham 
noticed  and  told  us  that  he  had  taken  his  own 
buggy.  “  Jake’s  queer,”  she  said.  “Now  what  did 
he  do  that  for?”  None  of  us  could  say,  but  I 
privately  thought  I  knew,  and  I  would  have  given 
something  to  have  occupied  an  invisible  third  seat 
in  Jake’s  buggy  on  the  way  home  and  heard  the 
new  butler’s  first  lesson  in  the  social  status  of  the 
American  “  man  on  the  place.” 

I  was  packing  when  Bird  arrived,  but  Violet 
came  and  said  her  mother  simply  wouldn’t  go 
down  and  see  him — come  up  rather,  for  she  was  in 
the  kitchen — unless  I  came  with  her;  so  he  was 
received  in  the  breakfast-room  by  all  three  of  us. 
“  Well,  Bird,”  I  said,  “  so  you  have  come  all  the 
way  to  America !  ”  I  could  have  hugged  him,  the 
dear  old  thing  looked  so  like  home,  but  I  contented 
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myself  with  warmly  shaking  hands.  “  Mrs.  Ham,” 
I  went  on,  “  here  is  Bird  at  last.  I’ve  promised 
Mrs.  Ham,  Bird,  that  when  you  came  everything 
would  go  smoothly,  and  she  expects  a  great  deal 
of  you.” 

“  How  do  you  do,  Bird?”  said  Mrs.  Ham.  She 
also  shook  hands  with  him,  at  which  he  looked 
somewhat  startled,  but  almost  instantly  regained 
his  self-possession.  Violet,  sitting  on  the  arm  of 
the  chair,  gave  him  a  bright  little  nod. 

“  I’m  sure  I  hope  to  give  satisfaction,  ma’am. 
Words  in  the  kitchen,  ma’am,  if  that’s  what’s  been 
the  trouble,  I  don’t  encourage,  ma’am.” 

“  It’s  more  a  general  slackness  that  I  complain 
of,”  communicated  Mrs.  Ham.  “  It’s  the  corners 
of  the  rooms  and  the  handles  of  the  tea-cups,  if 
you  understand  me.’ 

“Both  under-house  and  scullery  maids,  ma’am, 
are  a  poor  dependence.” 

“  I  thought  in  England  they  were  just  perfec¬ 
tion,”  exclaimed  Mrs.  Ham.  “You  might  as  well 
sit  down,  Henry.  You’ll  be  worn  out.” 

“  Oh,  if  you’ll  excuse  me ,  ma’am,  I  couldn’t  do 
that,”  replied  poor  Bird,  turning  a  scandalised 
glance  upon  me.  Receiving  at  the  same  time  a 
joyful  nudge  from  Violet,  who  seemed  delighted 
with  the  whole  proceeding,  my  feelings  were  a 
little  confused. 

“Just  as  you  like,”  said  Mrs.  Ham  appreciatively, 
and  to  break  the  slightly  oppressive  silence  I 
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asked  Bird  if  he  had  seen  any  of  the  people  about 
Burroughs  or  the  Mythe  before  he  left,  and  how 
they  were  all  keeping. 

“  I  was  over  to  the  Mythe  no  longer  ago  than 
the  day  before  I  left  the  Grange,  ma’am,  having  a 
small  matter  of  business  with  John  Coke” — 

“  That’s  the  coachman,”  I  said  to  Violet. 

“  Yes’m,  and  he  told  me  as  I  was  to  report  to 
you  the  ’osses  was  in  the  pink  of  condition,  which 
I  saw  for  myself,  ma’am.  I  took  notice  of  your 
little  dog  too,  ma’am  ” — 

“  Oh,  dear  Whiskey  !  ” 

“Yes’m!  He’s  grown  quite  a  bit  since’m,  and 
got  very  knowin’.  He’s  learned  he  can  drive  the 
kitchen  cat  but  not  the  drawin’-room  cat ;  and  the 
household  generally,  ma’am,  are  quite  well  and 
send  their  respects.” 

“You’ll  find  that  we  have  all  the  modern  im¬ 
provements,”  said  Mrs.  Ham.  “Too  many  and 
too  modern,  I  sometimes  think,  for  much  use.” 

“  Indeed,  ma’am  !  I’ll  be  very  careful,  ma’am.’1 
He  paused  to  give  time  for  an  order,  but  as  none 
came,  “  Might  I  ask  is  your  last  man  here,  ma’am, 
or  am  I  to  get  the  keys  from  yourself?” 

It  was  a  demoralising  moment,  though  I  believe 
I  was  the  only  one  who  felt  routed.  Violet,  I 
knew,  was  on  the  brink  of  laughter,  and  Mrs.  Ham 
saw  nothing  either  funny  or  discomforting  in  the 
situation. 

“  There  wasn’t  any  last  man,”  she  explained, 
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“You  are  the  first,  Henry  Bird.  I’ve  always  had 
hired  girls  up  to  now,  and  that  is  the  reason  I’m 
a  grey-haired  woman  before  my  time.  And  there 
aren’t  any  keys.  I’ve  never  been  accustomed  to 
lock  anything  up  except  the  house,  and  that  locks 
itself  nowadays.” 

“  Not  the  butler’s  pantry,  ma’am  ?  ” 

“  There  isn’t  any  butler’s  pantry,  but  you’ll  find 
a  real  comfort  in  the  new  refrigerator.” 

Bird  looked  slightly  dazed,  but  took  definite 
hold  of  one  idea. 

“  If  I’m  to  be  responsible  for  the  cellar,  ma’am, 
I’d  beg  to  ask  for  the  key,”  he  said  respectfully 
but  firmly. 

“  Well,  I  don’t  know  what  for.  There  isn’t  one 
thing  in  the  cellar  but  the  furnace,  and  I  don’t 
expect  Jake  would  want  anyone  interfering  with 
that !  ” 

“  Not  the  wine,  ma’am  ?  ” 

“Why,  no,  we  don’t  stock  wine.  We  just  get  it 
in  as  we  need  it.” 

I  saw  the  first  expression  of  disapproval  dawn 
upon  Bird’s  countenance.  He  looked  at  me  with 
what  my  guilty  conscience  took  to  be  reproach. 
I  suppose  he  never  in  his  most  oppressive  night¬ 
mares  saw  himself  dissociated  with  a  wine-cellar 
before — it  must  have  made  him  in  his  own  eyes 
logically  impossible.  “  And — and  the  plate,  ma’am,” 
he  faltered  ;  “  do  I  rightly  understand  that  there 
ain’t  a  key  to  the  plate-chest  ?  ” 
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“Well,  you  see,”  Mrs.  Ham  explained,  “we  only 
use  electro  in  the  country.  All  our  real  silver  is  in 
Mr.  Ham’s  safe  in  New  York.” 

“  I  see,  ma’am,”  said  Bird.  Then  for  some  inex¬ 
plicable  reason  he  added  dolefully,  “  Shall  I  be 
expected  to  attend  chapel,  ma’am  ?  ” 

That  was  too  much  for  Violet.  Her  laugh  rang 
out,  infecting  us  all  and  clearing  the  situation  in  an 
instant. 

“No,  Henry,”  she  said,  “ there’s  no  compulsion, 
you  can  attend  anything  you  like.  We  haven’t 
got  any  wine-cellar  or  any  plate-chest,  and  if  you 
noticed  as  you  came  through  the  hall,  we  haven’t 
any  suits  of  armour  either  and  our  family  portraits 
are  all  photographs.  You’ll  have  to  use  the  same 
pantry  the  rest  of  us  do  and  just  get  along  as 
my  mother  says  with  a  share  of  the  refrigerator. 
You’re  quite  as  new  an  institution  to  us  as  we  are 
to  you,  but  you  needn’t  be  afraid  you  won’t  get  a 
chance  to  make  yourself  awfully  useful.  You  don’t 
seem  to  drop  your  h’s — that’s  disappointing — but 
otherwise  you  come,  so  far,  quite  up  to  our  ex¬ 
pectations.  I  think  the  express  cart  has  come; 
you  had  better  go  now  and  see  about  your 
baggage.” 

Miss  Ham  got  through  this  rigmarole  with  com¬ 
mendable  gravity,  and  I  could  see  her  rising  in 
Henry  Bird’s  estimation  as  it  proceeded,  but  once 
that  much  puzzled  man  had  well  left  the  room  she 
fell  helplessly  over  the  arm  of  her  chair  and  in- 
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cidentally  into  the  seat  of  it.  “  Oh,  isn’t  he  too 
beautiful \”  she  cried,  “  with  his  kitchen  cats  and 
his  drawing-room  cats  !  Isn’t  he  just  like  them ! 
And  to  think  that  we’ve  lured  him  across  the  ocean, 
and  to-morrow  he’ll  bring  in  the  waffles !  Oh, 
Henry  Bird,  you’ve  given  me  such  a  pain !  ” 

“  I  don’t  think  you  need  have  been  in  such  a 
hurry  getting  rid  of  him,”  complained  Mrs.  Ham ; 
“  I  was  just  beginning  to  feel  a  little  at  home  with 
him.” 

“  When  you’re  quite  at  home,  mum  dear,  maybe 
you’ll  decide  what  he  is  to  be  called,”  sighed  the 
exhausted  Violet ;  “  we’ve  addressed  him  as  ‘  Bird,’ 
‘  Henry,’  and  ‘  Henry  Bird’;  if  he  tries  to  measure 
the  cordiality  we  mean  to  imply  he  must  be  rather 
puzzled,  poor  man.” 

“  I  like  Henry  best — it’s  more  like  Jake,”  Mrs. 
Ham  returned  thoughtfully,  “but  Bird  seems  to 
be  what  he’s  accustomed  to.  We’ll  leave  pa  to 
settle  it.  He  looks  to  me,”  she  went  on,  “  like  that 
new  gas  range  we  got  last  week — calculated  to 
be  a  great  comfort  once  you  learn  how  it  is 
worked.” 

The  door  opened  and  the  haughty  head  of 
the  kitchen  -  maid  appeared  upon  our  counsels. 
American  servants  have  a  perfectly  unendurable 
way  of  sticking  their  heads  in  at  the  door,  offering 
their  intelligence  only,  as  it  were,  for  orders  and 
reserving  the  rest  of  their  bodies  for  their  own 
convenience.  “  Mis’  Ham,”  she  said,  “  that  Mr. 
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Bird  asks  for  beer  with  his  lunch.  When  I  offered 
him  tea  he  got  the  regular  hump.  He  said  he 
hoped  he  wasn’t  going  beyond  his  rights,  but  unless 
there  was  some  good  and  sufficient  reason  he’d 
trouble  me  for  beer.  He  acted  grumpy  I  must  say. 
Am  I  to  open  that  new  Minneapolis  lager  or  the 
old  kind  ?  ” 

Mrs.  Ham  looked  more  taken  aback  than  I 
ever  saw  her.  “  Beer !  ”  she  ejaculated,  “  I’ve  never 
given  out  beer  in  the  kitchen  in  my  life.  Has  he 
got  any  right  to  ask  for  beer  ?  ” 

I  felt  obliged  on  behalf  of  Henry  Bird  to  remind 
Mrs.  Ham  of  her  responsibilities.  “  I  think  Mr. 
Ham  cabled  everything  found,”  I  said. 

“  Everything  that  is  reasonable  and  proper !  ” 
cried  Mrs.  Ham ;  “  but  beer !  I  do  think  Henry 
Bird  has  got  a  nerve !  ” 

“  Doesn’t  Jake  get  it?”  I  asked. 

“  Mercy  no !  Jake’s  total  abstinence.  If  I  happen 
to  be  making  raspberry  vinegar  or  lemon  syrup  I 
may  send  a  bottle  over  to  Mis’  Elwood  with  my 
compliments,  but  there  it  begins  and  ends.  Do 
you  give  beer?  ”  Mrs.  Ham  demanded. 

“  There’s  usually  a  keg  going  for  the  kitchen. 
It’s  supposed  to  last  so  long,  you  know.  I  make 
a  tremendous  fuss  if  it  doesn’t,”  I  added  virtu¬ 
ously. 

“  It  isn’t  that  I’d  mind  the  cost,  but  I  must  say 
it  does  seem  to  me  unprincipled,”  propounded  Mrs. 
Ham ;  “  I  don’t  like  offering  it  every  day  on  the 
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table,  much  less  letting  the  hired  help  have  the 
run  of  it.” 

The  maid’s  head  again  appeared  at  the  door, 
reminding  us  that  while  we  discussed  the  ethics  of 
the  situation,  Henry  Bird  remained  thirsty. 

“  Lizzie,”  said  Mrs.  Ham,  “  you  can  tell  him  that 
alcoholic  beer  I  cannot  and  will  not  take  the  re¬ 
sponsibility  of  giving  him,  at  all  events  until  I 
have  had  time  to  speak  to  pa.  But  there’s  some 
ginger  beer  on  ice,  for  I  put  it  there  with  my  own 
hands ;  he  can  have  a  bottle  of  that.” 

Lizzie  disappeared  on  her  non-alcoholic  errand, 
and  Mrs.  Ham  repeated,  with  a  sigh  of  relief,  that 
pa  would  have  to  decide.  “  I  never  thought  of 
a  problem  like  that,”  she  said,  “  but  one  thing  I 
can  say,  and  that  is,  that  beer  or  no  beer,  Henry 
Bird  won’t  have  any  fault  to  find  with  his  lunch, 
for  I  saw  to  it  myself.” 

We  left  next  morning,  and  I  was  too  excited  by 
the  prospect  of  our  first  long  railway  journey  in 
America  to  share  much  of  the  general  interest 
that  surrounded  Henry  Bird  like  an  atmosphere 
and  followed  him  wherever  he  went.  I  remember 
the  view  of  his  solicitous  back  at  the  sideboard 
carving  the  cold  joint,  and  Mrs.  Ham’s  uneasiness 
at  seeing  the  cold  joint  appear  at  breakfast  at  all, 
and  especially  on  the  sideboard.  And  I  remember 
feeling  rather  glad  that  I  should  escape  the  com¬ 
plications  that  would  be  certain  to  arise  over  the 
division  of  labour  between  my  hostess  and  her 
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butler,  which  was  “  mean  ”  of  me,  as  they  say  over 
there,  considering  what  a  large  share  I  had  in 
bringing  those  complications  about.  But  I  am 
sure,  on  the  whole,  it  was  more  satisfactory  that 
the  contest  should  take  place  in  an  empty  house. 


CHAPTER  XXIV 

E  were  off  and  away  to  the  Adirondacks, 


mountains  which  I  rejoiced  to  think  I 


could  pronounce  correctly  in  future,  and  set  other 
people  right  about  as  well ;  the  Indian  nomen¬ 
clature  of  North  America  causes  the  most  painful 
struggles  in  England.  We  were  making  a  detour 
to  give  Bobs,  Kaye,  and  me  the  opportunity  of 
seeing  Niagara  Falls.  It  was  a  pity,  the  others 
said,  who  were  in  a  hurry  to  get  to  the  mountains, 
that  we  could  not  see  “  the  Falls  ”  from  “  the 
Bridge”  without  getting  out  of  the  train  at  all, 
as  it  always  slowed  down  in  crossing ;  but  it  was 
generally  conceded  that  this  was  impossible;  we 
would  have  to  get  off  the  train  and  go  and  look  at 
them,  and  stay  all  night  in  a  hotel.  This  did  not 
strike  us  as  being  too  much  to  do  for  Niagara, 
but  then  we  were  persons  of  small  but  determined 
leisure;  we  hated  looking  at  anything  from  car- 
windows  ;  for  one  thing,  so  far  as  American  car- 
windows  were  concerned,  there  were  always  too 
many  cinders  in  your  eye.  Kaye  and  I  were  to 
have  a  fortnight  with  the  Adamses,  and  then  go 
on  through  a  little  bit  of  Canada,  and  sail  from 
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Quebec.  We  hoped  Bobs  would  come  with  us, 
leaving  everything  happily  settled  up;  but  Kaye 
could  get  nothing  out  of  him :  he  was  obstinately 
indefinite  about  his  plans.  Privately — that  is,  of 
course,  in  consultation  with  Kaye  (how  private 
are  the  plans  of  any  married  woman  !) — I  hoped  to 
see  both  affairs  brought  to  their  proper  conclusion 
before  we  left;  it  was  a  little  ridiculous  the  way 
they  had  been  dragging  along.  I  don’t  quite  like 
to  say  that  Violet  flirted  with  our  cousin,  Lord 
Robert  Walden,  but  she  certainly  trifled  with  him ; 
and  there  is  a  point,  as  I  came  very  near  telling 
him  once  or  twice,  beyond  which  an  Englishman, 
especially  an  Englishman  of  title,  should  not 
allow  himself  to  be  trifled  with.  But  Bobs  ex¬ 
hibited  a  kind  of  base  content  with  this  treatment ; 
he  seemed  quite  happy,  representing  the  British 
lion,  to  have  alternate  sticks  and  buns  poked  at 
him,  an  illustration,  I  often  thought,  of  how  much 
men  will  suffer  if  they  are  sufficiently  in  love.  At 
Kaye’s  advice  he  did  take  one  step — he  showed 
himself  rather  more  plainly  appreciative  of  the 
charms  of  Verona  Daly.  That  is  precisely  the 
kind  of  old-fashioned  plan  that  would  occur  to  a 
man — distinctly  early  Victorian,  if  not  older ;  but  I 
do  not  think  the  jealousy  of  modern  woman  is  to 
be  aroused  by  so  transparent  a  device.  I  should 
never  have  recommended  it  to  be  tried  upon  Violet 
Ham,  but,  as  I  have  said  before,  Lord  Robert 
Walden  did  not  honour  me  with  his  confidence. 
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I  had  great  expectations,  however,  of  the  next 
fortnight.  It  looked  pretty  definite,  our  all  going 
off  together  in  that  very  charming  but  quite  un¬ 
necessary  way.  Verona  was  obliged  to  come,  of 
course ;  but  why  should  Val  Ingham,  unless  he  had, 
at  the  bottom  of  his  heart,  a  great  deal  more 
encouragement  than  he  ever  mentioned?  Bobs 
could  hardly  in  decency  refuse — he  had  been  long 
enough,  in  all  conscience,  at  Bellevue ;  but  Violet 
had  a  dozen  other  invitations — to  Newport,  to  Bar 
Harbour,  to  the  Saguenay.  Why  should  she  have 
elected  for  the  Adamses  and  the  Adirondacks  and 
the  further  society  of  a  British  nobleman,  who  had 
made  it  plain  enough  that  he  wanted  to  marry  her, 
unless  she  intended  in  the  long-run  to  accede  to 
his  desire? 

We  were  travelling  by  the  Empire  State  Ex¬ 
press  :  no  other  train  was  even  considered  by  the 
Ham  family  in  arranging  our  movements.  No 
Bradshaw  was  consulted ;  somebody  looked  in  a 
newspaper  for  the  advertised  starting  of  the 
Empire  State  —  that  was  the  train  for  us.  I 
gathered  that  it  would  be  a  stupid  thing  to  go 
oneself,  and  a  rather  unpatriotic  thing  to  send 
foreigners  by  any  other,  so  long  as  the  Empire 
State  was  available ;  though  a  company’s  enter¬ 
prise,  it  was  in  a  manner  a  national  institution — a 
sample,  as  Mr.  Ham  said,  of  what  Americans  could 
do  in  the  way  of  transportation.  I  remembered 
little  Mrs.  Moss  on  the  steamer  coming  over,  and 
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her  mysterious  reference,  and  smiled  with  superi¬ 
ority  over  the  uninitiated  person  I  was  then,  sailing 
up  to  the  shore  of  this  immense  America.  I  quite 
wished,  now  that  I  knew  a  little  about  her  country, 
to  meet  Mrs.  Moss  again ;  she  would  have  found 
me,  I  hope,  so  much  more  intelligent. 

One  could  certainly  cry  out  that  it  was  beautiful, 
before  it  started,  this  pride  of  the  transporting 
American.  We  travelled  “  drawing-room  ”  class, 
a  frightful  extravagance;  but  none  of  the  others 
seemed  to  dream  of  anything  else,  and  we  could 
not  be  in  a  churlish  minority.  One  could  hardly 
imagine  such  an  expensive  interior  devoted  to 
public  use — all  pale  yellow  wood  carved  in  ex¬ 
quisite  panels,  and  deep  arm-chairs  luxuriously 
upholstered  in  rich  stuffs,  and  an  inlaid  floor 
partly  covered  with  Eastern-looking  carpet  into 
which  one’s  foot  sank  half  an  inch.  A  scrap  of 
lace  would  have  turned  it  into  a  boudoir,  a  pipe 
or  two  into  a  smoking-room  in  the  house  of  a 
millionaire.  I  noticed  with  interest  how  Violet 
and  Verona  and  young  Ingham  and  all  the 
Americans  sank  with  indifference  into  their  places 
in  this  scale  of  public  splendour ;  it  was,  of  course, 
nothing  wonderful  to  them,  but  they  seemed  de¬ 
signed  in  some  special  way  to  fit  into  the  scenic 
effect  of  it ;  a  couple  of  dozen  English  people  in 
those  chairs  would  have  struck  a  horrid  false  note 
— their  insular  prejudices,  in  a  decorative  sense, 
would  have  screamed  aloud.  I  think  Americans 
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like  to  look  at  each  other;  and  no  wonder — such 
toilettes  and  such  backgrounds ;  for  although  there 
were  little  compartments  at  one  end  of  the  car, 
where  one  could  be  private,  nobody  occupied  them  ; 
the  preference  was  plainly  to  sit  in  rows,  each 
travelling  American  taking  in,  swinging  round  in 
his  or  her  pivotal  chair,  the  picture  of  the  other 
travelling  Americans.  It  was  certainly  a  little 
stuffy ;  the  beautiful  carpets  and  cushions  were  not 
only  on  the  floors  and  the  furniture,  but  to  some 
extent  in  the  air,  mixed  with  a  highly  refined  but 
palpable  smell  of  varnish.  Kaye  tried  one  of  the 
windows,  but  found  it  disinclined  to  move — it  may 
or  may  not  have  been  movable,  but  it  plainly  had 
not  the  habit;  and  Verona  remarked,  with  slight 
displeasure,  that  loads  of  air  came  through  the 
ventilators  in  the  roof — we  would  see  when  we 
started.  Loads  of  light  and  landscape  certainly 
came  through  the  windows,  they  were  so  big  and 
so  crystalline,  almost  producing  the  illusion  that 
air  came  too.  And  as  our  fellow-travellers  rustled 
into  their  sumptuous  seats,  separate  delicate  odours 
of  expensive  essences  and  soaps  exhaled  from  them 
and  floated  past.  Altogether  it  was  no  common¬ 
place  travelling,  but  a  dream  of  transport  in  select 
company.  It  seemed  even  more  like  that  when, 
as  we  moved  out  of  the  station,  a  train-boy  in 
livery  and  civility,  real  civility,  although  an 
American  train-boy,  came  through  and  offered 
each  of  us  three  or  four  new  novels,  and  a  catalogue 
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to  choose  more  from,  for  our  free  profit,  our  un¬ 
paying  amusement  during  the  journey.  This  was 
really  astonishing ;  it  gave  one  a  feeling  of  being 
handsomely  treated,  with  the  embarrassment  of 
having  no  one  to  thank — one  could  not  lavish 
gratitude  upon  the  train-boy.  I  read,  I  remember, 
some  charming  stories  of  secluded  American 
regions  by  a  lady,  a  delightful  lady,  Mrs.  Rebecca 
Harding  Davis,  who  lived  in  Philadelphia.  The 
secluded  regions,  under  her  presentation,  were 
attractive,  but  what  I  felt  was  that  I  should  like  to 
go  to  Philadelphia. 

I  don’t  know  whether  it  is  safe  to  say  that  the 
Empire  State  train  is  the  fastest  thing  in  the 
States, — it  is  impossible  to  gather,  from  one’s  mere 
feelings,  how  it  compares  with  express  elevators, — 
but  presently  it  began  to  go  terribly  fast.  Bobs 
leaned  over  to  assure  me,  above  the  roar,  that  I 
had  travelled  just  as  many  miles  an  hour  in  the 
Scotch  Express. 

“  I  never  realised  it,”  I  shouted. 

“No;  it’s  less  noticeable,  on  account  of  the 
superiority  of  our  road-beds.” 

“  The  what  of  our  road-beds  ?  ” 

“  The  superiority.” 

“  The  what  ?  ” 

“  The  superio7'ity ,”  bawled  poor  Bobs.  He  was 
facing  Violet  and  Verona,  and  talking  across  the 
aisle  to  me.  I  saw  them  exchange  pitying  glances, 
but  no  argument  arose.  None  could,  very  well; 
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we  were  tearing  along  with  such  a  roar,  such  a 
rattle  and  swaying  and  creaking  and  lurching, 
such  tremendous  and  undeniable  speed.  The 
other  people  in  the  train  looked  happy  and  satis¬ 
fied.  Whatever  Bobs  may  say — and  he  and  Kaye 
said  a  number  of  things  later  in  private — about 
road-beds  in  the  United  States,  I  am  sure  that 
Americans  do  not  use  this  kind  because  it  is 
cheap,  but  because  it  gives  the  greatest  effect 
and  impression  of  speed.  If  you  like  a  thing 
very  much,  you  like  not  only  to  get  it,  but  to  be 
aware  that  you  get  it;  and  the  American  road¬ 
bed,  I  am  sure,  offers  a  larger  amount  of  palpable 
hurry  than  any  other  for  the  money. 

Oh,  it  was  going  altogether  too  fast — it  was 
lurching  too  much,  the  fields  outside  whirled  in 
too  dizzy  a  vision.  The  window  shades  swung  in 
from  the  glass,  a  hat  bounded  out  of  its  rack. 
Kaye  had  my  travelling-bag.  I  got  up  to  ask  him 
to  get  out  the  Eau  de  Cologne,  staggered  two  steps, 
and  fell  back  into  my  seat.  My  husband,  reading 
my  signs,  brought  the  bag;  but  inadvertently,  and 
entirely  owing  to  the  motion  of  the  train,  hit  a 
stout  gentleman  severely  over  the  head  with  it. 
The  stout  gentleman  took  it,  I  must  say,  very 
well — quite  as  a  joke ;  Kaye  was  the  more  annoyed 
of  the  two.  As  he  made  his  uncertain  way  back 
to  his  seat,  Val  Ingham  greeted  him  with  the 
smile  of  a  person  who  makes  a  triumphant  ex¬ 
periment — now  we  were  testing,  with  our  powers 
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of  equilibrium,  what  could  be  done  in  travelling 
by  rail  in  America.  “  New  to  you,  this  sort  of 
thing,”  he  remarked ;  and  Kaye,  sitting  down 
heavily,  responded,  “  Entirely.” 

In  spite  of  Verona’s  ventilators,  it  grew  hotter 
and  hotter ;  the  delicate  scents  thickened  and  con¬ 
centrated  and  weighed  upon  the  air,  where  they 
mingled  with  a  vile  smell  of  coal  gas  from  the 
engine.  Our  expensive  interior  was  invaded  by 
cinders,  dust  poured  into  it  through  the  sealed 
windows,  dust  rose  up  from  the  heels  of  the  train- 
boy  treading  the  deep  piled  carpet,  dust  and 
cinders  lay  thick  together  on  the  plush  upholstery 
of  the  arms  of  the  chairs.  Plush  under  dust  and 
cinders  in  a  moist  hot  drawing-room  car  attached 
to  a  bolting  engine  is  not  pleasant  to  rest  the 
hand  upon  ;  why  does  no  public-spirited  American 
write  to  the  papers  and  ask  for  linen  or  leather? 
On  we  swept.  I  began  to  have  feelings  which  I 
must  be  excused  from  describing,  though  I  could 
easily  do  it,  for  I  saw  them  plainly  reflected  in  the 
faces  of  several  ladies  who  made  their  way  one 
after  the  other  toward  the  end  of  the  car.  When 
in  the  ruthless  course  of  time  and  the  train  I 
followed  them,  one  or  two  were  extended  upon 
the  sofas  behind  the  curtains  of  the  private  coupes, 
compulsorily  retired  for  the  moment  from  the 
society  they  so  undeniably  adorned  at  the  begin¬ 
ning  of  the  journey.  There  is  a  word  for  their 
emergency,  they  wrere  all  “  car-sick,”  we  were  all 
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car-sick — why  should  I  hesitate,  so  long  after, 
to  include  myself?  It  is  one  of  the  things  the 
American  public  puts  up  with,  one  of  the  ways 
in  which  it  earns  its  enormous  reputation  for  good¬ 
nature.  I  thought  as  I  sat  there,  car-sick  in  all 
that  sticky  splendour,  that  this  reputation  was 
well  deserved.  The  others  seemed  happy  and 
unconcerned — all  but  Kaye.  I  knew  how  my 
husband  felt  from  his  appearance,  as  of  course 
every  married  woman  does,  but  I  could  not  look 
at  him  long — he  rocked  about  so.  Val  Ingham 
was  trying  to  cheer  him  up. 

“  I  meant  to  have  told  you,  if  you  were  in  a 
hurry  this  morning,  not  to  bother  shaving,”  said 
Val  Ingham.  “You  can  get  a  shave  on  board  this 
train.” 

“  Thanks,”  replied  Kaye.  “  Rather  be  excused.” 

“  Could  have  said  you’d  done  it,  you  know — 
been  shaved  on  a  train  going  sixty  miles  an  hour ; 
didn’t  get  a  scratch.  Something  to  say,  old 
man.” 

“  Don’t  know  why  I  should  be  an  ass  for  the 
sake  of  explaining  that  I  am  one,”  returned  my 
husband  ungraciously. 

“Not  such  an  ass,  you  know,  old  chap,  if  it 
meant  catching  the  train.  You  can  get  a  bath 
too.” 

“  I’d  considerably  rather  go  dirty.” 

“  Shower-bath,  I  think — hot  and  cold.  Massage 
to  order.” 
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“  Chiropodist,  I  suppose,  in  the  next  carriage — 
manicurist  by  appointment?” 

“  Have  them  next  year,  old  man,  just  as  soon  as 
the  demand  justifies  it;  we  don’t  go  in  for  the 
unnecessary  luxuries.  Tell  you  one  thing — got 
any  pressing  correspondence  to  attend  to?” 

“Yes,”  said  Kaye;  “letter  to  a  female  cousin.” 

Val  Ingham  looked  disappointed.  “No  almighty 
rush  about  that,”  he  said. 

“  You  don’t  know  her” 

“Well,  I  was  going  to  say  if  it  was  business — 
there’s  a  stenographer  and  typist  on  board,  regular 
feature,  ordinary  New  York  charges.  But  you’d 
be  glad  to  get  even  a  female  cousin  off  your  mind. 
Dictate  it.  My  dear  chap,  you’ve  got  no  enter¬ 
prise.  If  the  American  public  were  like  you,  this 
train  wouldn’t  run  two  trips.” 

“  It  would  not,”  groaned  Kaye.  “  You  can’t 
send  your  female  relatives  type -written  letters. 
I  should  never  have  a  chance  to  send  a  second  to 
Frances  Walden.” 

“  She  must  be  very  particular.” 

“  She  is.  Where’s  the  piano  ?  ” 

“  In  the  dining-car,”  replied  Val  Ingham  imper¬ 
turbably.  “  Paderewski  always  travels  by  this  train 
to  get  a  chance  to  practise.” 

At  this  point  Violet  and  Verona  and  Bobs  got 
up.  “  We,”  they  announced,  “  are  going  to  the 
observation  car  in  the  rear — will  you  come?” 

Val  Ingham  would,  with  pleasure,  but  we  two 
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Kemballs  sat  rooted  in  our  misery.  Violet  urged 
that  we  would  obtain  a  better  idea  there  of  the  way 
we  were  getting  over  the  ground,  but  we  were  con¬ 
tent  with  the  idea  we  had.  The  other  four  went 
into  the  observation  car,  and  stayed  there  until  we 
arrived  at  Suspension  Bridge.  I  hoped  everything 
was  going  on  as  it  should,  but  I  had  temporarily 
quite  lost  interest  in  the  matter ;  I  should  have  been 
unable  to  look  on  intelligently,  even  in  an  observa¬ 
tion  car. 


CHAPTER  XXV 


WE  have  the  warmest  and  most  grateful  feel¬ 
ings  toward  Americans,  and  I  do  not  wish 
to  dwell  upon  the  treatment  our  luggage  received, 
to  the  exclusion  of  everything  else,  as  so  many 
English  people  do,  especially  as  the  recollection  of 
it  even  now  rouses  in  one  a  kind  of  annihilating 
rage  which  is  not  a  pretty  sentiment.  But  two 
burst  locks  and  a  top  completely  smashed  in — it 
was  my  new  dress-baskets  from  the  stores — cannot 
be  passed  over  in  silence.  There  seemed  to  be 
among  the  porters  an  honourable  competition  as 
to  how  far  they  could  fling  the  boxes,  and  how 
accurately  they  could  place  them  upon  their 
corners.  Perhaps  if  one  were  a  porter  oneself,  and 
were  asked  to  lift  the  monstrous  great  clamped 
trunks  the  Americans  carry  about,  one  would  have 
felt  the  same  animosity  towards  them ;  but  to 
display  it  toward  cabin  luggage  and  cane  baskets 
and  leather  portmanteaux  was  an  act  of  malignity 
which  had  no  excuse.  Kaye,  with  his  foolish 
insular  idea  of  bringing  somebody  to  justice,  found 
what  they  call  the  “  baggage-master,”  a  muscular 
red-faced  thing  in  his  shirt-sleeves,  who  might  have 
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been  chosen  by  election  for  his  skill  in  damaging 
the  possessions  of  the  travelling  public.  He  put 
his  fingers  in  the  arm-holes  of  his  waistcoat  and 
looked  at  our  boxes.  Then  he  spat.  Then  he 
turned  to  a  subordinate.  “  Looks  like  some  of 
Tom  M‘Ginnis’s  work  here,”  he  said  to  the  sub¬ 
ordinate,  who  nodded. 

“  That’s  what  y’  get,”  he  said  to  Kaye,  “  for 
trustin’  yer  baggage  to  a  man  like  Tom  McGinnis.” 
Kaye  was  speechless,  and  perhaps  it  was  as  well ; 
but  he  seldom  tells  the  story  to  this  day  without 
adding — “That  baggage-master  made  me  a  con¬ 
vert  to  lynch  law.” 

This  incident  did  not  occur  at  Niagara  Falls,  but 
it  occurred,  and  I  thought  it  might  go  in  here,  as 
Kaye  insists  that  it  should  not  be  omitted,  and  we 
are  travelling  by  rail  only  in  these  chapters.  The 
little  town  of  Niagara,  on  the  contrary,  spread 
around  us,  oh,  so  peacefully  after  the  Empire  State 
Express  had  gone  roaring  on  its  way.  I  don’t 
know  precisely  what  I  expected  of  Niagara,  but 
“  thunderous  sound  ”  was  the  principal  thing,  and  a 
good  deal  of  fashion  and  gaiety,  smart  shops,  and 
villas  and  carriages.  I  suppose  one  thought  of  so 
world-renowned  a  place  as  at  least  a  local  summer 
resort  of  some  brilliancy  and  importance.  How 
different  it  was !  The  country  fields,  with  their 
“snake”  fences  and  ragged  corners  of  raspberry- 
bushes  and  meadow-sweet  and  golden-rod,  crept 
close  to  the  station,  where  there  was  presently 
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nothing  and  nobody  but  ourselves  and  our  luggage 
and  one  countrified  sticky  little  girl  in  white 
stockings.  The  road  rambled  away,  bordered  by 
weedy  grass  and  wooden  “side-walks,”  and  white 
frame  cottages  with  green  shutters  sat  sleepily  on 
either  side  in  bits  of  garden  where  pink  and  white 
peonies  were  blooming.  It  was  so  quiet  that  one 
heard  a  cock  crow  and  a  woman  beating  a  carpet. 
I  could  have  wept  at  the  peace  of  it,  but  one  does 
not  give  way  to  emotions  like  that ;  I  got  into  a 
cab  with  the  rest,  and  drove  to  the  hotel.  On  the 
way  we  passed  a  tram,  but  it  did  not  disturb  us — 
it  was  waiting  for  an  old  lady  who  was  still  some 
distance  away,  and  there  were  only  two  other 
people  in  it.  Another  illusion  was  shattered  when 
we  were  put  down  at  our  destination.  The  Niagara 
cabman  no  longer  exists  as  the  brigand  of  my 
imagination.  We  had  very  little  to  pay;  I  don’t 
remember  what,  but  very  little. 

We  chose  our  hotel  at  random — tossed  coppers 
for  it,  and  it  turned  out  not  to  be  one  of  the  big 
ones.  With  its  shady  lawn  and  its  plaster  urns  of 
gay  geraniums  and  its  broad  verandah  it  might 
have  been  a  comfortable  private  house.  People, 
who  looked  on  friendly  terms  with  each  other  and 
very  much  at  home,  were  sitting  on  the  verandah 
in  painted  rocking-chairs,  reading  newspapers — two 
or  three  men  and  the  inevitable  little,  middle-aged, 
tidy,  bright  American  woman  with  white  hair,  who 
glanced  shrewdly  up  at  us  as  we  passed  in.  On 
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the  gravel  path  a  youth  was  practising  riding  the 
bicycle,  and  two  young  girls,  bare-headed,  strolled 
arm-in-arm  on  the  side-walk — between  it  and  the 
lawn  there  was  no  wall  or  paling.  All  was  serene 
and  pleasant  and  relaxed,  and  a  public-spirited 
lady  opposite  was  watering  the  road  between  with 
her  garden-hose,  making  a  grateful  coolness.  We 
seemed  to  be  a  little  surprise,  so  many  of  us,  walk¬ 
ing  in;  there  was  some  delay  about  our  rooms. 
“  Might  I  ask,”  said  the  proprietor  to  Bobs,  “  who 
recommended  you  to  this  hotel  ?  ” — “  The  President 
of  the  United  States,”  said  Bobs  gravely,  alluding 
to  the  “  heads  or  tails  ”  of  the  cent  which  decided 
our  coming ;  but  he  didn’t  score  much.  The  man 
stared  for  an  instant,  and  then,  “  Oh  yes,”  he 
said,  “  he  always  stops  here.”  It  is  foolish  for  an 
Englishman  to  try  to  get  ahead  of  a  Yankee  in 
any  such  way  as  that. 

Late  dinner  they  didn’t  provide,  but  tea  we 
could  have  immediately.  “  Tea  !  ”  exclaimed  Lord 
Robert  Walden,  crestfallen.  “  But  we’ve  had 
nothing  since  lunch — have  we  got  to  go  to  bed  on 
tea  ?  ” 

“  Cheer  up,  old  chap,”  said  Val ;  “  it  won’t  be  any 
thin  bread-and-butter  business,  you’ll  see;”  and  it 
wasn’t.  It  was  cold  ham  and  chicken  and  pickles 
and  hot  creamed  potatoes;  also  the  flakiest  fresh 
biscuits — those  round  light  scones  which  are  not 
biscuits  at  all ;  also  that  delicious  jam-sandwich 
kind  of  cake  that  nobody  but  the  Americans  really 
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know  how  to  make;  also  peaches  and  cream. 
Nothing  to  complain  of,  one  would  verily  think  ; 
and  yet  my  belongings,  Kaye  and  Bob  Walden, 
grumbled  till  I  was  heartily  ashamed  of  them. 
They  wanted  a  joint  and  beer;  and  in  the  end 
they  got  it,  cold,  and  supped  since  they  could 
not  dine;  but  I  chose  the  American,  or  better 
part,  with  tea,  and  never  told  the  dreams  I  had 
after  it. 

Bobs  and  Kaye  took  their  pipes  out  into  the 
verandah.  Verona  went  promptly  to  bed.  Violet 
would  not  wait  till  the  morning  for  her  first 
glimpse  of  the  Cataract,  but  must  needs  hail  a 
vehicle  and  start  forthwith.  I  was  much  too  tired 
to  go  with  her,  and  Bobs  and  Kaye  were  as  lazy  as 
might  be  expected  after  cold  joint  and  beer ;  but 
Val,  whose  politeness  never  failed,  prayed  instantly 
to  be  her  cavalier. 

“  Oh  yes,”  said  Violet,  “  you  can  come  if  you 
like;  but  mind,  not  a  single  attempt  at  origin¬ 
ality.” 

It  amused  me  sometimes,  privately,  the  way  she 
would  sit  upon  Verona’s  property — she  really  was 
not  in  a  position  to  do  just  as  she  liked  with  Val 
Ingham. 

When  we  went  out,  the  proprietor  was  sitting 
in  one  of  the  painted  rocking-chairs  reading  war 
telegrams  aloud  out  of  the  Buffalo  Express.  It  was 
important  news  of  one  of  the  Philippine  victories, 
and  we  listened  with  the  rest.  When  he  had 
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finished,  the  proprietor  folded  the  paper  and 
handed  it  to  Kaye. 

“  I  don’t  know  where  your  sympathies  are,”  he 
said,  “  but  maybe  you’d  like  to  see  what’s  going 
on.” 

“  My  sympathies  are  right  here,”  said  my  hus¬ 
band,  who  was  picking  up  Americanisms  fast ;  and 
as  Bobs  and  I  looked  over  his  shoulder  at  the 
exciting  head-lines,  I  waylaid  one  or  two  glances, 
approving  and  fraternal,  from  the  other  occupants 
of  the  verandah. 

How  pleasant  it  was  on  that  quiet  verandah, 
what  a  sense  of  hospitable  retreat  behind  the  grass 
and  geraniums,  in  view  of  the  earthy  road,  where 
now  and  again  came  the  long  free  trot  of  a  good 
horse  in  a  light  buggy,  driven  as  likely  as  not  by  a 
man  in  his  shirt  sleeves,  with  a  straw  hat  on  the 
back  of  his  head,  holding  between  his  teeth  the 
calm  cigar  of  evening  leisure.  Dear  horses  of 
America,  what  happy  beasts  you  are !  No  galled 
necks  or  swollen  fetlocks ;  no  ribs  showing,  heads 
hanging,  or  feet  out-planted  for  greater  ease ;  none 
of  these  ills  are  yours.  You  live  in  a  country 
where  there  is  still  plenty  for  a  horse  to  eat,  and 
not  too  much  for  a  horse  to  do.  You  can’t  make 
money,  but  every  other  benefit  of  the  American  lot 
is  yours ;  and  you  go  in  your  airy  harness,  taking 
your  light  traps  along,  as  if  you  knew  it.  Instinct¬ 
ively  one  feels  warmly  toward  Americans  when 
one  sees  their  horses — not  the  expensive  carriage 
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animal,  but  every  man’s  horse,  the  horse  of  the 
livery  and  the  express  cart  and  the  evening  buggy. 
Thinking,  as  we  watched  them,  how  shockingly  the 
Spaniards  treated  theirs,  I,  for  one,  could  feel  only 
one  sentiment  about  the  war. 

The  lady  who  sprinkled  the  road  from  her  garden 
had  disappeared,  but  a  very  lovely  white  clematis 
over  her  window  remained.  It  shone  like  clustered 
stars  in  the  twilight,  and  I  exclaimed  upon  it  to 
the  proprietor. 

“Yes,”  he  said,  “that’s  a  fine  plant;  but  you 
can’t  anything  like  see  it  from  here.  It  would 
be  worth  your  while  to  go  over  and  look 
at  it.” 

“  But  it’s  a  private  house,”  I  said. 

“  Well,  yes,  it  is  a  private  house.  Mrs.  Pritchett 
lives  there.  She’s  a  widow,  pretty  well  off.  But  I 
don’t  know  as  anything  pleases  Mrs.  Pritchett  so 
much  as  to  have  folks  go  in  and  admire  her 
flowers.  I  believe  she  took  down  her  fence 
a-purpose.” 

“Walk  across  her  lawn?”  I  exclaimed.  “I 
wouldn’t  dare.” 

“  Why,  now,  there’s  nothing  to  be  scared  of. 
Look  here,  I’ll  take  you  over  myself  if  you  really 
want  to.” 

I  didn’t  like  to  refuse  so  cordial  an  offer,  and 
the  proprietor  and  I  made  our  way  across  to 
the  beautiful  creeper,  which  was  more  radiant 
than  ever  at  close  quarters,  though  I  was  in 
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too  much  trepidation  to  stay  more  than  half  a 
minute. 

“  There’s  Mrs.  Pritchett  at  the  window  now,” 
remarked  the  proprietor  as  we  retraced  our  steps. 
“  I’m  real  glad  she  didn’t  miss  us.” 

Kaye  and  Bobs  sat  late  on  the  verandah  smok¬ 
ing  that  night — so  late  that  Kaye  had  to  undertake 
to  lock  the  front  door  and  enable  the  proprietor  to 
go  to  bed.  Kaye  had  a  serious  talk  with  Bobs, 
from  what  I  could  gather  afterwards.  His  function 
as  adviser  had  been  allowed  to  lapse  for  some  time. 
My  husband  is  never  a  very  communicative  person, 
but  I  know  that  for  weeks  he  had  had  absolutely 
nothing  to  tell  me.  Once  an  adviser  always  an 
adviser  though,  and  he  had  not,  of  course,  the  least 
difficulty  in  bringing  the  matter  up.  He  was  really 
anxious — we  both  were. 

“  I  suppose,”  said  Kaye  to  Bobs,  when  I  was 
gone,  “you  made  it  all  right  with  your  future 
pa-in-law  before  we  left?” 

“  Can’t  say  I  did,”  said  Lord  Robert  with  would- 
be  nonchalance  as  he  knocked  his  pipe  against  his 
heel. 

“  Meant  to,  didn’t  you  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  it’s  no  use,  in  this  country,  until  you’re 
square  with  the  girl.  Girl  first,  you  see,  over  here. 
And  that’s  as  it  should  be  too,”  added  Bobs. 

“  H’m,”  said  Kaye,  “  yes.  When  the  chap’s  an 
American.  But  you’re  not  an  American.” 

“  I’ve  been  doing  all  I  know  to  act  like  one.” 
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“Yes;  but  look  here,  old  chap,  I’ve  come  to  the 
conclusion  that  little  game  of  yours  isn’t  likely  to 
be  understood.  Pa  Ham  will  expect  you  to  act 
like  an  Englishman.  Maybe  that’s  what’s  queer¬ 
ing  the  whole  pitch.” 

Bobs  apparently  had  no  reply  for  this,  and  there 
was  a  silence  of  several  whiffs  and  some  slight 
constraint. 

“  If  it’s  got  to  be  like  that,”  he  said  at  last, 
without  enthusiasm,  “  might  as  well  go  a  step 
further  and  arrange  through  a  third  party,  Con¬ 
tinental  style.  You  might  have  done  it  for  me; 
hanged  if  I  wouldn’t  have  preferred  it.  That  little 
old  stick  of  a  Ham  paralyses  me,  as  they  say  over 
here.  Wish  I’d  thought  of  it  in  time.” 

“  He  doesn’t  paralyse  me,”  remarked  Kaye ;  “  but 
then  I  don’t  want  either  his  ducats  or  his  daughter. 
I’d  have  done  it  for  you  like  a  shot,  if  you’d  asked 
me.  I  want  to  see  the  thing  come  off,  both  for 
your  sake  and  the  family’s.  There’s  a  lot  of  coin, 
and  she’s  a  nice  girl.” 

“  Nice  girl — oh  yes,”  responded  Bobs.  “Confound 
these  Yankee  matches;  there  isn’t  a  light  in  a 
blooming  dozen  of  ’em.  As  you  say,  it’s  a  pity 
it’s  too  late.” 

“Wouldn’t  like  me  to  write?”  suggested  Kaye. 

“No,  no;  I  think  not.  Writing’s  always  a  mis¬ 
take.  No,  as  you  say,  the  opportunity’s  gone. 
I’ll  just  have  to” — 

“  Keep  up  the  siege  ?  ” 
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Lord  Robert  rose  and  stretched  himself.  “  I 
suppose  there’s  nothing  else  to  do,”  he  said;  his 
words  were  mixed  up  with  a  yawn.  “  I’m  afraid,” 
he  added,  as  they  went  in-doors,  “  that  beastly  train 
was  too  much  for  the  ladies.  Miss  Daly’s  quite 
knocked  up.” 


CHAPTER  XXVI 


EXT  morning  we  visited,  of  course,  the 


1  N  Cataract  and  the  Park,  and  those  beautiful 
little  islands  that  seem  caught  on  the  brink  and 
not  yet  pushed  over,  and  the  whirlpool,  and  all  the 
other  great  and  wonderful  exhibitions  of  nature  in 
this  place.  It  is  curious  that,  in  looking  back  upon 
the  wonders  of  the  world  that  we  have  travelled 
far  to  see,  it  is  not  the  sublimity  itself  that  we  want 
to  write  about,  but  the  tiny  human  interest  cling¬ 
ing  to  the  verge.  Is  this  because  we  more  than 
suspect  that  we  have  no  words  to  deal  with  such 
marvels,  or  is  it  because  they  produce  in  us  one 
shock  of  feeling  and  after  that  are  void,  barren  of 
suggestion,  and  as  a  theme  for  common  people  to 
dwell  on — dare  I  say  it! — a  little  boring?  We 
saw  the  Falls  of  Niagara,  fell  into  the  trance  they 
evoke,  were  stupefied,  awed,  and  overcome,  but  one 
should  be  John  Milton,  or  an  organ,  to  describe 
them,  and  I  am  only  a  young  married  lady  living 
in  Sussex.  My  mind  turns  more  readily,  therefore, 
to  the  beaded  moccasins  they  sell  you  in  the  place 
where  the  lift  lets  you  down  to  see  the  whirlpool — 
the  single  thing  made  by  Indians  that  I  saw  in  the 
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continent  that  once  belonged  to  them — excellent 
bathroom  slippers.  At  Schaffhausen,  I  remember, 
Kaye  bought  me  a  walking-stick  with  a  dear  brown 
bear  climbing  up  it ;  but  that  was  less  useful.  And 
I  am  very  glad  that  the  thunder  of  the  Falls  has 
not  obliterated  in  my  memory  the  voice  of  the 
man  opposite  Kaye  at  the  breakfast-table.  He 
began  a  conversation  with  us  in  such  a  curious 
way ;  I  imagine  he  was  a  regular  boarder,  and  so 
felt  that  he  had  the  advantage  of  transient  persons 
like  ourselves. 

“  I  understand,”  he  said,  so  suddenly  that  it 
made  me  jump,  “that  there  are  eleven  hundred 
and  seventy-two  persons  living,  descendants  of 
Mary  Stuart,  of  whom  six  hundred  and  seventeen 
have  a  better  claim  to  the  English  Crown  than 
Queen  Victoria.  Is  that  so?  ” 

What  were  we  to  say !  None  of  us  knew,  none 
of  us  had  an  idea.  If  he  had  thrown  a  poached 
egg  at  us,  we  should  not  have  been  more  dum- 
founded.  Kaye  was  the  first  to  recover  his 
presence  of  mind. 

“  I  have  no  knowledge  of  Jacobite  statistics,”  he 
said. 

“Got  no  use  for ’em  over  there,  eh ?  Well,  it’s 
funny  how  I  generally  manage  to  ask  an  English¬ 
man  a  question  he  can’t  answer.  Been  long  in  the 
United  States  ?  ” 

“  About  three  months.” 

“  That’s  long  enough  for  a  good  look  round. 
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Well,  sir,  now  you’ve  seen  popular  government, 
what  do  you  think  of  legislation  by  the  upper 
classes  only,  which  I  understand  is  your 
system  ?  ” 

“  I  wish  it  were,”  replied  my  husband.  “  The 
member  for  our  place  is  a  bounder.  Brings  his 
own  cigars  with  him  when  he  dines  with  you.” 

“  That’s  the  chap,  isn’t  it,  that  wants  to  marry 
his  deceased  wife’s  sister?”  put  in  Bobs  languidly. 
“  I  know  him.  Awful  brute.” 

“Why  in  Sam  Hill  shouldn’t  he?”  exclaimed 
the  man.  “  But  that’s  not  saying  what  you  think 
of  your  system  of  government  now  you’ve  seen 
ours,”  he  added  shrewdly. 

“  I  think  rather  more  of  it  than  I  did,”  said 
Kaye.  “  Thanks  for  the  mustard,  Ingham.  We’re 
pretty  bad,  but  I  see  we’re  not  so  bad  as  we  might 
be.  We’re  still  a  little  particular  about  the  men 
we  give  the  job  to.  A  lot  of  little  things  come  up 
in  Parliament  one  way  and  another  that  we  like  to 
have  properly  looked  after,  and  we’d  hate  to  see  a 
chap  making  money  there.  No,  the  man  in  the 
street  isn’t  good  enough  to  spend  our  taxes  for  us 
yet ;  and  the  wonder  to  me  is,”  concluded  Kaye, 
twisting  his  moustache  in  a  manner  of  which  I 
felt  extremely  proud,  “  that  you  put  up  with  him 
over  here  as  you  do.” 

“  The  theory  of  the  American  constitution  is,  sir, 
that  one  man  is  as  good  for  that  purpose  as 
another,” 
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“  I’ve  been  noticing,”  said  Kaye,  “  how  it  works 
out” 

“You  have  only  to  look  at  the  country,  sir.” 

“  It’s  a  wonderful  country,”  remarked  my  hus¬ 
band,  “  in  spite  of  everything.” 

“  On  that  principle,”  continued  the  man  opposite, 
“  we  fill  our  civil  service,  our  consular  and  diplo¬ 
matic  agencies.” 

“  We  do,  the  Lord  help  us  !  ”  put  in  Violet  Ham  ; 
at  which  Verona  cast  upon  her  a  glance  of  indig¬ 
nation,  and  Val  Ingham  gave  her  a  sympathetic 
smile.  “  Shall  we  get  our  hats  ?  ”  she  said  to 
Verona ;  and  we  all  got  up.  I  had  breakfasted  in 
mine,  and  I  followed  Kaye  out  to  the  verandah. 
So  did  the  man  opposite ;  and  while  we  waited  for 
the  others,  he  began  again. 

“  I  understood,  sir,  from  what  you  said  last  night, 
that  you  were  pretty  favourably  impressed  with 
this  country — what  you’d  seen  of  it.  Think  I  heard 
you  kind  of  admirin’  the  way  our  Jackies  fixed  up 
things  in  Manila  ?  ” 

“  Favourably  impressed !  I  should  think  so. 
You’ve  done  things  in  mechanics  I  wouldn’t  have 
believed  of  the  devil,”  replied  my  husband  candidly ; 
“  and  as  to  this  campaign  in  Cuba  and  the  Philip¬ 
pines,  I’m  proud  of  it.” 

“  You’re  proud  of  it,”  repeated  the  man  no  longer 
opposite.  “  May  I  ask  if  I’ve  been  mistaken  in 
supposing  you’re  an  Englishman  ?  ” 

“  You  have  not” 
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“  Going  to  settle  in  this  country  ?  ” 

“  No” 

“  Married  to  an  American  lady?” 

“No!”  I  cried,  laughing.  “  I’m  just  as  English 
as  he  is.” 

“  Then  I’m  blamed  if  I  can  see  why  you  should 
be  proud  of  it.” 

“  Well,”  said  Kaye,  “  I’m  not  proud  of  it  at  all,  if 
that  makes  it  any  clearer.  That  official  report 
from  the  Admiral  in  command  who  wired  that  he 
had  the  pleasure  of  making  the  American  nation 
a  Fourth  of  July  present  of  the  Spanish  fleet,  for 
instance,  I  should  say,  was  the  most  indecent  con¬ 
tribution  ever  made  to  Blue  Books  in  the  English 
language.  I  was  ashamed  of  that.” 

“  Oh,  now  you’re  talking  through  your  hat !  And 
what’s  more,  I  don’t  see  you’ve  got  any  call  to 
express  feelings  about  it  one  way  or  another.” 

“You  asked  me,”  said  Kaye. 

“  I  asked  for  an  opinion,”  retorted  the  Yankee. 

“Got  you  there,  dear,”  I  murmured  at  my  hus¬ 
band’s  elbow. 

Kaye  was  picking  out  a  cigar  from  a  box  of  Val 
Ingham’s,  and  did  not  reply  until  he  had  made 
a  careful  selection.  Deliberation  is  a  leading 
characteristic  of  Kaye’s. 

“  Sorry  if  you  don’t  like  it,”  he  said,  “  but  we’ve 
got  rather  a  strong  feeling  about  Americans  in 
England — family  feeling.  You  come  of  the  old 
stock,  you  see;  in  the  eyes  of  the  world  we’re 
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originally  responsible  for  you ;  we  can’t  help  being 
more  or  less  gratified  about  that,  you  know.  I 
expect  the  Dutchies  are  fairly  proud  of  the  Boers, 
though  they’ve  degenerated  in  some  respects, 
while  you’ve  improved — in  some  respects.” 

“You’ve  got  a  cold  nerve,”  said  the  man,  now  in 
the  rocking-chair. 

“  By  all  the  laws  of  nature,”  continued  Kaye — 
“  These  are  rattling  good  Havanas.  They  belong 
to  another  man,  but  I  guess  I  can  offer  you  one. 
No? — By  all  the  laws  of  nature  you  belong  to  us, 
though  you  happen  to  prefer  a  different  domestic 
arrangement  ” — 

“  Which  has  been  going  on  for  a  century  and  a 
quarter,  and  turning  out  a  new  race  right  along.” 

“  Oh  no.  What’s  a  hundred  and  twenty-five 
years?  With  constant  immigration  and  communi¬ 
cation.  You  can’t  get  away  from  us  so  soon  as 
that,”  declared  my  husband. 

“  Excuse  me,  sir,”  replied  the  American  reso¬ 
lutely.  “  Queen  Victoria  was  no  grandma  of 
mine.” 

“  And  the  long  and  the  short  of  it  is,”  Kaye 
went  on,  “  that  you  can’t  do  a  single  thing,  good 
or  bad,  that  doesn’t  reflect  in  a  manner  upon 
us.  Just  as  we  can’t  do  a  single  thing,  good  or 
bad,  that  doesn’t  reflect  in  a  manner  upon  you. 
England  is  your  grandma,  if  ever  you  had  one — 
Nelson’s  your  grandpa  anyway,  the  likeness  is 
perfectly  ridiculous.” 

19 
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Something  in  this  idea  seemed  to  please  the 
American  better,  for  his  laugh,  though  rather  un¬ 
willing,  was  quite  friendly. 

“  Why,  sure,”  he  said,  “  if  you’ve  a  mind  to  look 
at  it  that  way.  But  it  about  uses  me  up  to  hear 
an  Englishman  say  so.” 

He  took  his  leave,  to  catch  the  train  for  Buffalo ; 
and  when  he  had  gone,  I  asked  my  husband  how 
soon  he  was  going  to  claim  the  United  States  as 
the  most  autonomous  of  the  various  parts  of  the 
Empire.  I  also  assured  him  that  during  the 
whole  of  the  conversation  I  have  reported,  he 
talked  just  like  an  American,  which  anyone  who 
has  travelled  in  the  States  would  admit,  I  think. 

Next  day  we  went  on  to  the  Adirondacks — not 
by  the  Empire  State.  Our  party  was  divided 
equally  to  a  hair  upon  that;  but  Violet’s  section 
gracefully  conceded  the  point  to  our  unprogressive- 
ness.  Into  the  wild  sweet  country  of  the  Adiron¬ 
dacks  we  climbed, — a  long  slow  climb  from  the 
Great  Lake  Level,  with  a  train-load  of  people  going 
to  shoot  and  fish  and  golf  there.  As  we  climbed, 
hills  began  to  lift  themselves  in  the  distance,  low 
ridges  that  grew  higher  and  bluer ;  rocks  and  fir- 
trees  came  close  to  the  line,  and  now  and  then  a 
torrent,  and  now  and  then  a  little  quiet  lake  smiling 
in  the  evening  light.  The  sweetest  breath  I  have 
ever  drawn  came  to  me  through  the  open  windows, 
an  air  soft  and  buoyant  and  caressing,  a  celestial 
air.  We  passed  Suranac;  and  one  thought  of 
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Stevenson,  with  an  acuter  sadness  that  he  should 
have  fought  and  not  prevailed  even  here.  And 
there  at  six  o’clock,  at  the  little  wooden  station 
of  Massauqua,  were  the  dear  welcoming  Adamses 
saying  they  thought  they  never  should  see  us 
again,  and  other  things  calculated,  with  the  nectar 
of  that  air,  to  make  one  as  happy  as  it  is  possible 
to  feel  on  earth. 

We  had  a  ten-mile  drive  through  the  woods, 
woods  that  might  be  lonely  if  they  were  not  so 
full  of  their  own  friendliness  and  sweetness — oh, 
the  dryads  are  good  company  there,  bursting  with 
unwritten  poems  and  admirable  quaint  sayings. 
Once  a  deer  tossed  his  antlers  in  the  distance,  and 
raspberry  bushes,  thick  with  the  wild  red  fruit,  lined 
the  roads  on  both  sides  all  the  way.  I  put  my 
hand  out  from  the  break  and  gathered  some  as 
they  swished  past — half  a  dozen  on  a  stalk,  sweet, 
delicious.  We  came  to  a  fir-fringed  lake  dimpling 
in  a  very  coquetry  of  silence ;  and  here  the  road 
divided,  leading  round  one  side  to  the  bosk,  and 
round  the  other  to  a  big  hotel,  where  we  could 
see  a  hundred  lights  and  hear  a  band.  Mr.  Adams 
explained  with  some  pride  that  the  bosk  was  there 
before  the  hotel ;  and  when  we  cried  what  a  shame 
it  was  that  his  lovely  solitude  should  be  invaded, 
he  explained  that  he  had  sold  the  hotel  company 
their  site,  and  so  took  a  more  cheerful  view. 

It  was  dark  by  the  time  we  reached  the  house; 
but  by  the  light  that  streamed  from  the  verandah, 
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as  Val  Ingham  stood  helping  us  out  in  turn,  I 
read  the  glance  Mrs.  Adams  sent  me.  It  was  a 
glance  of  interrogation,  and  I  knew  very  well  what 
it  asked.  It  was  depressing  and  a  little  humiliating 
to  be  obliged  to  shake  my  head. 


CHAPTER  XXVII 


AMERICANS  certainly  have  an  idea  of  in¬ 
terpreting  things  properly.  When  they  live 
in  a  palace,  they  are  palatial ;  when  they  live  in  a 
bosk,  they  are  bosky.  There  wasn’t  a  bed  in  the 
Adamses’  house — we  slept  upon  low  cots,  filled 
with  balsam  twigs,  aromatic  and  dreamful.  No 
paint  or  varnish  anywhere ;  all  the  decorations  in 
the  natural  bark,  all  the  furniture  knocked  together 
with  the  natural  branches.  The  chimneys  and  the 
fireplaces  were  built  of  rough  small  stones  and 
mortar.  I  had  a  fungus  for  a  pincushion.  The 
forest  did  it  all — all  but  the  dinner.  We  expected 
venison  chops  and  potatoes,  and  for  what  we  were 
about  to  receive  felt  very  thankful ;  wre  were  given 
a  dinner  of  courses  in  the  best  New  York  manner. 
Mr.  Adams’s  reliance  upon  the  wilderness  stopped 
there — he  would  not  try  nature  too  far,  I  suppose. 
He  provisioned  the  bosk  by  rail  from  New  York, 
from  the  canvas-backs  to  the  peaches ;  and  it  was 
an  arrangement  that  no  doubt  gave  us,  by  con¬ 
trast,  a  deeper  appreciation  of  the  primitive.  At 
all  events,  nobody  complained  of  the  inconsistency. 
It  was  delicious  next  morning  to  be  alive 
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in  that  sweet  and  tangled  Adirondack  solitude. 
There  was  no  escaping  the  charm  of  it ;  the  scent 
of  the  balsam  came  in  everywhere.  The  bosk  was 
a  hunter’s  lodge,  but  hunters’  lodges  have  verandahs 
in  America;  and  we  sat  in  this  one  and  looked 
out  on  a  forest  wilderness  full  of  dreams.  The 
lake  had  pearly  breadths  in  the  morning  light; 
the  firs  stood  in  rows,  looking  into  it  over  each 
other’s  shoulders;  we  saw  that  there  were  turns 
and  inlets  deep  in  clear  brown  shadow  where  it 
slipped  closer  under  them.  In  the  very  middle 
lay  a  tiny  skiff,  from  which  a  man  from  the  hotel, 
in  a  striped  blazer,  sat  contemplative.  We  hated 
the  man  in  the  striped  blazer  because  he  came 
from  the  hotel ;  perhaps  he  considered  that  we  on 
our  verandah  also  blotted  the  scene. 

I  did  not  wish,  for  reasons  of  my  own,  to  be 
led  into  a  tete-a-tete  with  Mrs.  Adams  imme¬ 
diately.  I  had  not  made  up  my  mind  how  much 
to  tell  her  of  the  situation  between  Val  Ingham 
and  Verona,  as  I  had  observed  it.  One  always 
runs  the  risk  of  being  charged  with  indecency 
in  having  observed  it  at  all.  So  Kaye  and  I  were 
both  keeping  our  hostess  company  in  the  verandah 
— the  rest  had  gone  to  find  a  wonderful  spring — 
when  a  surprise  arrived  in  the  shape  of  Mr.  Jacob 
Ham.  There  had  been  half  a  promise  that  both 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ham  would  “  run  up  ”  from  Bellevue 
for  a  week  or  so  later  and  stay  at  the  Massauqua 
House,  taking  Violet  back  with  them  when  our 
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party  broke  up;  but  the  solitary  appearance  of 
Mr.  Ham  within  five  days  of  our  farewells  fore¬ 
closed  this  expectation  somewhat  suddenly.  The 
moment  I  recognised  the  little  desiccated  old 
gentleman  I  was  filled  with  the  wildest  forebodings 
and  imaginings.  Had  he  decided  that  Bobs  after 
all  wouldn’t  do?  Had  Frances  written?  Had  he 
lost  all  his  money  and  come  to  say  that  he  could 
not  now  afford  to  give  Violet  a  title — I  mean  that 
Bobs  could  not  afford  to  give  her  one  with  her 
expensive  tastes  ?  That  would  be  annoying  after 
all  the  trouble  one  had  taken  to  feel  the  proper 
kind  of  affection  for  Violet,  but  strictly  honourable. 

It  was  quite  an  unnecessary  flutter.  Mr.  Ham 
made  his  little  ceremonious  entrance  among  our 
wonders  and  exclamations,  told  Mrs.  Adams  he 
was  very  pleased  to  make  her  acquaintance — it 
was  the  oddest  thing,  but  he  had  never  met  her 
before — sat  down  comfortably  in  a  hemlock  rock¬ 
ing-chair  with  pine-needle  cushions,  and  remarked 
that  this  was  better  than  New  York  City  any  day 
in  the  week.  One  hesitated  always  to  ask  Mr. 
Ham  questions  of  a  personal  nature,  he  looked 
such  a  little  grey  locked  box  of  private  affairs; 
so  after  ascertaining  that  Mrs.  Ham  was  still  at 
Bellevue,  we  let  him  take  his  own  time  in  account¬ 
ing  for  himself. 

“  I  hope  you  are  comfortable  at  the  hotel,  Mr. 
Ham?”  said  Mrs.  Adams.  “  I  wish  we  could  take 
you  in — put  you  up,  isn’t  that  what  you  say  in 
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England,  Mrs.  Kemball  ?  —  here  at  the  bosk, 
but 

“You’re  a  considerable -sized  crowd  already,” 
Mr.  Ham  finished  for  her  good  -  humouredly. 
“Yes,  it’s  a  pretty  good  hotel.  They’ve  got 
Charles  P.  Seaforth  to  manage  it  from  the  Vandyke 
House,  New  York.  That’s  all  the  recommenda¬ 
tion  I  want.”  Mr.  Ham  mentioned  the  name  of 
Charles  P.  Seaforth  with  what  we  thought  extra¬ 
ordinary  respect ;  but  we  did  not  know  then  that 
hotel  management  was  one  of  the  finest  American 
arts,  and  that  soaring  reputations  are  made  in  it. 

“They  came  pretty  near  losing  him  in  June,  I 
hear,  by  some  interference  on  the  part  of  the 
directors.  They  wanted  the  golf  links  over 
towards  the  village,  and  Seaforth  wanted  ’em 
somewhere  else.  Charles  P.  Seaforth  is  not  a 
man  to  stand  any  bossing,  they  might’ve  known 
that.” 

“  Are  the  rooms  good  ?  ”  asked  Kaye. 

“  Why,  yes — mine’s  all  right.  But  I  kind  of 
feel  as  if  I’d  been  compounding  a  felony  or  some¬ 
thing  about  that  room.  You  see,  I  came  in  by 
the  late  train  last  night  and  I  got  number  twenty- 
two.  This  morning  after  breakfast,  when  I  was 
waiting  in  the  office  for  my  mail,  I  heard  a  pretty 
mad  woman  tackle  Seaforth  about  number  twenty- 
two.  ‘  You  promised  it  to  us,  in  addition  to  the  one 
we  have,  the  minute  it  was  vacant,  Mr.  Seaforth,’ 
says  she.  ‘  It’s  next  door,  and  communicating  with 
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number  twenty-four  where  we  are ;  and  you  know 
I  told  you  how  uncomfortable  Mr.  Peterson  and 
I  were  in  that  small  number  twenty-four.’  ‘Well, 
madam,’  says  Seaforth  quite  polite,  ‘  the  hotel’s 
full  up,  and  it’s  gone  now,  and  that’s  all  there  is 
about  it.’  ‘  Well,  I  think  it’s  a  funny  thing  that 
you  can’t  keep  your  promises,’  says  she  rather 
short.  ‘  And  I  think  it’s  a  funny  thing  you  and 
your  husband  can’t  occupy  the  same  room,’  says 
Seaforth.  I  expect  by  this  time  he  was  riled. 
That’s  the  kind  of  man  to  have  for  a  hotel 
manager,”  added  Mr.  Ham  approvingly ;  “  up  to 
an  emergency,  every  time.” 

Silence  fell,  we  all  looked  away  across  the  land¬ 
scape.  Mrs.  Adams  remembered  that  she  had 
orders  to  give  the  cook. 

“You’ll  stay  for  luncheon,  of  course,  Mr.  Ham,” 
she  said,  and  disappeared. 

We  sat  alone  with  our  late  host  on  the  borders 
of  Massauqua  lake. 

“  I  haven’t  been  sleeping  well  lately,”  he  said, 
“and  I’ve  had  a  touch  of  hay -fever.”  As  if  in 
recollection  of  the  hay-fever  he  took  out  his  hand¬ 
kerchief  and  tried  to  blow  his  nose ;  but  one  could 
not  think  the  symptoms  very  pronounced. 

“  I’m  sorry  to  hear  that,”  said  I ;  “so  the  doctor 
ordered  you  off  to  the  country?  Very  wise,  I’m 
sure.” 

“  Well,  no,”  said  Mr.  Ham  conscientiously,  “  I 
can’t  say  I  saw  any  doctor.  I’m  my  own  doctor 
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most  of  the  time.  I  knew  I  could  rely  on  the  air 
of  these  parts.” 

“You  were  intending,”  I  ventured,  “to  come 
here  later  in  any  case?” 

“  That’s  right — I  was.  I’m  exactly  three  weeks 
ahead  of  my  date.”  Mr.  Ham  paused.  “  As  a 
rule,”  he  continued,  “  I  don’t  do  things  like  that. 
I  stick  to  my  dates,  as  a  rule.  I  guess  it  was 
lonesomeness,”  he  struck  out,  slapping  the  arm 
of  his  chair  with  a  sprightly  hand,  “lonesome¬ 
ness  after  you’d  all  gone  away  that  brought  me 
along — eh  ?  ” 

“Was  it,  Mr.  Ham?”  I  said;  “that’s  nice.” 

“  Well,  no,”  he  replied,  “  I’d  like  to  say  it  was, 
but  it  wasn’t.  That’s  not  saying  you’re  not  missed 
either.  But  the  real  reason  I’m  here,  Mrs.  Kem- 
ball,  three  weeks  ahead  of  my  date  in  this  crazy 
way,  is  Henry  Bird.” 

“  Henry  Bird  ?  ”  cried  Kaye  and  I  together. 
“  What  in  the  name  of  conscience  has  he  been  up 
to?”  demanded  my  husband. 

Mr.  Ham  put  up  a  calming  hand.  “  I’ve  got 
no  complaint  to  make  of  Henry  Bird,”  he  said, 
“  none  whatever.  Henry  Bird  is  a  good,  respect¬ 
able  man.” 

“Up  to  his  work,”  said  Kaye. 

“  Oh,  up  to  it !  And  down  to  it !  And  the 
whole  enduring  time  ” — Mr.  Ham  fixed  his  thumbs 
in  the  armholes  of  his  waistcoat — “  behind  my 
chair.” 
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“  If  that’s  all,”  said  I,  “  why  not  send  him  out  of 
the  room  ?  ” 

“Send  Henry  Bird  out  of  the  room?  No,  I’d 
as  soon  send  my  grandfather  out  of  the  room.” 

We  all  laughed,  of  course.  “  Oh,  he’s  quite 
accustomed  to  it,”  said  Kaye. 

“  That’s  just  it,”  said  Mr.  Ham.  “  That’s  another 
thing  against  Henry  Bird.  He  looks  as  if  he 
were  accustomed  to  it — to  that  kind  of  treatment. 
He  looks  as  if  he  expected  me  to  give  it  to  him. 
He  stands  there,  humble  and  patient,  waitin’  for 
something  mean  to  be  said  to  him  as  if  it  was  part 
of  the  contract.” 

“  Oh,  that’s  only  his  expression,”  said  Kaye  ;  “  it 
doesn’t  signify  anything.” 

“  It  signifies  a  lot  to  me.  And  he’s  that  watch¬ 
ful  !  He  knows  exactly  how  many  more  mouthfuls 
there  are  on  your  plate,  and  before  I’ve  made  up 
my  mind  whether  I’ll  have  another  help  or  not 
he’s  got  the  plate.” 

“  Soon  cure  him  of  that,”  said  Kaye. 

“  Well,  I  don’t  like  to  try.  Another  thing,  since 
Henry  Bird’s  been  in  the  house  I  don’t  get  any 
more  comfort  with  Jake.  Jake’s  so  taken  up 
with  him,  and  he’s  so  taken  up  with  Jake.  Only 
night  before  last  I  went  round  back  to  give  Jake 
the  evening  paper  and  get  his  opinion  on  one  or 
two  points — he’s  a  sharper  man  than  you’d  think 
for,  just  to  see  him  round  in  his  shirt  sleeves,  Jake 
is — and  I  found  ’em  both  red  hot  about  Lord 
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Rosebery.  ‘  When  a  Liberal  wins  the  Derby,’ 
Bird  was  saying,  ‘  you  can  generally  put  him  down 
to  be  a  gentleman  in  spite  of  his  politics.  There 
ain’t  no  better  blood  in  England  than  some  of 
them  old  Whig  families,’  and  Jake  was  all  ears. 
‘Well  now,’  I  said,  stepping  up,  ‘what’s  to  prevent 
a  Liberal  being  a  gentleman  that  doesn’t  win  the 
Derby?  I  never  heard  of  Gladstone  winning  as 
much  as  a  sack  race!’  ‘That’s  so,’  says  Jake, 
‘  neither  did  I.’  Bird  looked  kind  of  foolish,  as  if 
he’d  been  caught  out  where  he  hadn’t  any  business. 
‘  No,  sir,’  he  said,  ‘  Mr.  Gladstone  wasn’t  what  you’d 
call  a  sporting  character  in  any  sense,  but  if  you’ll 
excuse  me,  sir,  there  is  a  good  many  families  in 
England  where  he  wouldn’t  be  thought  exactly  a 
gentleman  either,  sir.’  Well,  we  went  on  talking — 
I  wasn’t  going  to  leave  such  nonsense  as  that  in 
any  human  being’s  head  and  not  have  a  try  at 
making  him  see  sense;  but  it  wasn’t  any  good; 
we  hadn’t  what  you  might  call  an  intelligent  con¬ 
versation.  I  could  see  it  was  a  case  of  two’s  com¬ 
pany,  so  I  went  along  and  had  a  look  at  the  beans 
by  myself.  Jake  never  stirred  to  come  with  me, 
and  I  wasn’t  going  to  ask  him.” 

We  followed  this  recital  with  the  closest  interest 
you  may  be  sure ;  but  I  really  could  not  see  that 
Bird  was  in  any  way  to  blame.  Kaye  reverted  to 
the  man’s  legitimate  duties. 

“Why  don’t  you  have  him  put  the  things  on 
the  table  and  wait  outside  for  the  bell?”  he  asked 
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“Just  so.  I  would,  only  for  Mrs.  Ham.  Ma 
likes  him  where  she  can  look  at  him,  walking 
round  that  way  with  the  potatoes.  The  things 
that  rile  me  about  Henry  Bird  please  her  down 
to  the  ground.  I  notice  she’s  getting  quite 
haughty  with  him  too — she  says  it  makes  him 
more  cheerful  and  contented.” 

“Get  Mrs.  Ham  away?”  continued  Mr.  Ham, 
while  Kaye  frowned  upon  the  situation  and  I 
rocked  thoughtfully.  “  Not  for  a  good  while  yet. 
She  prefers  to  sit  there  at  home  in  Bellevue  and 
enjoy  having  a  butler.  She  says  it’s  the  first  time 
in  all  her  born  days  she’s  had  any  real  comfort 
with  a  servant,  and  now  she’s  going  to  take  it. 
She’ll  have  to  take  it  for  the  two  of  us.” 

I  saw  that  my  husband’s  mind  had  wandered 
from  Mr.  Ham’s  domestic  perplexities.  He  asked 
me  if  I  had  unpacked  his  tweed  cap,  and  that  was 
an  invitation  to  go  and  get  it  that  I  had  the 
presence  of  mind  to  accept. 

“  Oh,  don’t  you  bother,”  he  said,  and  followed 
me  into  the  house.  There  he  laid  a  finger  on  my 
arm.  “  Don’t  scream,”  he  said  ;  “  I’m  going  to  take 
the  old  chap  out  for  a  walk,  and  do  Bobs’s  business 
for  him.” 

“  Heavens !  ”  I  exclaimed  in  a  low  voice,  “  do 
you  think  you’d  better?” 

“  Rather,”  said  Kaye ;  “  Bobs  will  be  awfully 
grateful.  He  bitterly  regretted  not  letting  me  do 
it  before — thought  himself  no  end  of  an  ass.” 
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I  kept  a  detaining  hand  upon  my  husband’s 
person,  debating  this  bold  step,  but  he  shook  it 
off. 

“  I  mustn’t  lose  this  opportunity,”  he  said.  “  He’s 
off  to-morrow  or  the  next  day  to  Paul  Smith’s — 
didn’t  you  hear  him  say? — to  see  a  man.  Ten  to 
one  I  won’t  get  another  chance.” 

I  saw  them  start  from  the  verandah  in  doubt 
and  apprehension.  Nobody  admires  my  husband’s 
many  talents  more  than  I  do,  but  he  is  not  a 
person  to  intrust  with  a  delicate  negotiation. 

Before  they  returned  the  others  had  come  in, 
and  there  was  the  hurly-burly  of  lunch.  By  the 
way  Kaye  avoided  my  eye  and  kept  out  of  my 
neighbourhood,  I  suspected  the  worst,  and  I 
thought  of  twenty  ways  in  which  he  might  have 
made  a  muddle  of  it.  There  comes  a  time  when 
one’s  husband  must  dress  for  dinner,  however,  and 
I  held  my  speculations  in  hand  till  then. 

“Well!”  I  said,  coming  in  upon  that  operation, 
“  may  I  ask  what  happened  ?  ” 

“You  are  sitting  on  my  clean  shirt.  Nothing.” 

“  I’ll  get  up  if  you  find  me  a  chair.  Then  after 
all  you  didn’t  speak  about  Bobs  ?  ” 

“  I  spoke  about  him  till  I  was  black  in  the  face,” 
said  Kaye  crossly.  “  I  told  the  old  gentleman 
exactly  what  the  situation  was.  I  enlarged  on  it. 
I  said  I’d  never  seen  Bobs  so  desperately  in  love 
before.” 

“  Oh,  I  have — but  I  wouldn’t  have  said  that. 
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Well,  you  are  making  a  long  story  of  it.  Will  he 
have  it  or  won’t  he  have  it  ?  ” 

“  He  seemed  fairly  interested  in  the  family  and 
so  forth,  especially  in  that  connection  with  Henry 
the  Sixth,  you  know  ” — 

“  I  know.” 

“  But  he  didn’t  seem  to  think  he  had  much  to  do 
with  the  matter.  He  said  there  was  no  reason 
why  Bobs  shouldn't  propose  to  his  daughter,  so  far 
as  he  knew.” 

“  I  should  think  not,  indeed.” 

“  But  as  to  whether  she  would  have  him  or  not 
he  couldn’t  give  any  opinion.  He’s  a  leery  old 
boy,  that’s  what  Ham  is,  a  leery  old  boy.  He 
behaved  as  if  I  were  giving  him  a  piece  of  interest- 
ing  gossip.” 

“  Then,  of  course,”  I  said,  “  you  didn’t  approach 
the  consideration  of  settlements  ?  ” 

“  Didn’t  get  within  miles  of  it.  I  don’t  think 
any  harm’s  done,”  added  my  husband,  with  at¬ 
tempted  cheerfulness.  “  But  things  are  pretty 
much  where  they  were.” 

“  H’m,”  said  I,  “you’ll  tell  Bobs,  of  course?” 

“  Oh,  of  course,”  replied  Kaye,  “  in  a  day  or  two. 
There’s  no  particular  hurry.” 


CHAPTER  XXVIII 


IT  was  the  most  exquisite  moonlight  night. 

Kaye  and  Mr.  Adams  were  smoking  in  the 
dining-room ;  the  four  interesting  members  of  our 
party  had  gone  out  upon  the  lake.  Mrs.  Adams 
and  I  sat  with  shawls  about  us  on  the  verandah. 
We  had  been  sitting  there  for  half  an  hour,  and 
Mrs.  Adams  knew  all  there  was  to  know.  I  did 
not  intend  to  tell  her  more  than  about  half,  but 
when  one  had  once  begun  it  was  too  fascinating,  it 
told  itself.  There  were  difficulties,  for  I  could  not 
expect  her  to  approve  of  Val  Ingham’s  method 
of  winning  Verona’s  affections,  but  then  I  did 
not  approve  of  it  particularly  either,  and  that 
made  it  easier.  Mrs.  Adams  said  about  it  that, 
personal  feeling  apart,  she  perfectly  saw  Mr. 
Ingham’s  idea,  but  then  she  sometimes  fancied 
she  understood  Mr.  Ingham  better  than  Verona 
did,  which  was  exactly  what  I  had  often  thought 
myself. 

“  I  can’t  say  I  think  it  an  idea  that  would  appeal 
to  Verona,”  said  Mrs.  Adams.  “  She’s  pretty 
subtle,  but  she’s  very  American.  She  would  think 
being  made  love  to  on  that  system  almost  as  bad 
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as  marrying  an  Englishman.  Not  that  she  has  any¬ 
thing  against  Englishmen,  you  know,  only  she  ” — 

“  Objects  to  them  on  patriotic  grounds,”  I  said  ; 
“  of  course  her  objection  must  be  purely  patriotic.” 

“  Oh,  certainly.  But  one  can  understand  the 
feeling.” 

“  One  can  understand  a  corresponding  feeling,” 
I  said  thoughtfully,  and  we  rocked  for  a  moment  in 
silence. 

“  I  am  glad  to  think  there  is  no — no  sentiment 
of  that  kind  about  Violet,”  I  resumed.  “  She  has 
travelled  so  much,  hasn’t  she  ?  But  of  course 
there  may  be  financial  difficulties.  Mr.  Ham  may 
not  see  his  way  ” — 

“  Mr.  Ham  will  see  his  way  to  anything  Violet 
wants,”  said  Mrs.  Adams  decidedly.  “  And  of 
course  she’ll  want  Lord  Robert.  He  is  such  a 
dear,  with  that  innocent  air  like  a  schoolboy. 
People  may  say  what  they  like,  but  there  is  a 
charm  about  your  British  nobility.  Of  course 
you  have  to  meet  them  to  recognise  it.  Dear  me, 
how  often  I  have  read  of  these  Anglo-American 
alliances,  and  how  little  I  ever  thought  I  should 
have  one  taking  place  in  my  own  family.” 

“Ah  well!”  I  sighed,  “  I  hope  it  will  all  come 
right.  You  never  can  tell  what  notion  two  girls 
like  that  will  take  into  their  heads.  Both  Val  and 
Bobs  may  have  carried  their  wretched  systems  too 
far — I  never  believed  in  them.” 

“  If  it  is  to  be  it  will  be  in  both  cases,”  said  Mrs. 
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Adams.  “  Surely  you  don’t  think,  Mrs.  Kemball, 
that  if  these  dear  young  people  are  real  psycho¬ 
logical  counterparts,  are  absolutely  essential  to 
each  other’s  happiness  on  the  scale  of  the  ideal, 
they  can  be  driven  apart  by  such  a  thing  as  a 
system  ?  ” 

“I  don’t  know,”  I  said;  “American  girls  are 
faddy.  Why,  they’ve  taken  the  canoes  !  ” 

“  Have  they  ?  But  they  said  they  were  going 
out  in  the  boat.” 

I  pointed  to  the  path  of  moonlight  on  the  lake 
which  the  two  canoes  were  crossing,  unmistakably 
from  the  bosk’s  wharf,  unmistakably  containing 
two  persons  each.  We  watched  them  for  a 
moment  in  a  silence  charged  with  happy  con¬ 
clusions.  Presently  I  broke  it. 

“If  Val  Ingham  has  taken  Verona  out  alone  in 
a  canoe,”  I  murmured. 

“  And  if  Violet  has  gone  out  with  Lord  Robert 
alone  in  a  canoe,”  murmured  Mrs.  Adams. 

“  It  looks  definite,”  said  I. 

“What  a  relief!”  exclaimed  Mrs.  Adams  as  the 
canoes  shot  into  the  shadow.  “  Could  you  help 
looking  at  them  ?  I  couldn’t.  And  surely  if  any 
moment  of  their  lives  should  be  sacred  from  an 
intrusive  gaze  it  is  this  one.” 

“What  difference  does  it  make?”  I  said. 
“  They  were  nothing  but  spots  when  we  could 
see  them.” 

“  Let  us  be  kind,”  said  Mrs.  Adams,  “  and  not 
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even  think  of  them  just  now.  Consider  what  a 
critical  hour  it  is  with  them.  I  had  a  kind  of  pre¬ 
sentiment  that  something  would  happen  to-night. 
They  didn’t  seem  at  all  themselves  at  dinner. 
Even  Lord  Robert  was  distrait.” 

“  I  didn’t  notice,”  I  said,  “  but  who  are  these 
people  ?  ” 

“  Mr.  Jacob  Ham  for  one,”  replied  Mrs.  Adams. 
“  I  can’t  think  who  the  lady  can  be.  They’re 
coming  here,  of  course.” 

We  sat  in  our  shawls  watching  the  approach  of 
Mr.  Ham  and  his  companion.  Still  less  than  Mrs. 
Adams  could  I  think  who  the  lady  could  be. 
Suddenly  it  dawned  upon  me,  and  I  assured  my¬ 
self  I  was  dreaming.  Then  the  voice  reached  me 
and  assured  me  that  it  was  no  dream.  Precipit¬ 
ately  I  rose  and  rushed  into  the  dining-room, 
where  my  husband  and  Mr.  Adams  lowered 
astonished  pipes. 

“Kaye,”  I  exclaimed,  “ who  in  the  name  of  all 
that’s  amazing  do  you  imagine  is  out  there  at  this 
moment  with  Mr.  Ham?” 

“  Well !  ”  asked  Kaye. 

“  Frances !” 

“  No !  ”  exclaimed  my  husband.  “  What  on 
earth  has  brought  her  over !  ”  but  as  our  eyes 
met  we  knew  what  had  brought  her  over. 

“  It’s  my  cousin,  Miss  Walden,  from  England,” 
Kaye  explained  to  Mr.  Adams,  “  and  we  hadn’t  a 
notion  she  was  coming.  The  very  last  person  !  ” 
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“  Well !  ”  said  Mr.  Adams.  “  Don’t  you  want  to 
go  and  see  her  ?  ” 

That  brought  us  to  our  senses,  and  we  went  out 
to  find  Frances  calmly  installed  and  making  dis¬ 
paraging  statements  about  the  hotel  to  Mrs. 
Adams.  It  seemed  she  was  at  the  hotel,  had 
arrived  that  afternoon,  and  had  dined  tete-a-tete 
with  Mr.  Ham.  When  she  told  us  that  we  knew 
that  whatever  was  going  to  happen  had  happened, 
which  is  not  perhaps  a  strict  sequence  of  tenses, 
but  will  do  well  enough.  Mr.  Ham  looked  as  if 
he  had  been  dining  tete-a-tete  with  Frances,  that  is 
he  looked  roused  and  animated  and  rather  uncom¬ 
fortable,  yet  there  was  now  and  then  a  twinkle  in 
his  eye,  as  if  in  any  combat  they  might  have  had 
he  had  been  not  altogether  worsted.  Of  course 
she  hadn’t  come  over  with  a  combative  intention, 
quite  the  contrary,  but  her  discussions  were  bound 
to  end  up  that  way ;  in  the  nature  of  things  and 
the  nature  of  Frances  they  had  to.  I  hoped  she 
hadn’t  been  too  hard  on  Bobs ;  but  she  had  come 
so  far  to  set  forth  the  truth  that  one  feared  it 
might  have  gained  an  unnecessary  impetus  on  the 
journey.  Drawing  my  chair  into  the  shadow,  I 
gazed  forebodingly  at  the  lake,  and  gave  myself 
up  to  astonishment  at  the  almost  malign  appro¬ 
priateness  of  Miss  Walden’s  arrival.  To-morrow 
would  have  been  in  all  human  probability  too  late; 
we  could  have  welcomed  her  with  mild  surprise 
and  admiration  for  her  conscientious  scruples ;  she 
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could  have  done  practically  no  harm  to-morrow. 
But  to-night,  exactly  at  the  moment  to  harden  Mr. 
Jacob  Ham’s  heart  and  make  him  absurdly  sus¬ 
picious  and  difficult  to  deal  with !  It  seemed  a 
sudden  unkindness  of  fate,  and  fate  had  always 
before  been  so  bland  to  Bobs. 

There  was  no  opportunity  of  course  for  any 
private  talk  with  Frances.  She  said  in  reply  to 
our  exclamations  that  she  had  come  over  on  some 
special  business,  which  was  all  that  the  occasion 
permitted ;  but  I  could  see  that  she  was  dying  to 
let  out  fifty  uncompromising  things,  the  principal 
one  being  that  she  knew  she  couldn’t  trust  us.  I 
had  taken  Kaye’s  advice,  I  hadn’t  written,  and  this 
was  the  result — she  had  come  marching  over, 
colours  flying,  to  tell  a  poor  innocent  unsophisti¬ 
cated  American  billionaire,  that  his  prospective 
son-in-law,  Lord  Robert  Walden  of  the  10th  Cold- 
brooks,  had  never  had  quite  as  much  money  as  he 
wanted  to  spend,  but  had  invariably  spent  it  all 
the  same. 

Frances  and  the  Adamses  talked,  Mr.  Ham  and 
Kaye  and  I  sat  and  listened.  Gradually  it  became 
only  Frances  who  talked  and  the  Adamses  also 
listened.  She  discussed  democratic  institutions  as 
if  she  had  invented  them,  and  approved  of  the 
American  Republic  as  if  she  had  brought  it  up. 
She  was  encouraging  about  political  rings  and 
bosses ;  she  said  such  scandals  were  incident 
to  the  growth  and  development  of  a  people; 
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she  herself  took  an  optimistic  view,  quite  expected 
a  moral  sense  to  appear  and  influence  American 
politics  before  the  end  of  another  century.  The 
kinder  she  became  in  her  beliefs  and  expectations, 
the  more  silent  grew  the  Adamses,  but  monologue 
had  no  embarrassment  for  Frances :  I  suppose  she 
inherited  a  pulpit  facility  from  the  bishop.  She 
held  forth  without  flagging,  and  the  rest  of  us 
waited  for  the  splash  of  the  paddles. 

“  Surely,”  she  interrupted  herself  to  say,  “  it’s 
very  late  for  these  young  people  to  be  out.” 

That  was  what  we  were  all  thinking,  but  not 
one  of  us  dreamed  of  going  in.  There  was  a  com¬ 
pulsion  upon  us  all  to  stay  in  the  verandah  and 
receive  the  young  people,  a  kind  of  excited  pre¬ 
science  of  a  moment  of  high  congratulation,  or 
perhaps  it  was  only  a  happy  anxiety  to  assure 
ourselves  that  they  had  not  been  drowned.  We 
drew  our  shawls  closer  about  us,  and  thrust  our 
hands  deeper  into  our  trouser  pockets,  and  sat 
still  in  a  half  circle  almost  indistinguishable  among 
the  black  and  white  shadows  of  the  moonlight.  At 
last  we  heard  voices,  and  then  silence  fell  even 
upon  Frances — it  was  a  conscious  conspiracy — 
and  we  sat  like  six  statues.  It  wasn’t  really  fair. 

As  the  first  pair  came  round  the  little  bend  in 
the  path  to  the  house  I  grasped  the  arms  of  my 
chair  with  both  hands  and  put  my  foot  with  mean¬ 
ing  emphasis  upon  Kaye’s.  They  came  up  the 
path  swinging  hands ;  she  was  singing  something 


THOSE  DELIGHTFUL  AMERICANS  305 


soft  and  gay.  I  knew  it  was  Bobs  by  his  shoulders, 
but  I  had  never  heard  Violet  sing  before.  Then, 
as  they  stopped  swinging  hands,  and  just  in  time 
I  am  sure,  a  sudden  stentorian,  unnatural  cough 
from  Kaye  brought  about  a  standstill  and  a  separa¬ 
tion.  We  all  pushed  our  chairs  about  and  began 
to  talk  volubly  at  once,  but  nobody  was  imposed 
upon,  neither  the  couple  on  the  path  nor  any  single 
guilty  soul  of  us.  We  all  knew  that  we  had  seen 
that  which  we  ought  not  to  have  seen,  and  they, 
poor  things,  knew  it  too. 

“Where  are  Mr.  Ingham  and  Verona?”  cried 
Mrs.  Adams,  to  cover  the  situation. 

For  an  instant  they  hesitated  and  conferred, 
then  we  heard  them  laugh,  and  they  came 
briskly  up. 

“  Here  is  Verona,”  cried  Bobs  audaciously,  some 
paces  off ;  “  we  passed  Ingham  and  Miss  Ham  ten 
minutes  ago,  sitting  on  a  stump.  They  told  us  to 
go  away.” 

Verona ! 

I  thought  it  was  a  joke ;  I  did  not  at  first  take  it 
in.  It  could  not  be  Verona,  she  was  unwealthed ; 
besides,  had  not  Bobs  been,  up  to  a  month  ago, 
more  in  love  with  Violet  Ham  than  he  ever  was 
before  with  anybody?  It  flashed  upon  me  that  we 
had  simply  surprised  an  outrageous  flirtation,  and 
that  our  reasonable  and  proper  expectations  were 
to  be  disappointed  for  the  twentieth  time ;  and  in 
that  brief  instant  I  decided  that  I  would  positively 
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wash  my  hands  of  the  whole  affair;  it  wasn’t  worth 
the  trouble  and  anxiety.  I  don’t  know  what  the 
rest  were  thinking  of  while  this  was  passing  through 
my  mind.  Frances  was  announcing  herself  to  her 
nephew,  and  this  of  course  covered  the  embarrass¬ 
ment  everybody  felt.  And  Frances  was  not  a 
person  to  be  kept  long  in  doubt  about  anything. 
Turning  graciously — for  her — to  Verona,  who  had 
apparently  forgotten  that  she  was  looking  very 
charming  in  Bobs’s  Inverness  cape,  “  And  this  is 
the  young  lady,”  she  said,  “  whom  we  hope,  when 
all  is  made  clear,  to  be  allowed  to  welcome  into 
our  family — Miss  Ham,  I  believe.” 

“This  is  the  young  lady;  but  her  name  is 
Miss  Daly,  Aunt  Frank,”  said  poor  Bobs,  making 
everything,  with  those  few  words,  clear  beyond 
surmise. 

“  I  understood  you  to  say  ‘  Ham,’  ”  Frances 
addressed  me  severely.  “  It  is  not  a  word  you 
could  mis-spell  or  I  could  mis-read.  H — a — m, 
Ham” 

“  A  person  may  make  a  mistake,”  I  cried,  on  the 
verge  of  hysterics.  “  And  I’ll  never  tell  you  any¬ 
thing  again,  Frances,  as  long  as  I  live.” 

“There  is  a  Miss  Ham  in  our  party,  Aunt  Frank,” 
said  Bobs,  with  an  amazing  recovery  of  his  serenity. 
“You  are  quite  right,  so  far  as  that  goes.  But  we 
thought  we  ascertained  a  few  minutes  ago — didn’t 
we,  Verona? — that  she  was  engaged  to  Mr.  Valen¬ 
tine  Ingham  of  New  York.  You’ll  meet  him  by 
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and  by,  if  you  sit  up  long  enough.  Ah,  here  they 
are.” 

Here  they  were  indeed,  and  for  some  silly  reason, 
perhaps  because  we  were  by  that  time  worked  up 
into  a  single  tense  interrogation,  we  got,  unani¬ 
mously,  upon  our  feet  as  they  approached,  and 
shouted,  “  Well  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  very  well,”  replied  Val  Ingham  absurdly, 
taking  off  his  hat  to  the  group. 

Verona,  you  see,  had  said  nothing;  she  never 
did  say  anything  at  critical  moments.  She  smiled 
through  this  one,  leaning  gracefully  against  a  pillar, 
looking  more  detached  and  elusive  than  ever  in 
the  moonlight;  but  the  instant  Violet  appeared, 
they  were  off  together,  and  I  noticed,  in  the  way 
they  fled  arm-in-arm,  a  trace  of  that  same  subtle, 
superior  understanding  that  had  always  bothered 
me  about  those  girls. 

The  rest  of  us  stood  and  looked  at  each  other 
for  a  moment  in  rather  a  foolish  silence,  and  then 
Mr.  Ham  asked  Frances  if  he  might  have  the 
pleasure  of  escorting  her  to  the  hotel.  “  Seems  to 
me,”  he  said,  in  his  queer  little  dry  way,  “  we’ve 
all  got  something  to  sleep  on.”  I  never  did  really 
like  Mr.  Jacob  Ham. 

We  melted  away,  all  but  Bobs  and  Mr.  Adams, 
to  whom  Bobs  offered  a  cigar  in  a  manner  of 
special  invitation.  It  was  rather  hard  on  Mrs. 
Adams,  I  thought,  as  I  plunged  into  the  matter 
with  Kaye.  She  gave  them  just  a  quarter  of  an 
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hour,  and  then  at  regular  intervals  of  five  or  ten 
minutes  we  heard  her  voice  from  their  bedroom 
window  calling  across  the  moonlit  sward  to  the 
verandah,  “  Cornelius !  Cornelius !  ” 

It  remains  the  experience  that  we  oftenest 
discuss  in  connection  with  our  visit  to  the  States ; 
but  all  our  discussion  leaves  us  very  little  the 
wiser.  The  obstinate  fact  still  confronts  us  that 
at  the  beginning  of  the  summer  Lord  Robert 
Walden  and  Mr.  Valentine  Ingham  were  in  love 
with  Miss  Violet  Ham  and  Miss  Verona  Daly 
respectively,  and  at  the  end  of  it  were  engaged  to 
them  irrespectively.  Whether  the  explanation  lies 
in  the  inconstant  quality  of  the  American  heart,  as 
Kaye  is  inclined  to  believe — but  this  does  not 
explain  Bobs — or  the  fundamental  unsoundness 
of  systems,  which  is  my  theory — and  does  explain 
Bobs — or  the  simple  fact  that  the  young  ladies 
themselves  preferred  the  other  arrangement  from 
the  beginning,  as  we  both  sometimes  think,  we  are 
unlikely  ever  to  settle;  but  about  one  thing  we 
think  alike,  we  assure  ourselves  that  we  took  it 
much  too  seriously.  .  .  .  Upon  this  point  I  had 
Mrs.  Adams’s  agreement ;  she  said  she  thought  we 
expected  too  much,  too  much  resolution  and  de¬ 
cision.  Love  in  America,  she  implied,  was  a  more 
aerial  and  bodiless  thing  than  in  our  native  land, 
unaccustomed  to  inspection  and  handling,  and 
extinguished  by  the  very  idea  of  settlement.  I 
am  not  quite  sure  that  she  did  not  think  Val 
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Ingham  would  have  married  Verona  if  he  had  not 
exhausted  his  idyll  by  confiding  it  to  me;  but 
then  I  am  not  quite  sure  either  that  she  would  have 
been  better  pleased  if  he  had.  “  Money,”  she  said, 
“  is,  after  all,  a  very  common  advantage ;  perhaps 
Lord  Bobby  will  make  some.”  The  figure  of 
young  Ingham’s  and  Violet  Ham’s  united  income 
certainly  represents  an  advantage  rather  un¬ 
common,  and  I  fear  that  poor  Bobs  will  never 
amass  the  hundredth  part  of  it.  He  is  making 
what  he  calls  a  shot  at  it,  however.  Mr.  Adams 
has  got  him  something  in  Standard  Oil  in  Yoko¬ 
hama.  It’s  as  good,  socially,  as  a  Consulship,  I 
hear,  and  better  paid.  And  we  are  all  very  happy, 
even  Kaye,  for  the  Inghams  have  taken  Cliffenden 
this  year,  and  we  are  going  up  for  the  shooting. 
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Part  I. — General  Literature 


Abbot  (Jacob).  THE  BEECHNUT  book. 
Edited  by  E.  V.  Lucas.  Illustrated. 
Demy  \6mo.  3 s.6d.  [Little  Blue  Books. 

AcatOS  (M.  J.).  See  L.  A.  Sornet. 

Adeney  (W.  F.),  M.A.  See  Bennett  and 
Adeney. 

JEschylUS.  AGAMEMNON.  CHOEPHO- 
ROE,  EUMENIDES.  Translated  by 
Lewis  Camfuell,  LL.D.,  late  Professor  of 
Greek  at  St.  Andrews.  5 s. 

[Classical  Translations. 

j£sop.  FABLES.  With  380  Woodcuts  by 
Thomas  Bewick.  Fcap.  8 vo.  3*.  6d.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Ainsworth  (W.  Harrison).  WINDSOR 
CASTLE.  With  22  Plates  and  87  Wood- 
cuts  in  the  Text  by  George  Cruikshank. 
Fcap.  8 vo.  2s-  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

THE  TOWER  OF  LONDON.  With  40 
Plates  and  58  Woodcuts  in  the  Text  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Fcap.  8 vo.  3s.  6d. 
net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Alexander  (William),  D.D.,  Archbishop  of 
Armagh.  THOUGHTS  AND  COUN¬ 
SELS  OF  MANY  YEARS.  Selected 
by  J.  H.  Burn,  B.D.  Demy\6mo.  2s.  6d. 

Aiken  (Henry).  THE  ANALYSIS  OF 
THE  HUNTING  FIELD.  With  7  Col¬ 
oured  Plates  and  43  Illustrations  on  wood. 
Fcap.  8 vo.  3s.  6d.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

THE  NATIONAL  SPORTS  OF  GREAT 
BRITAIN.  With  descriptions  in  English 
and  French.  With  51  Coloured  Plates. 
Royal  Folio.  Five  Guineas  net. 

[Burlington  Library. 

THE  NATIONAL  SPORTS  OF  GREAT 
BRITAIN.  With  Descriptions  and  51 
Coloured  Plates  by  Henry  Alken.  4$.  6 d. 
net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper,  30X.  net. 

This  book  is  completely  different  from 


the  large  folio  edition  of  ‘  National  Sports’ 
by  the  same  artist,  and  none  of  the  plates 
are  similar.  [Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Allen  (Jessie).  DURER.  With  many  Illus¬ 
trations.  Desny  i6mo.  2 s.  6 d.  net. 

[Little  Books  on  Art. 

Almack  (E. ).  BOOKPLATES.  With  many 
Illustrations.  Demy  \6mo.  2 s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Books  on  Art.  Nearly  Ready. 

Amherst  (Lady).  A  SKETCH  OF 
EGYPTIAN  HISTORY  FROM  THE 
EARLIEST  TIMES  TO  THE  PRE¬ 
SENT  DAY.  With  many  Illustrations, 
some  of  which  are  in  Colour.  Demy  8 vo.  , 
10 s.  6d  net.  [Nearly  Ready.  : 

Anderson  (F.  M.).  THE  STORY  OF 
THE  BRITISH  EMPIRE  FOR  CHIL¬ 
DREN.  With  many  Illustrations.  Crown 
8 vo.  is.  6 d. 

Andrewes  (Bishop).  PRECES  PRI- 
VATAE.  Edited,  with  Notes,  by 
F.  E.  Brightman,  M.A.,  of  Pusey  House, 
Oxford.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Aristophanes.  THE  FROGS.  Translated 
into  English  by  E.  W.  Huntingford,  M.  A., 
Professor  of  Classics  in  Trinity  College, 
Toronto.  Crown  8 vo.  2 s.  6 d. 

Aristotle.  THE  NICOMACHEAN 
ETHICS.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction 
and  Notes,  by  John  Burnet,  M.A.,  Pro¬ 
fessor  of  Greek  at  St.  Andrews.  Demy  8 vo.  ; 
15X.  net. 

Ashton.  (R.).  THE  PEELES  AT  THE 
CAPITAL.  Illustrated.  Demy  16  mo. 

2 s.  6d.  [Little  Blue  Books. 

MRS.  BARBERRY’S  GENERAL  SHOP. 
Illustrated.  Demy  1 6mo.  2 s.  6d. 

[The  Little  Blue  Books. 

Asquith  (H.  H.),  The  Right  Hon.,  M.P. 
TRADE  AND  THE  EMPIRE.  An 
Examination  of  Mr.  Chamberlain’s  Pro¬ 
posals.  Demy  8 vo.  6d.  net. 

Atkins  (H.  G.).  GOETHE.  With  12  Illus¬ 
trations.  Fcap.  8 vo.  3s.  6 d.  ;  leather ,  4.?. 
net.  [Little  Biographies.  Nearly  Ready. 
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Atkinson  (T.  D.).  A  SHORT  HISTORY 
OF  ENGLISH  ARCHITECTURE. 
With  over  200  Illustrations  by  the  Author 
and  others.  Fcap.  8 vo.  3s.  6d.  net. 

[Nearly  Ready. 
Austen  (Jane).  PRIDE  AND  PREJU¬ 
DICE.  Edited  by  E.  V.  Lucas.  Two 
Volumes.  Small  Pott  8 vo.  Each  volume , 
cloth ,  is.  6 d.  net.  ;  leather ,  2 s.  6 d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

NORTHANGER  ABBEY.  Edited  by  E. 
V.  Lucas.  Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth ,  is.  6d. 
net.;  leather ,  2 s.  6d.net.  [Little  Library. 

Bacon  (Francis).  THE  ESSAYS  OF. 
Edited  by  Edward  Wright.  Small  Pott 
8 vo.  is.  6 d.  net ;  leather ,  2 s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

Baden  -  Powell  (R.  S.  S.),  Major-General. 
THE  DOWNFALL  OF  PREMPEH.  A 
Diary  of  Life  in  Ashanti,  1895.  With  21 
Illustrations  and  a  Map.  Third  Edition. 
Large  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
THE  MATABELE  CAMPAIGN,  1896. 
With  nearly  100  Illustrations.  Fourth  and 
Cheaper  Edition.  Large  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
Baker  <W.  G.),  M.A.  JUNIOR  GEO¬ 
GRAPHY  EXAMINATION  PAPERS. 
Fcap,  8 vo.  is.  [  [unior  Exam.  Series. 

Baker  (Julian  L.),  F.I.C.,  F.C.S.  THE 
BREWING  INDUSTRY.  Crown  8 vo. 
2 s.  6d.  net. 

[Books  on  Business.  Nearly  Ready. 
Balfour  (Graham).  THE  LIFE  OF 
ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON.  Second 
Edition.  Two  Volumes.  Demy  8vo.  25s.net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Balfour  (Marie  Clothilde).  FROM 
SARANAC  TO  THE  MARQUESAS. 
Being  Letters  _  written  by  Mrs.  M.  I. 
Stevenson  during  1887-8  to  her  sister  Miss 
Jane  Whyte  Bai.four.  With  an  Intro¬ 
duction  by  George  W.  Balfour,  M.D., 
LL.D.,  F.R.S. S.  Crown  8vo.  6s.net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
Bally  (S.  E.).  A  FRENCH  COMMERCIAL 
READER.  With  Vocabulary.  Second 
Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  2 s. 

[Commercial  Series. 
FRENCH  COMMERCIAL  CORRE¬ 
SPONDENCE.  With  Vocabulary.  Third 
Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  2 s. 

[Commercial  Series. 
A  GERMAN  COMMERCIAL  READER. 
With  Vocabulary.  Crown  8vo.  2 s. 

[Commercial  Series. 
GERMAN  COMMERCIAL  CORRE¬ 
SPONDENCE.  With  Vocabulary.  Crcnun 
Zvo.  2 s.  6 d.  [Commercial  Series. 

Banks  (Elizabeth  L.).  THE  AUTO¬ 
BIOGRAPHY  OF  A  'NEWSPAPER 
GIRL.’  With  Portrait  of  the  Author  and 
her  Dog.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 


Barham  (R.  H.).  THE  INGOLDSBY 
LEGENDS.  Edited  by  J.B.  Atlay.  Two 
V olumes.  Small  Pott  8 vo.  Each  volume , 
cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  2  .s'.  6 d.  tut. 

[Little  Library. 

Baring-Gould(S.).  Author  of'  Mehalah,’etc. 
THE  LIFE  OF  NAPOLEON  BONA¬ 
PARTE.  With  over  450  Illustrations  in 
the  Text,  and  12  Photogravure  Plates. 
Gilt  top.  Large  quarto.  3 6s. 

THE  TRAGEDY  OF  THE  C/ESARS. 
With  numerous  Illustrations  from  Busts, 
Gems,  Cameos,  etc.  Fifth  Edition. 
Royal  Zvo.  15$. 

A  BOOK  OF  FAIRY  TALES.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  and  Initial  Letters 
by  Arthur  J.  Gaskin.  Second  Edition. 
Crcnun  Zvo.  Buckram.  6s. 

A  BOOK  OF  BRITTANY.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Uniform  in  scope  and  size  with  Mr. 
Baring-Gould’s  well-known  books  on  Devon, 
Cornwall,  and  Dartmoor. 

OLD  ENGLISH  FAIRY  TALES.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  by  F.  D.  Bedford. 
Second  Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  Buckram.  6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
THE  VICAR  OF  MORWENSTOW :  A 
Biography.  A  new  and  Revised  Edition. 
With  Portrait.  Crcnun  8 vo.  3s.  6d. 

A  completely  new  edition  of  the  well- 
known  biography  of  R.  S.  Hawker. 
DARTMOOR:  A  Descriptive  and  Historical 
Sketch.  With  Plans  and  numerous  Illus¬ 
trations.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

THE  BOOK  OF  THE  WEST.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Two  volumes. 
Vol.  1.  Devon.  Second  Edition.  Vol.  11. 
Cornwall.  Second  Edition.  Crown  Zvo. 
6s.  each. 

A  BOOK  OF  NORTH  WALES.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  Zvo.  6^. 

This  book  is  uniform  with  Mr.  Baring- 
Gould’s  books  on  Devon,  Dartmoor,  and 
Brittany. 

BRITTANY.  Illustrated  by  J.  A.  Wylie. 
Pott  Zvo.  Cloth,  3 s.  ;  leather ,  3 j.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Guides. 

OLD  COUNTRY  LIFE.  With  67  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Fifth  Edition.  Large  Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 
AN  OLD  ENGLISH  HOME.  With  numer¬ 
ous  Plans  and  Illustrations.  Cr.  8 vo.  6s. 
HISTORIC  ODDITIES  AND  STRANGE 
EVENTS.  Fifth  Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 
YORKSHIRE  ODDITIES  AND 
STRANGE  EVENTS.  Fifth  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

STRANGE  SURVIVALS  AND  SUPER¬ 
STITIONS.  Second  Edition.  Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

A  GARLAND  OF  COUNTRY  SONG: 
English  Folk  Songs  with  their  Traditional 
Melodies.  Collected  and  arranged  by 
S.  Baking-Gould  and  H.  F.  Sheppard. 
Demy  4  to.  6s. 
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SONGS  OF  THE  WEST:  Traditional 
Ballads  and  Songs  of  the  West  of  England, 
with  their  Melodies.  Collected  by  S. 
Baking  -  Gould,  M.A.,  and  H.  F.  Shep¬ 
pard,  M.A.  In  4  Parts.  Parts  I.,  II., 
III.,  is.  6d.  each.  Part  IV.,  4<y.  In  One 
Volume,  French  Morocco,  10 s.  net. 

Barker  (Aldred  F.),  Author  of  ‘  Pattern 
Analysis,’  etc.  AN  INTRODUCTION 
TO  THE  STUDY  OF  TEXTILE 
DESIGN.  With  numerous  Diagrams  and 
Illustrations.  Demy  8 vo.  7 s.  6d. 

Barnes  (W.E.).D.D.  ISAIAH.  With  an  In¬ 
troduction  and  Notes.  TwoVols.  Fcap.8vo. 
"2s.net each.  With  Map.  [Churchman’s  Bible. 
Barnett  (Mrs.  P.  A.).  A  LITTLE  BOOK 
OF  ENGLISH  PROSE.  Small  Pott  8  vo. 
Cloth,  1  s.  6d.  net ;  leather,  2 s.  6 d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

Baron  (R.R.  N.),  M.A.  FRENCH  PROSE 
COMPOSITION.  Crown  8 vo.  2 s.  6 d. 
Key,  3s.  net. 

Barron  (H.  M.),  M.A. ,  Wadham  College, 
Oxford.  TEXTS  FOR  SERMONS.  With 
a  Preface  by  Canon  Scott  Holland. 
Crown  8 vo.  3 s.  6 d. 

Bastable  (C.  F.),  M.A.,  Professor  of  Econ¬ 
omics  at  Trinity  College,  Dublin.  THE 
COMMERCE  OF  NATIONS.  Second 
Edition.  Crcnvn  8 vo.  2 s.  6 d. 

[Social  Questions  Series. 
Batson  (Mrs.  Stephen).  A  BOOK  OF 
THE  COUNTRY  AND  THE  GARDEN. 
Illustrated  by  F.  Carruthers  Gould  and 
A.  C.  Gould.  Demy  8 vo.  ioj.  6 d. 

A  CONCISE  HANDBOOK  OF  GAR¬ 
DEN  FLOWERS.  Fcap.  8 vo.  3 s.  6 d. 
Beaman  (A.  Hulme).  PONS  ASINORUM; 
OR,  A  GUIDE  TO  BRIDGE.  Second 
Edition.  Fcap.  8 vo.  2s. 

Beard  (W.S.).  JUNIOR  ARITHMETIC 
EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  Second 
Edition.  Fcap.  8 vo.  is.  With  or  without 
Answers.  [Junior  Examination  Series. 
JUNIOR  GENERAL  INFORMATION 
EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  Fcafi.  8 vo. 
is.  [Junior  Examination  Series. 

EASY  EXERCISES  IN  ARITHMETIC. 
Arranged  by.  Cr.8vo.  Without  Answers,  1 
With  Answers,  is.  6d. 

Beckford (Peter).  THOUGHTS  ON 
HUNTING.  Edited  by  J.  Otho  Paget, 
and  Illustrated  by  G.  H.  Jalland.  Demy 
8  vo.  10  s.  6  d. 

Beckford  (William).  THE  HISTORY  OF 
THE  CALIPH  VATHEK.  Edited  by  E. 
Denison  Ross.  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth,  is.  6 d. 
net ;  leather,  2 s.  6 d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

Beeching(H.  C.),M.  A. ,  Canon  of  Westminster. 
LYRA  SACRA  :  A  Book  of  Sacred  Verse. 
With  an  Introduction  and  Notes.  PottZvo. 
Cl.,  2s. ’.leather ,  2S.6d. [Library  of  Devotion. 
Behmen(Jacob).  THESUPERSENSUAL 
LIFE.  Edited  by  Bernard  Holland. 
Fcap.  8  vo.  3  .t.  6 d. 


BellOC  (Hilaire).  PARIS.  With  Maps  and 
Illustrations.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Bellot  (H.  H.  L.),  M.A.  THE  INNER 
AND  MIDDLE  TEMPLE.  With  numer¬ 
ous  Illustrations.  Crown  8 vo.  6s.  net. 

See  also  L.  A.  A.  Jones. 

Bennett  (W.  H.),  M.A.  A  PRIMER  OF 
THE  BIBLE.  Second  Edition.  Crown 
8  vo.  2  s.  6  d. 

Bennett  (W.  H.)  and  Adeney  (W.  F.).  A 

BIBLICAL  INTRODUCTION.  Crcnvn 
8  vo.  7  s.  6  d. 

Benson  (AC.),  M.A.  A  LIFE  OF  LORD 
TENNYSON.  With  9  Illustrations.  Fcap. 
8 vo.  Cloth,  3s.  6 d. ;  Leather ,  4X.  net. 

[Little  Biographies. 

Benson  (R.  M.).  THE  WAY  OF  HOLI¬ 
NESS:  a  Devotional  Commentary  on  the 
119th  Psalm.  Crown  8 vo.  5 s. 

Bernard  (E.  R.),  M.A.,  Canon  of  Salisbury. 
THE  ENGLISH  SUNDAY.  Fcap.  8 vo. 
is.  6d. 

Bertouche  (Baroness  de).  THE  LIFE 
!  OF  FATHER  IGNATIUS.  With  Illus- 
j  trations.  Demy  8vo.  io.f.  6d.  net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

[Nearlv  Ready. 

Bethune-Baker  (J.  F.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of 
Pembroke  College,  Cambridge.  A  HIS¬ 
TORY  OF  EARLY  CHRISTIAN  DOC¬ 
TRINE.  De?ny  8  vo.  10s.  6 d. 

[Handbooks  of  Theology. 

Bidez  (M.).  See  Parmentier. 

Biggs  (C.  R.  D.),  B. D.  THE  EPISTLE  TO 
THE  PHILIPPIANS.  With  an  Introduc¬ 
tion  and  Notes  Fcap.8vo.  1s.6d.net. 

[Churchman’s  Bible. 

Bindley  (T.  Herbert),  B.D.  THE  OECU¬ 
MENICAL  DOCUMENTS  OF  THE 
FAITH.  With  Introductions  and  Notes. 
Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

A  historical  account  of  the  Creeds. 

Binyon  (Laurence).  THE  death  OF 
ADAM,  AND  OTHER  POEMS.  Second 
Edition.  Crown  87 >0.  3 s.  6d.  net. 

Blair  (Robert).  THE  GRAVE  :  a  Poem. 
Illustrated  by  12  Etchings  executed  by 
Louis  Schiavonettj,  from  the  original 
inventions  of  William  Blake.  With  an 
Engraved  Title-Page  and  a  Portrait  of 
Blake  by  T.  Phillips,  R.A.  Fcap.  8vo. 
3 r.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper  with  India  Proofs  and  a  duplicate  set 
of  plates.  15s.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Blake  (William).  ILLUSTRATIONS  OF 
THE  BOOK  OF  JOB.  Invented  and 
Engraved  by.  Fcap.  8 vo.  3*.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper  with  India  proofs  and  a  duplicate  set  of 
plates.  15s.net.  [illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

SELECTIONS.  Edited  by  M.  Perugini. 
Small  Pott  8 vo.  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  2s.  6d. 
net.  [Little  Library. 
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Blaxland  (B.).  M.A.  THE  SONG  OF 
SONGS.  Being  Selections  from  St.  Ber¬ 
nard.  Small PottZvo.  Clothes.;  leather, 
2 s.  6d.  net.  [Library  of  Devotion. 

Bloom  (T.  Harvey),  M.A.  SHAKE¬ 
SPEARE’S  GARDEN.  With  Illustrations. 
Fcap.  S vo.  2 s.  6d.  ;  leather,  3J.  6d.  net. 

Boardman  (J.  H.).  See  W.  French. 

Bodley  (J.  E.  C).  Author  of  ‘  France.’  THE 
CORONATION  OF  EDWARD  VII. 
Demy  8 vo,  21  s.  net.  By  Command  of  the 
King. 

Body  (George),  D.D.  THE  SOUL’S  PIL¬ 
GRIMAGE  :  Devotional  Readings  from 
his  published  and  unpublished  writings. 
Selected  and  arranged  by  J.  H.  Burn, 
B.D.,  F.R.S.E.  PottZvo.  2s.  6d. 

Boger  (Alnod  J.).  THE  STORY  OF 
GENERAL  BACON  :  A  Short  Account  of 
a  Peninsula  and  Waterloo  Veteran.  Crown 
8vo.  6s. 

Bona  (Cardinal).  A  GUIDE  TO  ETER¬ 
NITY.  Edited  with  an  Introduction  and 
Notes,  by  J.  W.  Stanbridge,  B.D.  Pott 
8z >0.  Cloth ,  2 s.  ;  leather ,  2 s.  6d.  net. 

[Library  of  Devotion. 

Borrow  (George).  LAVENGRO.  Edited 
by  F.  Hindes  Groome.  Two  Volumes. 
Small  Pott  8  vo.  Each  volume,  cloth, is.  6d. 
net ;  leather,  2 s.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

THE  ROMANY  RYE.  Edited  by  John 
Sampson.  Small  PottZvo.  Cloth,  is.  6d. 
net ;  leather,  2 s.  6d.  net .  [Little  Library. 

Bos  (J.  Ritzema).  AGRICULTURAL 
ZOOLOGY.  Translated  by  J.  R.  Ains¬ 
worth  Davis,  M.A.  With  an  Introduction 
by  Eleanor  A.  Ormerod,  F.E.S.  With 
155  Illustrations.  Crown  8 vo.  Second 
Edition.  3 s.  6d. 

Botting  (C.  G.),  B.A.  JUNIOR  LATIN 
EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  Fcap.  8 yo. 
Second  Ed.  is.  [Junior  Examination  Series. 

EASY  GREEK  EXERCISES.  Cr.  8 vo.  2s. 

Boulton  (E.  S.).  GEOMETRY  ON 
MODERN  LINES.  Crown  8 vo.  2 s. 

Bowden  (E.  M.).  THE  IMITATION  OF 
BUDDHA  :  Being  Quotations  from 
Buddhist  Literature  for  each  Day  in  the 
Year.  Fourth  Edition.  Crown  161110.  2  s.6d. 

Bowmaker  (E.).  THE  HOUSING  OF 
THE  WORKING  CLASSES.  Crown 
8z>o.  2 s.  6d.  [Social  Questions  Series. 

Brabant  (F.  G.),  M.A.  SUSSEX.  Illus¬ 
trated  by  E.  H.  New.  Small  Pott  81 to. 
Cloth,  3 s.  ;  leather ,  3*.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Guides. 

THE  ENGLISH  LAKES.  Illustrated  by 
E.  H.  New.  Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth,  4*.  ; 
leather ,  4s.  6d.  net.  [Little  Guides. 

Brodrick  (Mary)  and  Morton  (Ander¬ 
son).  A  CONCISE  HANDBOOK  OF 
EGYPTIAN  ARCHAEOLOGY.  With 
many  Illustrations.  Crown  8 vo.  35.  6d. 


Brooke  (A.  S.),  M.A.  SLINGSBY  AND 
SLINGSBY  CASTLE.  With  many  Illus¬ 
trations.  Cr.  8vo.  5 s.  net.  [Nearly  Ready. 

Brooks  (E.  W.).  See  F.  J.  Hamilton. 

Brownell  (C.  L.).  THE  HEART  OF 
JAPAN.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Browning  (Robert).  SELECTIONS 
FROM  THE  EARLY  POEMS  OF. 
With  Introduction  and  Notes  by  W.  Hali. 
Griffin.  Small  Pott  8 vo.  is.  6 d.  net.  ; 
leather ,  2s.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

Buckland  (Francis  T.).  CURIOSITIES 
OF  NATURAL  HISTORY.  With  Illus¬ 
trations  by  Harry  B.  Neilson.  Crown 
8 vo.  35.  6 d. 

Buckton  (A.  M.).  THE  BURDEN  OF 
ENGELAta  Ballad-Epic.  Second  Edi¬ 
tion.  Crown  8 vo.  3s.  6 d.  net. 

Budge  (E.  A.  Wallis).  THE  GODS 
OF  THE  EGYPTIANS.  With  over 
100 Coloured  Plates  and  many  Illustrations. 
Two  Volumes.  Royal  8 vo.  £3,  3 s.  net. 

Bulley  (Miss).  See  Lady  Dilke. 

Bunyan  (John).  THE  PILGRIM’S  PRO¬ 
GRESS.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction, 
by  C.  H.  Firth,  M.A.  With  39  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  R.  Anning  Bell.  Cr.  8 vo.  6s. 

GRACE  ABOUNDING.  Edited  by  C.  S. 
Freer,  M.A.  Small  Pott  8  vo.  Cloth,  2  s.  ; 
leather ,  2 s.  6d.  net.  [Library  of  Devotion. 

Burch  (G.  J.),  M.A.,  F.R.S.  A  MANUAL 
OF  ELECTRICAL  SCIENCE.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8 vo.  3 s. 

[University  Extension  Series. 

Burgess  (Gelett).  GOOPS  AND  HOW 
TO  BE  THEM.  With  numerous  Illus¬ 
trations.  Small  i,to.  6s. 

Burn  (A.  E.),  B.D.,  Examining  Chaplain  to 
the  Bishop  of  Lichfield.  AN  INTRO¬ 
DUCTION  TO  THE  HISTORY  OF 
THE  CREEDS.  Demy  8 vo.  10s.  6 d. 

[Handbooks  of  Theology. 

Burn  (J.  H.),  B.D.,  A  MANUAL  OF 
CONSOLATION  FROM  THE  SAINTS 
AND  FATHERS.  Small  Pott  8 vo. 
Cloth ,  2 s.  ;  leather ,  2s.  6d.  net. 

[Library  of  Devotion. 

Burn  (J.  H.),  B.D.  A  DAY  BOOK  FROM 
THE  SAINTS  AND  FATHERS.  With 
an  Introduction  and  Notes.  S?nall  Pott 
8 vo.  Cloth,  2 s.  ;  leather ,  2 s.  6d.  net. 

[Library  of  Devotion. 

Burnand  (Sir  F.  C.).  RECORDS  AND 
REMINISCENCES,  PERSONAL  AND 
GENERAL.  With  many  Illustrations. 
Demy  Bvo.  Two  Volumes.  Second  Edition. 
25*.  net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Burns  (Robert),  THE  POEMS  OF. 
Edited  by  Andrew  Lang  and  W.  A. 
Craigie.  With  Portrait.  Third  Edition. 
Demy  8 vo,  gilt  top.  6s. 
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Burnside  (W.  F.).  OLD  TESTAMENT 
HISTORY  FOR  USE  IN  SCHOOLS. 
Crown  8  vo.  3 s.  6  d. 

Burton  (Alfred).  THE  MILITARY  AD¬ 
VENTURES  OF  JOHNNY  NEW- 
COME.  With  15  Coloured  Plates  by 
T.  Rowlandson.  Fcap.  8 vo.  35.  6d.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Caldecott  (Alfred),  D.D.  THE  PHIL¬ 
OSOPHY  OF  RELIGION  IN  ENG¬ 
LAND  AND  AMERICA.  Demy  8 vo. 
10 s.  6 d.  [  Handbooks  of  Theology. 

Calderwood  (D.  S.),  Headmaster  of  the  Nor¬ 
mal  School,  Edinburgh.  TEST  CARDS 
IN  EUCLID  AND  ALGEBRA.  In  three 
packets  of  40,  with  Answers,  is.  each.  Or 
in  three  Books,  price  2 d.,  2 d.,  and  3 d. 

Cambridge  (Ada)  [Mrs.  Cross].  THIRTY 
YEARS  IN  AUSTRALIA.  Demy  8 vo. 
7  s.  6  d. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

Canning  (George).  SELECTIONS  FROM 
THE  ANTI-JACOBIN  ;  with  additional 
Poems.  Edited  by  Lloyd  Sanders.  Small 
Pott  8 vo,  cloth ,  ir.  6d.  net. ;  leather , 
25.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

Capey  (E.  F.  H.).  ERASMUS.  With  12 
Illustrations.  Fcap.  8 vo.  Cloth ,  35.  6d.  net ; 
leather,  45.  net.  [Little  Biographies. 

Carlyle  (Thomas).  THE  F RE N C H 
REVOLUTION.  Edited  by  C.  R.  L. 
Fletcher,  Fellow  of  Magdalen  College, 
Oxford.  Three  Volumes.  Crown  8 vo.  185. 

THE  LIFE  AND  LETTERS  OF  OLIVER 
CROMWELL.  With  an  Introduction  by 
C.  H.  Firth,  M.A.,  and  Notes  and  Appen¬ 
dices  by  Mrs.  S.  C.  Lomas.  Three  Volumes. 
Demy  8 vo.  185.  net.  [Nearly  Ready. 

Carlyle  (R.  M.  and  A.  J.),  M.  A.  BISHOP 
LATIMER.  With  Portrait.  Croivn  8 vo. 
3 s.  6d.  [Leaders  of  Religion. 

Channer  (C.  C.)  and  Roberts  (M.  E.). 

LACE-MAKING  IN  THE  MIDLANDS, 
PAST  AND  PRESENT.  With  16  full- 
cage  Illustrations.  Crown  8 vo.  25.  6d. 

Chesterfield  (Lord),  THE  LETTERS  OF, 
TO  HIS  SON.  Edited,  with  an  Intro¬ 
duction,  by  C.  Strachey,  and  Notes  by 
A.  Calthrop.  Two  Volumes.  Cr.Svo.  12 5. 

Christian  (F  W.).  THE  CAROLINE 
ISLANDS.  With  many  Illustrations  and 
Maps.  Demy  8 vo.  12s.  6d.  net. 

Cicero.  DE  ORATORE  I.  Translated  by 
E.  N.  P.  Moor,  M.A.  Crown  8 vo.  35.  6d. 

[Classical  Translations. 

SELECT  ORATIONS  (Pro  Milone,  Pro 
Murena,  Philippic  1 1. ,  InCatilinam).  Trans¬ 
lated  by  H.  E.  D.  Bi.akiston,  M.  A.,  Fellow 
and  Tutor  of  Trinity  College,  Oxford. 
Crown  8 vo.  5 s.  [Classical  Translations. 

DE  NATURA  DEORUM.  Translated 
by  F.  Brooks,  M.A.,  late  Scholar  of  Balliol 
College,  Oxford.  Crown  8 vo.  35.  6d. 

[Classical  Translations. 


DE  OFFICIIS.  Translated  by  G.  B. 
Gardiner,  M.A.  Crown  8 vo.  2 5.  6 d. 

[Classical  Translations. 

Clarke  (F.  A.),  M.A.  BISHOP  KEN. 
With  Portrait.  Crown  8 vo.  35.  6 d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 
Cleather  (A.  L.)  and  Crump  (B.).  THE 
RING  OF  THE  NIBELUNG  :  An  Inter¬ 
pretation,  embodying  Wagner’s  own  ex¬ 
planations.  Second  Ed.  Crown  8  vo.  2 s.  6 d. 
THE  WAGNER  CYCLE.  In  Three 
Volumes  Fcap  8 vo.  is.  6d.  net  each. 

Vol.  1. — Parsifal,  etc. 

Clinch  (G.).  KENT.  Illustrated  by  F.  D. 
Bedford.  Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth ,  35.  ; 
leather,  35.  6d.  net.  [Little  Guides. 

THE  ISLE  OF  WIGHT.  Illustrated  by 
F.  D.  Bedford.  Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth, 
3 s. ;  leather,  35.  6d.  net.  [Little  Guides. 

Clough  (W.  T.)  and  Dunstan  (A.  E.). 

ELEMENTARY  EXPERIMENTAL 
SCIENCE.  Physics  by  W.  T.  Clough, 

A. R.C.S.  Chemistry  by  A.  E.  Dunstan, 

B. Sc.  With  1  Diagram.  Crown  8vo.  2 s. 

[Junior  School  Books. 
Cobb  (T.).  THE  CASTAWAYS  OF 
MEADOWBANK.  Illustrated.  Demy 
i6mo.  25.  6d.  [Little  Blue  Books. 

THE  TREASURY  OF  PRINCEGATE 
PRIORY.  Illustrated.  Demy  16 mo.  2S.6d. 

[Little  Blue  Books. 
THE  LOST  BALL.  Illustrated.  Demy 
i6mo.  25.  6 d.  [Little  Blue  Books. 

Collingwood  (W.  G.),  M.A.  THE  LIFE 
OF  JOHN  RUSK  IN.  With  Portraits. 
Cheap  Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  65. 

Collins (W.E.), M.A.  THE  BEGINNINGS 
OF  ENGLISH  CHRISTIANITY.  With 
Map.  Crown  8 vo.  35.  6d. 

[Churchman's  Library. 
Colonna.  HYPNEROTOMACHIA  POLI- 
PHILI  UBI  HUMANA  OMNIA  NON 
NISI  SOMNIUM  ESSE  DOCET 
ATQUE  OBITER  PLURIMA  SCITU 
SANE  QUAM  DIGNA  COMMEMO- 
RAT.  An  edition  limited  to  350  copies  on 
handmade  paper.  Folio.  Three  Guineas  net. 

[Nearly  Ready. 
Combe  (William).  THE  TOUR  OF 
DR.  SYNTAX  IN  SEARCH  OF  TPIE 
PICTURESQUE.  With  30  Coloured 
Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson.  Fcap.  8 vo. 
35.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.  305.  net.  [Illustratd  Pocket  Library. 
THE  TOUR  OF  DR.  SYNTAX  IN 
SEARCH  OF  CONSOLATION.  With 
24  Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson. 
35.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.  30 s.net.  [Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 
THE  THIRD  TOUR  OF  DR.  SYNTAX 
IN  SEARCH  OF  A  WIFE.  With  24 
Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson.  35. 6d. 
net. 


General  Literature 


Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.  30s.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  JOHNNY  QUAE 
GENUS  :  The  Little  Foundling  of  the  late 
Dr.  Syntax.  With  24  Coloured  Plates  by 
Rowlandson.  Fcap.  8 vo.  3s.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.  30J.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

THE  ENGLISH  DANCE  OF  DEATH, 
from  the  Designs  of  Thomas  Rowlandson, 
with  Metrical  Illustrations  by  the  Author 
of  ‘Doctor  Syntax.’  With  74  Coloured 
Plates.  Two  Volumes.  Fcap.  8 vo.  9J.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.  30J.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

THE  DANCE  OF  LIFE:  a  Poem.  Illus¬ 
trated  with  26  Coloured  Engravings  by 
Thomas  Rowlandson.  Fcap.Zvo.  3s.  6d. 
net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.  30?.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Cook  (A.  M.),  M.A.  See  E.  C.  Marchant. 
Cooke-Taylor  (R.  W.).  THE  FACTORY 
SYSTEM.  Crown  8z >o.  2s.  6d. 

[Social  Questions  Series. 

Corelli  (Marie).  THE  PASSING  OF  THE 
GREAT  QUEEN  :  A  Tribute  to  the  Noble 
Life  of  Victoria  Regina.  Small  ^to.  is. 

A  CHRISTMAS  GREETING.  Sm.  tfo.  is. 
Corkran  (Alice).  MINIATURES.  With 
many  Illustrations.  Demy  16 mo.  2 s.  6d. 
net.  [Little  Books  on  Art. 

LEIGHTON.  With  many  Illustrations. 
Demy  i6mo.  2s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Books  on  Art. 

Cotes  (Rosemary).  DANTE’S  GARDEN. 
With  a  Frontispiece.  Second  Edition. 
Fcap .  8 vo.  cloth  2 s.  6 d.  ;  leather ,  3 s.  6 d. 
net. 

Cowley  (Abraham)  THE  ESSAYS  OF. 
Edited  by  H.  C.  Minchin.  Small.  Pott 
8 vo.  Cloth ,  is.  6 d.  net ;  leather ,  2s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

Cox  (J.  Charles),  LL.D.,  F.S.A.  DERBY- 
SHIRE.  Illustrated  by  J.  C.  Wall. 
Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth ,  3 s.  ;  leather ,  3 s.  6 d. 
net.  [Little  Guides. 

Cox  (Harold),  B.A.  LAND  NATIONAL¬ 
IZATION.  Crown  8vo.  2 s.  6d. 

[Social  Questions  Series. 

Crabbe  (George),  SELECTIONS  FROM 
THE  POEMS  OF.  Edited  by  A.  C. 
Deane.  Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth ,  is.  6d. 
net ;  leather,  2 s.  6 d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

Craigie  (W.  A.).  A  PRIMER  OF  BURNS. 
Crown  8  vo.  2  s.  6  d. 

Craik  (Mrs.).  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GEN¬ 
TLEMAN.  Edited  by  Annie  Mathe- 
90N.  Two  Volumes.  Small  Pott  8vo. 
Each  Volume,  Cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather , 
2 s.  6 d.  net.  [Little  Library. 
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Crashaw  (Richard),  THE  ENGLISH 
POEMS  OF.  Edited  by  Edward  Hut¬ 
ton.  Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth,  is.  6 d.  net; 
leather ,  2 s.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

Crawford  (F.  G.).  See  Mary  C.  Danson. 

Crump  (B.).  See  A.  L.  Cleather. 

Cunliffe  (F.  H.  E.),  Fellow  of  All  Souls’  Col¬ 
lege,  Oxford.  THE  HISTORY  OF  THE 
BOER  WAR.  With  many  Illustrations, 
Plans,  and  Portraits.  In  2  vols.  Vol.  /.,  15$. 

Cutts  (E.  L.),  D.D.  AUGUSTINE  OF 
CANTERBURY.  With  Portrait.  Crown 
8 vo.  3s.  6d.  [Leaders  of  Religion. 

Daniell(G.  W.),  M.A.  BISHOP  WILBER- 
FORCE.  With  Portrait.  Crown  8 vo. 
3 s.  6d.  [Leaders  of  Religion. 

Danson  (Mary  C.)  and  Crawford  (F.  G.). 
FATHERS  IN  THE  FAITH.  Small  8vo. 
is.  6d. 

Dante.  LA  COMMEDIA  DI  DANTE. 
The  Italian  Text  edited  by  Paget 
Toynbee,  M.A.,  D.Litt.  Demy  8  vo. 
Gilt  top.  8s.  6d.  A  Iso,  Crown  8 vo.  6 s. 

THE  INFERNO  OF  DANTE.  Trans- 
lated  by  H.  F.  Cary.  Edited  by  Paget 
Toynbee,  M.A.,  D.Litt.  Small  Pott  8vo. 
Cloth ,  is.  6 d.  net ;  leather ,  2 s.  6 d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

THE  PURGATORIO  OF  DANTE. 
Translated  by  H.  F.  Cary.  Edited  by 
Paget  Toynbee,  M.A.,  D.Litt.  SmallPott 
8vo.  Cloth ,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  2 s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

THE  PARADISO  OF  DANTE.  Trans¬ 
lated  by  H.  F.  Cary.  Edited  by  Paget 
Toynbee,  M.A.,  D.Litt.  Small  Pott  8 vo. 
Cloth ,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  2 s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

See  also  Paget  Toynbee. 

Darley  (George),  SELECTIONS  FROM 
THE  POEMS  OF.  Edited  by  R.  A. 
Streatfeild.  Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth, 
is.  6 d.  net ;  leather,  2 s.  6 d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

Davenport  (Cyril).  MEZZOTINTS. 
With  40  Plates  in  Photogravure.  Wide 
Royal  8vo.  25 s.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  Japanese  vellum 
with  the  Photogravures  on  India  paper. 
Seven  Guineas  net.  [Connoisseurs  Library. 

Dawson  (A.  J.).  MOROCCO.  Being 
a  bundle  of  jottings,  notes,  impressions, 
tales,  and  tributes,  from  the  pen  of  a  lover 
of  Morocco.  With  many  Illustrations. 
Demy  8 vo.  ior.  6d.  net.  [Nearly  Ready. 

Deane  (A.  C.).  A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF 
LIGHT  VERSE.  With  an  Introduction 
and  Notes.  Small  Pott  8vo.  Cloth ,  is.  6 d. 
net ;  leather,  2 s.  6 d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

Delb  OS  (Leon).  THE  METRIC  SYSTEM. 
Crown  8 vo.  2 s. 

Demosthenes :  THE  OLYNTHIACS 

AND  PHILIPPICS.  Translated  upon  a 
new  principle  by  Otho  Holland.  Crown 
8 vo.  2 s.  6d, 
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Demosthenes.  AGAINST  CONON  AND 
CALLICLES.  Edited  with  Notes  and 
Vocabulary,  by  F.  Darwin  Swift,  M.A. 
Fcap.  8vo.  2 s. 

Dickens  (Charles). 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS.  With  the  43 
Illustrations  by  Seymour  and  Phiz,  the 
two  Buss  Plates  and  the  32  Contemporary 
Onwhyn  Plates.  3 s.  6 d.  net. 

This  is  a  particularly  interesting  volume, 
containing,  as  it  does,  reproductions  of  very 
rare  plates.  (Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

THE  ROCHESTER  EDITION. 

Crown  8 vo.  Each  Volume  3s.  6 d.  With 
Introductions  by  George  Gissing,  Notes 
by  F.  G.  Kitton,  and  Topographical  Illus¬ 
trations. 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS.  With  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  E.  H.  New.  Two  Volumes. 

NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY.  With  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  R.  J.  Williams.  Two  Volumes. 

BLEAK  HOUSE.  With  Illustrations  by 
Beatrice  Alcock.  Two  Volumes. 

OLIVER  TWIST.  With  Illustrations  by 
E.  H.  New. 

THE  OLD  CURIOSITY  SHOP.  With 
Illustrations  by  G.  M.  Brimelow.  Two 
Volumes. 

BARNABY  RUDGE.  With  Illustrations  by 
Beatrice  Alcock.  Two  Volumes. 

DAVID  COPPERFIELD.  With  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  E.  H.  New.  Two  Volumes. 

Dickinson  (Emily).  POEMS.  First  Series. 

Crown  8 vo.  4^.  6 d.  net. 

Dickinson  (G.  L.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  King’s 
College,  Cambridge.  THE  GREEK  VIEW 
OF  LIFE.  Third  Edition.  Crown  8 vo. 
2 s.  6d.  [University  Extension  Series. 

Dickson  (H.  N.),  F.R.S.E.,  F.R.Met.  Soc. 
METEOROLOGY.  Illustrated.  Crown 
8 vo.  2 s.  6 d.  [University  Extension  Series. 

Dilke(Lady),  Bulley  (Miss),  and  Whitley 
(Miss).  WOMEN’S  WORK.  Crown 
8 vo.  2S.  6d.  [Social  Questions  Series. 

Dillon  (Edward).  PORCELAIN.  With 
many  Plates  in  Colour  and  Photogravure. 
IVide  Royal  Zvo.  25 s.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  Japanese  vellum. 
Seven  Guineas  net.  [Connoisseurs  Library. 

Ditchfield(P. H.),  M.  A.,  F.S.A.  ENGLISH 
VILLAGES.  Illustrated.  Crown  8 vo.  6x. 

THE  STORY  OF  OUR  ENGLISH 
TOWNS.  With  Introduction  by 
Augustus  Jessofp,  D.D.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

OLD  ENGLISH  CUSTOMS:  Extant  at 
the  Present  Time.  An  Account  of  Local 
Observances,  Festival  Customs,  and  Ancient 


Ceremonies  yet  Surviving  in  Great  Britain. 
Crown  8  vo.  6s. 

Dixon  (W.  M.),  M.A.  A  PRIMER  OF 
TENNYSON.  Second  Edition.  Crown 
8  vo.  2  s.  6  d. 

ENGLISH  POETRY  FROM  BLAKE  TO 
BROWNING.  Second  Edition.  Crown 
8 vo.  2 s.  6d.  [University  Extension  Seri©6. 

DOWden  (J.),  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of  Edin¬ 
burgh.  THE  WORKMANSHIP  OF 
THE  PRAYER  BOOK:  Its  Literary 
and  Liturgical  Aspects.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.  3s.  6d.  [Churchman’s  Library’. 

Driver  (S.  R.),  D.D.,  Canon  of  Christ  Church, 
Regius  Professor  of  Hebrew  in  the  University 
of  Oxford.  SERMONS  ON  SUBJECTS 
CONNECTED  WITH  THE  OLD 
TESTAMENT.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

THE  BOOK  OF  GENESIS.  With  Notes 
and  Introduction.  Demy  8 vo.  10s.  6d. 

[Westminster  Commentaries. 
Duguid  (Charles),  City  Editor  of  the 
Morning  Post,  author  of  the  ‘  Story  of  the 
Stock  Exchange,’  etc.  THE  STOCK 
EXCHANGE.  Crown  8 vo.  2 s.  6d.  net. 

[Books  on  Business. 

Duncan  (S.  J.)  (Mrs.  Cotes),  Author  of 
‘A  Voyage  of  Consolation.’  ON  THE 
OTHER  SIDE  OF  THE  LATCH. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Dunn(J.  T.),  D. Sc.,  and  Mundella(V.  A.). 

GENERAL  ELEMENTARY  SCIENCE. 
With  1 14  Illustrations.  CrownZvo.  3 s.  6d. 

Dunstan  (A.  E.),  B.Sc.  See  W.  T.  Clough. 

Durham  (The  Earl  of).  A  REPORT  ON 
CANADA.  With  an  Introductory  Note. 
Demy  Zvo.  7 s.  6d.  net. 

Dutt  (W.  A.).  NORFOLK.  Illustrated  by 
B.  C.  Boulter.  Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth , 
3-r.  ;  leather ,  3 s.  6d.  net.  [Little  Guides. 
SUFFOLK.  Illustrated  by  J.  Wylie. 
Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth ,  3 .s'. ;  leather ,  3s. 6d. 
net.  [Little  Guides. 

THE  NORFOLK  BROADS.  With 
coloured  and  other  Illustrations  by  Frank 
Southgate.  Large  Demy  8 vo.  21s.  net. 

Earle  (John),  Bishop  of  Salisbury.  MICRO- 
COSMOGRAPHIE,  or  A  PIECE  OF 
THE  WORLD  DISCOVERED  ;  in 
Essayes  and  Characters.  Post  16 mo. 
2 s.  net.  [Rariora. 

Reprinted  from  the  Sixth  Edition  pub¬ 
lished  by  Robert  Allot  in  1633. 

Edwards  (Clement).  RAILWAY 

NATIONALIZATION.  Crown  8  vo. 
2S.  6 d.  [Social  Questions  Series 

Edwards  (W.  Douglas).  COMMERCIAL 

LAW.  Crown  8  vo.  2 s. 

[Commercial  Series. 


General  Literature 


9 


Egan  (Pierce).  LIFE  IN  LONDON,  or 
The  Day  and  Night  Scenes  of  Jerry 
Hawthorn,  Esq.,  and  his  Elegant 
Friend,  Corinthian  Tom.  With  36 
Coloured  Plates  by  I.  R.  and  G.  Cruik- 
shank.  With  numerous  designs  on  wood. 
Fcap,  8 vo  4-r.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.  30^.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

REAL  LIFE  IN  LONDON,  or  the 
Rambles  and  Adventures  of  Bob 
Tallyho,  Esq.,  and  his  Cousin,  the  Hon. 
Tom  Dashall.  With  31  Coloured  Plates 
by  Alken  and  Rowlandson,  etc.  Two 
Volumes.  Fcap.  8 vo.  gs.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

THE  LIFE  OF  AN  ACTOR.  With  27 
Coloured  Plates  by  Theodore  Lane,  and 
several  designs  on  wood.  Fcap.  8 vo.  4 s.  6d. 
net.  [Illustrated  Pocket  Library.  , 

Egerton  (H.  E.),  M.  A.  A  HISTORY  OF 
BRITISH  COLONIAL  POLICY.  Demy 
8z >0.  12 s.  6d. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Ellaby  (C.  G.).  ROME.  Illustrated  by 
B.  C.  Boulter.  Small  Pott  S vo.  Cloth , 
3J.  ;  leather ,  3s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Guides.  Nearly  Ready. 

Ellerton  (F.  G.).  See  S.  J.  Stone. 

Ellwood  (Thomas),  THE  HISTORY  OF 
THE  LIFE  OF.  Edited  byC.  G.  Crump, 
M.A.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Engel  (E.).  A  HISTORY  OF  ENGLISH 
LITERATURE :  From  its  Beginning  to 
Tennyson.  Translated  from  the  German. 
Demy  8 vo.  7 r.  6 d.  net. 

Erasmus.  DE  CONTEMPTU  MUNDI. 
From  the  Edition  printed  by  Thomas 
Berthelet,  1533.  Leather ,  2 s.  net. 

[Miniature  Library. 

A  Book  called  in  Latin  ENCHIRIDION 
MILITIS  CHRISTIANI,  and  in  English 
The  Manual  of  the  Christian  Knight,  re¬ 
plenished  with  most  wholesome  precepts, 
made  by  the  famous  clerk  Erasmus  of 
Roterdame,  to  the  which  is  added  a  new 
and  marvellous  profitable  preface. 

From  the  edition  printed  by  Wynken  de 
Worde  for  John  Byddell,  1533.  Leather , 

2 s.  net.  [Miniature  Library. 

Fair  brother  (W.  H.),  M.A.  THE  PHILO¬ 
SOPHY  OF  T.  H.  GREEN.  Second 
Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  3s.  6 d. 

FELISSA  ;  OR,  THE  LIFE  AND 
OPINIONS  OF  A  KITTEN  OF 
SENTIMENT.  With  12  Coloured  Plates. 
Post  i6mo.  2s.  6d.  net.  (5^X3^). 

From  the  edition  published  by  J.  Flarris, 
1811. 

Ferrier (Susan).  MARRIAGE.  Edited  by 
Miss  Goodrich  Freer  and  Lord  Iddes- 
leigh.  Two  Volumes.  Small  Pott  8 vo. 


Each  volume,  cloth ,  is.  6d.  net;  leather , 
2 s.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

THE  INHERITANCE.  Two  Volumes. 
Small  Pott  8 vo.  Each  Volume,  cloth,  is.  6 d. 
net. ;  leather ,  -zs .  6 d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

Finn  (S.  W.),  M.A.  JUNIOR  ALGEBRA 
EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  Fcap.  8 vo. 
is.  [Junior  Examination  Series. 

Firth (C.H.), M.A.  CROMWELL’S  ARMY: 
A  History  of  the  English  Soldier  during  the 
Civil  Wars,  the  Commonwealth,  and  the 
Protectorate.  Crown  8 vo.  7 s.  6 d. 

Fisher  (G.  W.),  M.A.  ANNALS  OF 
SHREWSBURY  SCHOOL.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Demy  8 vo.  ioj.  6 d. 

FitzGerald  (Edward).  THE  RAIBAIYAT 
OF  pMAR  KHAYYAM.  From  the  First 
Edition  of  1859.  Leather,  is.  net. 

[Miniature  Library. 

THE  RUBAIYAT  OF  OMAR  KHAY¬ 
YAM.  Printed  from  the  Fifth  and  last 
Edition.  With  a  Commentary  by  Mrs. 
Stephen  Batson,  and  a  Biography  of 
Omar  by  E.  D.  Ross.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

EUPHRANOR:  a  Dialogue  on  Youth. 
Demy  32m 0.  Leather,  2 s.  net. 

[Miniature  Library. 

POLONIUS :  or  Wise  Saws  and  Modern 
Instances.  Demy  321)10.  Leather ,  2s.  net. 

[Miniature  Library. 

FitzGerald  (E.  A.).  THE  HIGHEST 
ANDES.  With  2  Maps,  51  Illustrations, 
13  of  which  are  in  Photogravure,  and  a 
Panorama.  Royal  8 vo.  30 s.  net. 

Flecker  (W.’H.),  M.A.,  D.C.  L.,  Headmaster 
of  the  Dean  Close  School,  Cheltenham. 
THE  STUDENTS’  PRAYER  BOOK. 
Part  1.  Morning  and  Evening  Prayer 
and  Litany.  With  an  Introduction  and 
Notes.  Crown  8 vo.  2 s.  6d 

Flux  (A.  W-),  M.A.,  William  Dow  Professor 
of  Political  Economy  in  M'Gill  University, 
Montreal  :  sometime  Fellow  of  St.  John's 
College,  Cambridge,  and.  formerly  Stanley- 
Jevons  Professor  of  Political  Economy  in 
the  Owens  Coll. ,  Manchester.  ECONOMIC 
PRINCIPLES.  Demy  8vo.  7 s.  6d.net. 

Fraser  (J.  F.).  ROUND  THE  WORLD 
ON  A  WHEEL.  With  100  Illustrations. 
Fourth  Edition  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

French  (W.),  M.A.,  Principal  of  the  Storey 
Institute,  Lancaster.  PRACTICAL 
CHEMISTRY.  Parti.  With  numerous 
Diagrams.  Crown  8 vo.  is.  6d. 

[Textbooks  of  Technology. 

French  (W.),  M.A.,andBoardman  (T.  H.l, 
M.A.  PRACTICAL  CHEMISTRY. 
Part  II.  With  numerous  Diagrams.  Crown 
8 vo.  is.  6d.  [Textbooks  of  Technology. 

Freudenreich  (Ed.  von).  DAIRY 
BACTERIOLOGY.  A  Short  Manual  for 
the  Use  of  Students.  Translated  by  J.  R. 
Ainsworth  Davis,  M.A.  Second  Edition. 
Revised.  Crown  8vo.  2s.  6d. 
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Fulford  (H.  W.),  M.A.  THE  EPISTLE 
OF  ST.  JAMES.  With  Notes  and  Intro¬ 
duction.  Fcap.  8 vo.  is.  6 d.  net. 

[Churchman’s  Bible. 

C.  G.,  and  F.  C.  G.  JOHN  BULL’S 
ADVENTURES  IN  FISCAL  WON¬ 
DERLAND.  By  Charles  Geake. 
With  46  Illustrations  by  F.  Carruthers 
Gould.  SceondEd.  Crown  8m  2s.6d.net. 

Gambado(Geoffrey,Esq.).  AN  ACADEMY 
FOR  GROWN  HORSEMEN  :  Contain¬ 
ing  the  completest  Instructions  for  Walking, 
Trotting,  Cantering,  Galloping,  Stumbling, 
and  Tumbling.  Illustrated  with  27  Coloured 
Plates,  and  adorned  with  a  Portrait  of  the 
Author.  Fcap.  8 vo.  3$.  6d.  net. 
[Illustrated  Pocket  Library.  Nearly  Ready. 

Gaskell  (Mrs.).  CRANFORD.  Edited  by 
E.  V.  Lucas.  Small Pott  Zvo.  Cloth,  is.  6d. 
net ;  leather ,  ts.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

Gasquet,  the  Right  Rev.  Abbot,  O.S.B. 
ENGLISH  MONASTIC  LIFE.  With 
Coloured  and  other  Illustrations.  Demy  Zvo. 
7 s.  6 d.  net. 

[Antiquary's  Library.  Nearly  Ready. 

George  (H.  B.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  New  College, 
Oxford.  BATTLES  OF  ENGLISH 
HISTORY.  With  numerous  Plans.  Third 
Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Gibbins  (H.  de  B.),  Litt.D.,  M.A.  IN¬ 
DUSTRY  IN  ENGLAND:  HISTORI¬ 
CAL  OUTLINES.  With  5  Maps.  Third 
Edition.  Demy  8 vo.  iox.  6 d. 

A  COMPANION  GERMAN  GRAMMAR. 
Crown  87 >0.  ix.  6  d. 

THE  INDUSTRIAL  HISTORY  OF  ENG¬ 
LAND.  Tenth  Edition.  Revised.  With 
Maps  and  Plans.  Crown  8 vo.  3 s. 

[University  Extension  Series. 

THE  ECONOMICS  OF  COMMERCE. 
Crown  8 vo.  is.  6 d.  [Commercial  Series. 

COMMERCIAL  EXAMINATION 
PAPERS.  Crown  8w.  ix.  6 d. 

[Commercial  Series. 

BRITISH  COMMERCE  AND  COLONIES 
FROM  ELIZABETH  TO  VICTORIA. 
Third  Edition.  Crown  Zvo.  2 x. 

[Commercial  Series. 

ENGLISH  SOCIAL  REFORMERS. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  2 x.  6d. 

[University  Extension  Series. 

Gibbins  (H.  de  B.),  Litt.D.,  M.A.,  and 
Hadfield  (R.  A.),  of  the  Hecla  Works, 
Sheffield.  A  SHORTER  WORKING 
DAY.  Crown  8 vo.  2 x.  6 d. 

[Social  Questions  Series. 

Gibbon  (Edward).  THE  DECLINE  AND 
FALL  OF  THE  ROMAN  EMPIRE. 
A  New  Edition,  edited  with  Notes,  Appen¬ 
dices,  and  Maps,  by  J.  B.  Bury,  M.A., 
Litt.D.,  Fellow  of  Trinity  College,  Dublin. 
In  Seven  Volumes.  Demy  8 vo.  Gilt  top, 
8x.  6d.  each.  Also,  Crown  8 vo.  6s.  each. 

MEMOIRS  OF  MY  LIFE  AND  WRIT¬ 
INGS.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and 


Notes,  by  G.  Birkbeck  Hill,  LL.D. 
Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Gibson  (E.  C.  S.),  D.D.,  Vicar  of  Leeds. 
THE  BOOK  OF  JOB.  With  Introduction 
and  Notes.  Demy  8 vo.  6s. 

[Westminster  Commentaries. 
THE  XXXIX.  ARTICLES  OF  THE 
CHURCH  OF  ENGLAND.  With  an 
Introduction.  Third  Editionin  One  Vol. 
Demy  Zvo.  12s.  6d.  [  Handbooks  of  Theology. 
JOHN  HOWARD.  With  12  Illustrations. 
Fcap  Zvo.  Cloth ,  3X.  6 d.  ;  leather ,  4X.  net. 

[Little  Biographies. 
Godley  (A  D.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Magdalen 
College,  Oxford.  LYRA  FRIVOLA. 
Third.  Edition.  Fcap.  Zvo.  2 x.  6d. 
VERSES  TO  ORDER.  Cr.  Zvo.  2 s.  6 d.  net. 
SECOND  STRINGS.  Fcap.  Zvo.  2 s.  6d. 

A  new  volume  of  humorous  verse  uniform 
with  Lyra  Frivola. 

Goldsmith  (Oliver).  THE  VICAR  OF 
WAKEFIELD.  With  24  Coloured  Plates 
by  T.  Rowlandson.  Royal  Zvo.  One 
Guinea  net. 

Reprinted  from  the  edition  of  1817. 

[Burlington  Library. 
Also  Fcap.  Zvo.  3X.  6 d.  net.  Also  a 
limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
30X.  net.  [Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 
Also  Fcap.  3 2tno .  With  10  Plates  in  Photo- 
graphure  by  Tony  Johannot.  Leather , 
2 x.  6 d.  net. 

Goudge  (H.  L.),  M.A.,  Principal  of  Wells 
Theological  College.  THE  FIRST 
EPISTLE  TO  THE  CORINTHIANS. 
With  Introduction  and  Notes.  Demy  Zvo. 
6s.  [Westminster  Commentaries. 

Graham  (P.  Anderson).  THE  RURAL 

EXODUS.  Crown  Zvo.  2 x.  6 d. 

[Social  Questions  Series. 
Granger  (F.  S.),  M.A.,  Litt.D.  PSYCH¬ 
OLOGY.  Second  Edition.  Crown  Zvo. 
2 x.  6d.  [University  Extension  Series. 

THE  SOUL  OF  A  CHRISTIAN.  Crown 
Zvo.  6s. 

Gray  (E.  M’Queen).  GERMAN  PASSAGES 
FOR  UNSEEN  TRANSLATION. 
Crown  Zvo.  2s.  6d. 

Gray  (P.  L.),  B.Sc.,  formerly  Lecturer  in 
Physics  in  Mason  University  College,  Bir¬ 
mingham.  THE  PRINCIPLES  OF 

MAGNETISM  AND  ELECTRICITY: 
an  Elementary  Text-Book.  With  181  Dia¬ 
grams.  Crown  Zvo.  3 x.  6 d. 

Green  (G.  Buckland),  M.A.,  Assistant 
Master  at  Edinburgh  Academy,  late  Fellow 
of  St.  John’s  College,  Oxon.  NOTES  ON 
GREEK  AND  LATIN  SYNTAX.  Crown. 
Zvo.  3X.  6 d. 

Green  (E.  T.),  M.A.  THE  CHURCH  OF 
CHRIST.  Crown  Zvo.  6x. 

[Churchman’s  Library. 
Greenwell  (Dora),  THE  POEMS  OF. 
From  the  edition  of  1848.  Leather ,  2 s.  net. 
[Miniature  Library.  Nearly  Ready. 
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Gregory  (U.  A.)  THE  VAULT  OF 
HEAVEN.  A  Popular  Introduction  to 
Astronomy.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo.  2 s.  6d. 

[University  Extension  Series. 
Gregory  (Miss  E.  C.)  HEAVENLY 
WISDOM.  Selections  from  the  English 
Mystics.  Pott  Svo.  Cloth  2 s. ;  leather , 

2 s.  6d.  net. 

[Library  of  Devotion.  Nearly  Ready. 
Greville  Minor.  A  MODERN  JOUR¬ 
NAL.  Edited  by  J.  A.  Spender.  Crown 
8 vo.  3  s'.  6d. 

Grinling  (C.  ILL  A  HISTORY  OF  THE 
GREAT  NORTHERN  RAILWAY, 
1845-95.  With  Illustrations.  Revised,  with 
an  additional  chapter.  Demy  8 vo.  10 s.  6d. 
Gwynn  (M.  L.).  A  BIRTHDAY  BOOK. 
Roval  8vo.  12s. 

Hackett  (John),  B.D.  A  HISTORY  OF 
THE  ORTHODOX  CHURCH  OF 
CYPRUS.  With  Maps  and  Illustrations. 
Demy  Svo.  15s.  net. 

Haddon  (A.  C.),  Sc.D.,  F.R.S.  HEAD¬ 
HUNTERS,  BLACK,  WHITE,  AND 
BROWN.  With  many  Illustrations  and  a 
Map.  Demy  Svo.  15s-. 

Hadfield  (R.  A.).  See  H.  de  B.  Gibbins. 

Hall  (R.  N.)  and  Neal  (W.  G.L  THE 

ANCIENT  RUINS  OF  RHODESIA. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.  Second  Edi¬ 
tion ,  revised.  Demy  Svo.  21s.  net. 

Hamilton (F.  J.),  D.D..  and  Brooks (E.W.). 

ZACHARIAH  OF  MITYLENE.  Trans¬ 
lated  into  English.  Demy  Svo.  12s.6d.net. 

[Byzantine  Texts. 
Hammond  (J.  L.).  CHARLES  JAMES 
FOX  :  A  Biographical  Study.  Demy  Svo. 

1  os'.  6d. 

Hannay  (D.).  A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF 
THE  ROYAL  NAVY,  From  Early 
Times  to  the  Present  Day.  Illustrated. 
Two  Volumes.  Demy  Svo.  7 s.  6d.  each. 
Vol.  I.  1200-1688. 

Hannay  (James  0.),  M.A.  THE  SPIRIT 
AND  ORIGIN  OF  CHRISTIAN 
MONASTICISM.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

Hare,  (A.  T.),  M.A.  THE  CONSTRUC¬ 
TION  OF  LARGE  INDUCTION  COILS. 
With  numerous  Diagrams.  Dciny  Svo.  6s. 
Harrison  (Clifford).  READING  AND 
READERS.  Reap.  Svo.  2 s.  6d. 
Hawthorne  (Nathaniel).  THE  SCARLET 
LETTER.  Edited  by  Percy  Dearmer. 
Small  Pott  Svo.  Cloth ,  is.  6 d.  net ; 

leather ,  as.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

HEALTH,  WEALTH  AND  WISDOM. 
Crown  Svo.  is.  net. 

Heath  (Dudley).  MINIATURES.  With 
many  Plates  in  Photogravure.  Wide  Royal 
Svo.  25s.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  Japane.  e  vellum, 


with  the  .Photogravures  on  India  paper. 
Seven  Guineas  net. 

'  .  [Connoisseurs  Library. 

Hedin  (Sven),  Gold  Medallist  of  the  Royal 
Geographical  Society.  THROUGH  ASIA. 
With  300  Illustrations  from  Sketches  and 
Photographs  by  the  Author,  and  Maps. 
Two  Volumes.  Royal  Svo.  36s.  net. 

Hello  (Ernest).  STUDIES  IN  SAINT- 
SHIP.  Translated  from  the  French  by  V. 
M.  Crawford.  Fcap  Svo.  35.  6d. 
Henderson  (B.W.),  FellowofExeter  College, 
Oxford.  THE  LIFE  AND  PRINCI- 
PATE  OF  THE  EMPEROR  NERO. 
With  Illustrations.  Demy  Svo.  10 s.  6d.  net. 
Henderson  (T.  F.L  A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF 
SCOTTISH  VERSE.  Small  Pott  Svo. 
Cloth ,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather ,  2 s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

ROBERT  BURNS.  With  12  Illustrations. 
Fcap.  Svo.  Cloth,  35.  6d. ;  leather ,  4s.  net. 

[Little  Biographies. 
Henley  (W.  E.).  ENGLISH  LYRICS. 

Crown  8 vo.  Gilt  top.  3.?.  6d. 

Henley  (W.  E.)  and  Whibley  (C.L  A 
BOOK  OF  ENGLISH  PROSE.  Crown 
Svo.  Buckram ,  gilt  top.  6s. 

Henson  (H.  H.),  B.  D. ,  Canon  of  Westminster. 
APOSTOLICCHRISTIANITY:  As  Illus¬ 
trated  by  the  Epistles  of  St.  Paul  to  the 
Corinthians.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

LIGHT  AND  LEAVEN  :  Historical  and 
Social  Sermons.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 
DISCIPLINE  AND  LAW.  Reap.  Svo. 
2  s.  6d. 

THE  EDUCATION  ACT— AND  AFTER. 
An  Appeal  addressed  with  all  possible 
respect  to  the  Nonconformists.  Crown 
Svo.  is. 

Herbert  (George).  THE  TEMPLE. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes, 
by  E.  C.  S.  Gibson,  D.D.,  Vicar  of  Leeds. 
Small  Pott  Svo.  Cloth,  2 s.  ;  leather,  2 s.  6d. 
net.  [  Library  of  Devotion. 

Herbert  of  Cherbury  (Lord),  THE  LIFE 
OF.  Written  by  himself.  Leather,  2s.  net. 

From  the  edition  printed  at  Strawberry 
Hill  in  the  year  1764. 

[Miniature  Library.  Nearly  Ready. 
Hewins(W.  A.S.),B.A.  ENGLISH  TRADE 
AND  FINANCE  IN  THE  SEVEN¬ 
TEENTH  CENTURY.  Crown  Svo. 
2 s.  6 d.  [University  Extension  Series. 

Hubert  (T.).  THE  AIR  GUN  :  or,  How 
the  Mastermans  and  Dobson  Major  nearly 
lost  their  Holidays.  Illustrated.  Demy 
i6mo.  2 s.  6d.  [Little  Blue  Books. 

Frill  (Clare),  Registered  Teacher  to  the  City 
and  Guilds  of  London  Institute.  MILLIN¬ 
ERY,  THEORETICAL,  AND  PRAC¬ 
TICAL.  With  numerous  Diagrams. 
Crown  Svo.  2 s. 

[Textbooks  of  Technology. 
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Hill  (Henry),  B.A.,  Headmaster  of  the  Boy’s  I 
High  School,  Worcester,  Cape  Colony.  A 
SOUTH  AFRICAN  ARITHMETIC. 
Crown  8 vo.  3J.  6d. 

This  book  has  been  specially  written  for 
use  in  South  African  schools. 

Hobhouse  (Emily).  THE  BRUNT  OF 
THE  WAR.  With  Map  and  Illustrations. 
Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

HobhOUSe  (L.  T.),  Fellow  of  C.C.C.,  Oxford.  ; 
THE  THEORY  OF  KNOWLEDGE. 
Demy  Zvo.  21  s. 

Hobson  (J.  A.),  M.A.  PROBLEMS  OF 
POVERTY  :  An  Inquiry  into  the  Indus¬ 
trial  Condition  of  the  Poor.  Fourth 
Edition.  Crozun  87 w.  2 s.  6d. 

(Social  Questions  Series. 
THE  PROBLEM  OF  THE  UNEM¬ 
PLOYED.  Crown  8 vo.  2 s.  6d. 

[Social  Questions  Series,  j 
INTERNATIONAL  TRADE:  A  Study 
of  Economic  Principles.  Crown  8 vo. 

2 s.  6d.  net. 

Hodgkin  (T.),  D.C.L.  GEORGE  FOX, 
THE  QUAKER.  With  Portrait.  Crown 
S vo.  3 s.6d.  [Leaders  of  Religion. 

Hogg  (Thomas  Jefferson).  SHELLEY 
AT  OXFORD.  With  an  Introduction  by 
R.  A.  Streatfeild.  Fcap.  8 vo.  2 s.  net. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

Holden-Stone  (G.  de).  THE  AUTO¬ 
MOBILE  INDUSTRY.  Fcap.  8  vo. 

2 s.  6d.  net.  [Books  on  Business. 

Holdich  (Sir  T.  H.),  K.C.I.E.  THE 
INDIAN  BORDERLAND:  being  a  Per¬ 
sonal  Record  of  Twenty  Years.  Illustrated. 
Demy  8z >0.  155.  net. 

Holdsworth  (W.  S.).  M.A.  A  HISTORY 
OF  ENGLISH  LAW.  In  Two  Volumes. 
Vol.  I.  Demy  8 vo.  10s.  6d.  net. 

Holyoake  (G.  J.).  THE  CO-OPERATIVE  ; 
MOVEMENT  TO-DAY.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  S  vo.  2s.  6 d. 

[Social  Questions  Series,  j 
Hoppner,  A  LITTLE  GALLERY  of.  ; 
Twenty  examples  in  photogravure  of  his  ! 
finest  work.  Demy  16 mo.  2s.  6 d.  net. 

[Little  Galleries. 
Horace:  THE  ODES  AND  EPODES. 
Translated  by  A.  D.  Godley,  M.A.,  Fellow 
of  Magdalen  College.  Oxford.  Crown  8 vo.  ' 
2 s.  [Classical  Translations.  I 

Horsburgh  (E.  L.  S.),  M.A.  WATERLOO:  ! 
A  Narrative  and  Criticism.  With  Plans,  j 
Second  Edition.  Crozun  8 vo.  5.?. 
SAVONAROLA.  With  Portraits  and 
Illustrations.  Second  Edition.  Fcap.  Zvo. 
Cloth ,  3*.  6 d.  ;  leather ,  +s.  net. 

[Little  Biographies. 
Horton  (R.  F.),  D.D.  JOHN  HOWE. 
With  Portrait.  Crown  8 vo.  3 s.  6d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 


Hosie  (Alexander).  MANCHURIA.  With 
Illustrations  and  a  Map.  DemyZvo .  ioj.  6d. 
net. 

Howell  (G.).  TRADE  UNIONISM— NEW 
AND  OLD.  Third  Edition.  Crown  8 vo. 
2 s.  6d.  [Social  Questions  Series. 

Hughes  (C.  E.).  THE  PRAISE  OF 
SHAKESPEARE.  An  English  Anthology. 
With  a  Preface  by  Sidney  Lee.  Demy 
Zvo.  3 s.  6d.  net. 

Hughes  (Thomas).  TOM  BROWN’S 
SCHOOLDAYS.  With  an  Introduc¬ 
tion  and  Notes  by  Vernon  Rendall. 
Leather.  Royal  32 mo.  2 s.  6d.  net. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

Hutchinson  (Horace  G.).  THE  NEW 
FOREST.  Described  by.  Illustrated  in 
colour  with  50  Pictures  by  Walter 
Tyndale  and  4  by  Miss  Lucy  Kemp 
Welch.  Large  Demy  Zvo.  21  s.  net. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

Hutton  (A.  W.),  M.A.  CARDINAL  MAN¬ 
NING.  With  Portrait.  Crown  Zvo.  3 s.  6d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 

Hutton  (R.  H.).  CARDINAL  NEWMAN. 

With  Portrait.  Crown  8 vo.  3s.  6 d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 

Hutton  (W.H.),  M.A.  THE  LIFE  OF  SIR 
THOMAS  MORE.  With  Portraits. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  5L 

WILLIAM  LAUD.  With  Portrait.  Second 
Edition.  Crozun  8 vo.  3J.  6d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 

Hyett  (F.  A.).  A  SHORT  HISTORY 
OF  FLORENCE.  Demy  8 vo.  7s.  6d. 
net. 

Ibsen  (Henrik).  BRAND.  A  Drama.  Trans¬ 
lated  by  William  Wilson.  Third  Edition. 
Crozun  8 vo.  3.?.  6d. 

Inge  (W.  R.),  M.^ .,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Hert¬ 
ford  College,  Oxford.  CHRISTIAN  MYS¬ 
TICISM.  The  Bampton  Lectures  for  1899. 
Demy  8 vo.  12 s.  6d.  net. 

LIGHT,  LIFE,  AND  LOVE:  A  Selection 
from  the  German  Mystics.  With  an  Intro¬ 
duction  and  Notes.  Small  Pott  Zvo.  Cloth 
2 s.  ;  leather ,  2 s.  6d.  net. 

[Library  of  Devotion. 

Innes  (A.  D.),  M.A.  A  HISTORY  OF  THE 
BRITISH  IN  INDIA.  With  Maps  and 
Plans.  Crown  8 vo.  7s.  6d. 

Jackson  (S.),  M.A.  A  PRIMER  OF  BUSI¬ 
NESS.  Third  Edition.  Crozun  8 vo. 
is.  6 d.  [Commercial  Series. 

Jacob  (F.),  M.A.  JUNIOR  FRENCH 
EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  Fcap.  Zyo. 
1  s.  [Junior  Examination  Series. 

Jeans  (J.  Stephen).  TRUSTS,  POOLS, 
AND  CORNERS.  Crown  Zvo.  2 s.  6d. 

[Social  Questions  Series. 

JenkS  (E.),  M.A.,  Reader  of  Law  in  the 
University  of  Oxford.  ENGLISH  LOCAL 
GOVERNMENT.  Crozun  Zvo.  2 s.  6d. 

[University  Extension  Series. 
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Jessopp  (Augustus),  D.D.  JOHN 
DONNE.  With  Portrait.  Crown  8vo. 
3s.  6d.  [Leaders  of  Religion. 

Jevons  (F.  B.),  M.A.,  Litt.D.,  Principal  of 
Hatfield  Hall,  Durham.  EVOLUTION. 
Crown  8 vo.  3s.  6 d.  [Churchman’s  Library. 
AN  INTRODUCTION  TO  THE 
HISTORY  OF  RELIGION.  Second 
Edition .  Demy  8  vo.  10  s.  6d. 

[Handbooks  of  Theology. 
Johnston  (Sir  H.  H.),  K.C.B.  BRITISH 
CENTRAL  AFRICA.  With  nearly  200 
Illustrations  and  Six  Maps.  Second 
Edition.  Crown  \to.  i8r.  net. 

Jones  (H.).  A  GUIDE  TO  PROFESSIONS 
AND  BUSINESS.  Crown8vo.  is.  6d. 

[Commercial  Series. 
Jones  (L.  A.  Atherley),  K.C.,  M.P.,  and 
Bellot  (Hugh  H.  L.).  THE  MINERS’ 
GUIDE  TO  THE  COAL  MINES’ 
REGULATION  ACTS.  Crown  8  vo. 
2 s.  6d.  net.  [Nearly  Ready. 

Julian  (Lady)  of  Norwich.  REVELA¬ 
TIONS  OF  DIVINE  LOVE.  Edited  by 
Grace  Warrack.  Crown  8 vo.  3*.  6 d. 
Juvenal,  The  SATIRES  OF.  Translated 
by  S.  G.  Owen.  Crown  8vo.  2s.  6d. 

[Classical  Translations. 

Kaufmann  (M.).  socialism  and 

MODERN  THOUGHT.  Crown  S vo. 
2S.  6 d.  [Social  Questions  Series. 

Keating (J.  F.),  D.D.  THE  AGAPE  AND 
THE  EUCHARIST.  Crown  8 vo.  3 s.  6 d. 
Keats  (John),  THE  POEMS  OF.  With  an 
Introduction  by  L.  Binyon,  and  Notes  by 
J.  Masefield.  SmallPottZvo.  Cloth, is. 6d. 
net;  leather ,  2 s.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 
Keble  (John).  THE  CHP ISTI AN  YEAR. 
With  an  Introduction  and  Notes  by  W. 
Lock,  D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble  College. 
Illustrated  by  R.  Anning  Bell.  Second 
Edition.  F cap.  8 vo.  3 s.  6d;  padded 

morocco,  5 s. 

THE  CHRISTIAN  YEAR.  With  Intro- 
duction  and  Notes  by  Walter  Lock, 
D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble  College.  Second 
Edition.  Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth,  2s. ; 
leather,  2 s.  6d.net.  [Library  of  Devotion. 
LYRA  INNOCENTIUM.  Edited,  with 
Introducti®n  and  Notes,  by  Walter  Lock, 
D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble  College,  Oxford. 
Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth,  2 s. ;  leather, 
2s.6d.net.  .  [Library  of  Devotion. 

Kempis  (Thomas  A).  THE  imitation 

OF  CHRIST.  With  an  Introduction  by 
Dean  Farrar.  Illustrated  by  C.  M. 
Gere.  Second  Edition.  Ecap.Zvo.  3 s.6d.; 
padded  morocco,  5 s. 

THE  IMITATION  OF  CHRIST.  A  Re¬ 
vised  Translation,  with  an  Introduction  by 
C.  Bigg,  D.D.,  late  Student  of  Christ 
Church.  Third  Edition.  Small  Pott  8vo. 
Cloth,  2s.  ;  leather ,  2s.  6d.  net. 

[Library  of  Devotion. 
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A  practically  new  translation  of  this  book 
which  the  reader  has,  almost  for  the  first 
time,  exactly  in  the  shape  in  which  it  left 
the  hands  of  the  author. 

The  Same  Edition  in  large  type.  Crown 
8 vo.  3J.  6d. 

Kennedy  (James  Houghton),  D.D.,(  Assist¬ 
ant  Lecturer  in  Divinity  in  the  University 
of  Dublin.  ST.  PAUL’S  SECOND 
AND  THIRD  EPISTLES  TO  THE 
CORINTHIANS.  With  Introduction, 
Dissertations  and  Notes.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Kestell  (J.  D.).  THROUGH  SHOT  AND 
FLAME  :  Being  the  Adventures  and  Ex¬ 
periences  of  J.  D.  Kestf.ll,  Chaplain  to 
General  Christian  de  Wet.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

Kimmins  (C.  W.),  M.A.  THE  CHEM¬ 
ISTRY  OF  LIFE  AND  HEALTH. 
Illustrated.  Crown  8 vo.  2 s.  6d. 

[University  Extension  Series. 

Kinglake  (A.  W.).  EOTHEN.  With  an 
Introduction  and  Notes.  Small  Pott  8 vo. 
Cloth ,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  2 s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

Kipling  (Rudyard).  BARRACK -ROOM 
BALLADS.  73 ?'d  Thousand.  Cr.  8 vo. 
Twentieth  Edition,  6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

THE  SEVEN  SEAS.  62 nd  Thousand . 
Ninth  Edition.  Crown  8 vo,  gilt  top ,  6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  .published. 

THE  FIVE  NATIONS.  41  st  Thousand. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

DEPARTMENTAL  DITTIES.  A  New 
Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  Buckram.  6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Lamb  (Charles  and  Mary),  THE  WORKS 
OF.  Edited  by  E.  V.  Lucas.  With 
Numerous  Illustrations.  In  Seven  Volumes. 
Demy  8 vo.  7 s.  6 d.  each. 

THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.  With  over  100 
Illustrations  by  A.  Garth  Jones,  and  an 
Introduction  by  E.  V.  Lucas.  Demy  81 >0. 
1  or.  6d. 

ELIA,  AND  THE  LAST  ESSAYS  OF 
ELIA.  Edited  by  PL  V.  Lucas.  Small  Pott 
8 vo.  Cloth,  ir.  6d.  net ;  leather,  2 s.  6 d.  net. 

[Little  Library, 

THE  KING  AND  QUEEN  OF  HEARTS  : 
An  1805  Book  for  Children.  Illustrated  by 
William  Mulready.  A  new  edition,  in 
facsimile,  edited  by  E.  V.  Lucas,  is.  6 d. 

Lambert  (F.  A.  H.).  SURREY.  Illustrated 
by  E.  H.  New.  Small  Pott  8 vo,  cloth, 
3r.  ;  leather ,  3r.  6 d.  net.  [Little  Guides. 

Lambros  (Professor).  ECTHESIS 
CHRONICA.  Edited  by.  Demy  8 vo. 
7 r.  6 d.  net.  [Byzantine  Texts. 

Lane-Poole  (Stanley).  A  HISTORY  OF 
EGYPT  IN  THE  MIDDLE  AGES. 

)  Fully  Illustrated.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 
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Messrs.  Methuen’s  Catalogue 


Langbridge  (F.)  M.  A.  BALLADS  OF  THE 

BRAVE :  Poems  of  Chivalry,  Enterprise, 
Courage,  and  Constancy.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8  vo.  2 s.  6 d. 

Law  (William).  A  SERIOUS  CALL  TO  A 
DEVOUT  AND  HOLY  LIFE.  Edited, 
with  an  Introduction,  by  C.  Bigg,  D.D.. 
late  Student  of  Christ  Church.  Stnall  Pott 
8 vo,  cloth ,  2 s.  ;  leather ,  2 x.  6 d.  net . 

[Library  of  Devotion. 

This  is  a  reprint,  word  for  word  and  line 
for  line,  of  the  Editio  Princess. 

Leach  (H.).  THE  DUKE  OF  DEVON¬ 
SHIRE.  A  Biography.  With  12  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Demy  Svo.  12s.  6d.  net. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

Lee  (Captain  Melville).  A  HISTORY  OF 
POLICE  IN  ENGLAND.  Crown  8 vo. 
7s.  6d. 

Leigh  (Percival).  THE  COMIC  ENG- 
LISH  GRAMMAR.  Embellished  with 
upwards  of  50  characteristic  Illustrations  by 
John  Leech.  Post  i6mo.  2 s.  6d.  net. 

Lewes (V  .B.),  M.A.  AIR  AND  WATER. 
Illustrated.  Crown  8 vo.  2 s.  6 d. 

[University  Extension  Series. 

Littlehales  (H.).  See  C.  Wordsworth. 

Loch  (Walter),  D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble 
College.  ST.  PAUL,  THE  MASTER- 
BUILDER.  Crown  8 vo.  3 s.  6 d. 

JOHN  KEBLE.  With  Portrait.  Crown 
Svo.  3s.  6 d.  [Leaders  of  Religion. 

Locker  (F.).  LONDON  LYRICS.  Edited 
by  A.  D.  Godley,  M.A.  Small  Pott  Svo, 
cloth ,  ix.  6d.  net ;  leather ,  2X.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

Longfellow,  SELECTIONS  FROM. 
Edited  by  Lilian  M.  Faithfuli..  Small 
Pott  8 vo,  cloth ,  ix.  6 d.  net ;  leather ,  2X.  6d. 
net.  [Little  Library. 

Lorimer  (George  Horace).  LETTERS 
FROM  A  SELF-MADE  MERCHANT 
TO  HIS  SON.  Tenth  Edition.  Crown 
Svo.  6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Lover  (Samuel).  HANDY  ANDY.  With 
24  Illustrations  by  the  Author.  Fcap.  Svo. 
3s.  6 d.  net.  [Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Lucas  (E.V.).  THE  VISIT  TO  LONDON. 
Described  in  Verse,  with  Coloured  Pic¬ 
tures  by  F.  D.  Bedford.  Small \to.  6s. 

E.  V.  L.  and  C.  L.  G.  ENGLAND  DAY 
BY  DAY  :  Or,  The  Englishman’s  Hand¬ 
book  to  Efficiency.  Illustrated  by  George 
Morrow.  Fourth  Edition.  Fcap.  4 to .  ix. 
net. 

A  burlesque  Year-Book  and  Almanac. 

Lucian.  SIX  DIALOGUES  (Nigrinus, 
Icaro-Menippus,  The  Cock,  The  Ship,  The 
Parasite,  The  Lover  of  Falsehood).  Trans¬ 
lated  by  S.  T.  Irwin,  M.A.,  Assistant 
Master  at  Clifton;  late  Scholar  of  Exeter 
College,  Oxford.  Crown  Svo.  3X.  6 d. 

[Classical  Translations. 


Lyde  (L.  W.),  M.A.,  Professor.  A  COM¬ 
MERCIAL  GEOGRAPHY  OF  THE 
BRITISH  EMPIRE.  Third  Edition. 
CrownSvo.  2 x.  [Commercial  Series. 

Lydon  (Noel  S;).  A  JUNIOR  GEO¬ 
METRY.  With  numerous  diagrams. 
Crown  Svo.  2 x.  [Junior  School  Books. 

Lyttelton  (Hon.  Mrs.  A.).  WOMEN  AND 
THEIR  WORK.  Crown  Svo.  2x.  6d. 

M.  M.  HOW  TO  DRESS  AND  WHAT 
TO  WEAR.  Crown  Svo,  ix.  7iet. 

Macaulay  (Lord).  CRITICAL  AND  HIS¬ 
TORICAL  ESSAYS.  Edited  by  F.  C. 
Montague,  M.A.  Three  Volumes.  Cr. 
Svo.  1 8x. 

The  only  edition  of  this  book  completely 
annotated. 

M'Allen  (J.  E.  B.),  M.A.  THE  PRIN¬ 
CIPLES  OB  BOOKKEEPING  BY 
DOUBLE  ENTRY.  Croton  Svo.  2 x. 

[Commercial  Series. 

MacCullOCh  (J.  A.\  COMPARATIVE 
THEOLOGY.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

[Churchman’s  Library. 

MacCunn  (F.).  JOHN  KNOX.  With  Por¬ 
trait.  Crown  Svo.  3 x.  6 d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 

McDermott,  (E.  R.),  Editor  of  the  Railway 
News,  City  Editor  of  the  Daily  News. 
RAILWAYS.  Crown  Svo.  2 x.  6 d.  net. 

[Books  on  Business. 

M'Dowall  (A.  S.).  CHATHAM.  With  12 
Illustrations.  Fcap.  8 vo.  Cloth ,  3X.  6d. ; 
leather,  4X.  net.  [Little  Biographies. 

Mackay  (A.M.).  THE  CHURCHMAN’S 
INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  OLD 
TESTAMENT.  Crown  Svo.  3 x.  6 d. 

[Churchman’s  Library. 
Magnus  (Laurie),  M.A.  a  PRIMER  OF 
WORDSWORTH.  Crown  Svo.  ax.  6d. 

Mahaffy  (J.  P.),  Litt.D.  A  HISTORY  OF 
THE  EGYPT  OF  THE  PTOLEMIES. 
Fully  Illustrated.  CrownSvo.  6s. 

Maitland (F.W.).  LL.D.,  Downing .Professor 
of  the  Laws  of  England  in  the  University  of 
Cambridge.  CANON  LAW  IN  ENG¬ 
LAND.  Royal  Svo.  7 x.  6 d. 

Malden  (H.  E.),  M.A.  ENGLISH  RE- 
CORDS.  A  Companion  to  the  History  of 
England.  Crown  Svo.  3 x.  6d. 

THE  ENGLISH  CITIZEN :  HIS  RIGHTS 
AND  DUTIES.  Crown  Svo.  ix.  6d. 

Marcliant  (E.  C.),  M.  A. ,  F  ellow  of  Pe  terhouse, 
Cambridge.  A  GREEK  ANTHOLOGY. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  3 x.  6 d. 

Marcliant  (E.  C.),  M.A.,  and  Cook  (A.  M.). 
M.A.  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION.  Second  Edition.  Crown 
Svo.  3X.  6d. 

Marr  (J.  E.),  F.R.S.,  Fellow  of  St  John’s 
College,  Cambridge.  THE  SCIENTIFIC' 
STUDY  OF  SCENERY.  Second  Edition. 
Illustrated.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 
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AGRICULTURAL  GEOLOGY.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Marvell  (Andrew).  THE  POEMS  OF. 
Edited  by  Edward  Wright.  Small  Pott 
Szjo,  doth ,  is.  6 d.  net ;  leather ,  2 s.  6 d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

Mason  (A.  J.).  THOMAS  CRANMER. 
With  Portrait.  Crown  8vo.  3J.  6d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 

Massee  (George).  THE  EVOLUTION  OF 
PLANT  LIFE:  Lower  Forms.  With 
Illustrations.  Crown  8 vo.  2s.  6<l. 

[University  Extension  Series. 

Masterman(C.  F.  G.),  M.A.  TENNYSON 
AS  A  RELIGIOUS  TEACHER.  Crown 
8  vo.  6s. 

Mellows  (EmmaS.).  A  SHORT  STORY 
OF  ENGLISH  LITERATURE.  Crown 
8  vo.  3^.  6d. 

Michell  (E.  B).  THE  ART  AND  PRAC¬ 
TICE  OF  HAWKING.  With  3  Photo¬ 
gravures  by  G.  E.  Lodge,  and  other 
Illustrations.  Demy  8 vo.  10s.  6d. 

Millais (J.G.)  THE  LIFE  AND  LETTERS 
OF  SIR  JOHN  EVERETT  MILLAIS, 
President  of  the  Royal  Academy.  With  319 
Illustrations,  of  which  9  are  in  Photo¬ 
gravure.  2  vols.  Royal  8 vo.  20 s.  net. 

Millais.  A  LITTLE  GALLERY  OF. 
Twenty  examples  in  Photogravure  of  his 
finest  work.  Demy  1 6mo.  2 s.  6 d.  net. 

[Little  Galleries.  Nearly  Ready. 

Millis  (C.  T.),  M.I.M.E.,  Principal  of  the 
Borough  Polytechnic  College.  TECH¬ 
NICAL  ARITHMETIC  AND  GEO¬ 
METRY.  With  Diagrams.  Crown  8 vo. 
35.  6 d.  [Textbooks  of  Technology. 

Milne  (J.  G.),  M.A.  A  HISTORY  OF 
ROMAN  EGYPT.  Fully  Illustrated. 
Crown  8vo.  6s. 

Milton,  John,  THE  POEMS  OF,  BOTH 
ENGLISH  AND  LATIN,  Compos’d  at 
several  times.  Printed  by  his  true  Copies. 

The  Songs  were  set  in  Musick  by  Mr. 
Henry  Lawes,  Gentleman  of  the  Kings 
Chappel,  and  one  of  His  Majesties  Private 
Musick. 

Printed  and  publish’d  according  to  Order. 

Printed  by  Ruth  Raworth  for  Humph¬ 
rey  Moseley,  and  are  to  be  sold  at  the 
signeof  the  Princes  Armes  in  Pauls  Church¬ 
yard,  1645.  3J.  6 d.  net.  [Rariora. 

THE  MINOR  POEMS  OF  JOHN  MIL- 
TON.  Edited  by  H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A., 
Canon  of  Westminster.  Small  Pott  8vo, 
doth ,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather ,  2 s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

Mitchell (P. Chalmers), M.A.  OUTLINES 
OF  BIOLOGY.  illustrated.  Second 
Edition.  Crcwn  8 vo.  6s. 

A  text  -  book  designed  to  cover  the 
Schedule  issued  by  the  Royal  College  of 
Physicians  and  Surgeons. 


’Moil  (A.).'  MINING  AND  MINING 
INVESTMENTS.  Crown  8 vo.  2s.  6 d. 
net.  [Books  on  Business.  Nearly  Ready. 
Moir(D.  M.).  MANSIE  WAUCH.  Edited 
by  T.  F.  Henderson.  Small  Pott  8 vo. 
Cloth,  is.  6 d.  net ;  leather ,  as.  6 d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

Moore  (H.  E.).  BACK  TO  THE  LAND : 
An  Inquiry  into  the  cure  for  Rural  Depopu¬ 
lation.  Crown  8 vo.  as.  6 d. 

[Social  Questions  Series. 
Morflll  (W.  R.),  Oriel  College,  Oxford.  A 
HISTORY  OF  RUSSIA  FROM  PETER 
TILE  GREAT  TO  ALEXANDER  II. 
With  Maps  and  Plans.  Crown  8 vo.  7 s.  6 d. 
Morich  (R.  J.),  late  of  Clifton  College. 
GERMAN  EXAMINATION  PAPERS 
IN  MISCELLANEOUS  GRAMMAR 
AND  IDIOMS.  Sixth  Edition.  Crown 
8vo.  as.  6d.  [School  Examination  Series. 
A  Key,  issued  to  Tutors  and  Private 
Students  only,  to  be  had  on  application 
to  the  Publishers.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8 vo.  6s.  net. 

Morris  (J.  E.).  THE  NORTH  RIDING 
OF  YORKSHIRE.  Illustrated  by  R.  J. 

S.  Bertram,  Small  Pott  8 vo,  cloth ,  3$.  ; 
leather,  3 s.  6 d.  net. 

[Little  Guides.  Nearly  Ready. 
Morton  (Miss  Anderson).  See  Mi*> 
Brodrick. 

Motile  (H.  C.  G.),  D.D. ,  Lord  Bishop  of  Dur¬ 
ham.  CHARLES  SIMEON.  With  Por¬ 
trait.  Crown  8 vo.  3*.  6 d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 
Muir  (M.  M.  Pattison),  M.A.  THE 
CHEMISTRY  OF  FIRE.  The  Ele¬ 
mentary  Principles  of  Chemistry.  Illus¬ 
trated.  Crcnvn  8 vo.  as.  6 d. 

[University  Extension  Series. 
Mundella  (V.  A.),  M.A.  See  J.  T.  Dunn. 
Naval  officer  (A).  THE  ADVENTURES 
OF  A  POST  CAPTAIN.  With  24  coloured 
plates  by  Mr.  Williams.  Fcap.  8 vo.  ^s.  6d. 
net.  [Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Neal  (W.  G.).  See  R.  N.  Hall. 

Newman  (J.  H.)  and  others.  LYRA 
APOSTOLICA.  With  an  Introduction 
by  Canon  Scott  Holland,  and  Notes  by 
Canon  Beeching,  M.A.  Small  Pott  8 vo. 
Cloth ,  as.;  leather,  as.  6 d.  net. 

[Library  of  Devotion. 
Nichols  (J.  B.  B.).  A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF 
ENGLISH  SONNETS.  Small PottZvo. 
Cloth ,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  as.  6 d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 
Nimrod.  THE  LIFE  AND  DEATH  OF 
JOHN  MYTTON,  ESQ.  With  18 
Coloured  Plates  by  Henry  Alken  and 

T.  J.  Rawlins.  Third  Edition.  Fcap.  8 vo. 
y.  6 d  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.  30 s.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  A  SPORTSMAN.  With 
35  Coloured  Plates  by  Hbnry  Alken. 
Fcafi.  8vo.  4 s.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.  30$.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Norway  (A.  H.),  Author  of  ‘  Highways  and  By¬ 
ways  in  Devon  and  Cornwall.’  NAPLES  : 
PAST  AND  PRESENT.  With  40  Illus¬ 
trations  by  A.  G.  Ferard.  Crow7t  8 vo.  6s. 

Novalis.  THE  DISCIPLES  AT  SAIS 
AND  OTHER  FRAGMENTS.  Edited 
by  Miss  Una  Birch.  Fcap.  8 vo.  3J.  6 d. 

Oliphant  (Mrs.).  THOMAS  CHALMERS. 
With  Portrait.  Croivn  8 vo.  35.  6d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 

Oman  (C.  W.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  All  Souls’, 
Oxford.  A  HISTORY  OF  THE  ART 
OF  WAR.  Vol.  11.:  The  Middle  Ages, 
from  the  Fourth  to  the  Fourteenth  Century. 
Illustrated.  Demy  8 vo.  21  s. 

Ottley  (R.  L.),  M.A.,  Professor  of  Pastoral 
Theology  at  Oxford  and  Canon  of  Christ 
Church.  THE  DOCTRINE  OF  THE 
INCARNATION.  Second  and  Cheaper 
Edition.  Demy  8 vo.  12s.  6d. 

[Handbooks  of  Theology. 

LANCELOT  ANDREWES.  With  Por¬ 
trait.  Crown  8 vo.  3^.  6 d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 

Overton  (J.  H.),  M.A.  JOHN  WESLEY. 
With  Portrait.  Crown  8 vo.  3 s.  6d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 

Owen  (Douglas),  Barristar-at-Law,  Secretary 
to  the  Alliance  Marine  and  General  Assur¬ 
ance  Company.  PORTS  AND  DOCKS. 
Crown  8 vo.  2s.  6d.  net. 

[Books  on  Business. 

Oxford  (M.  N.),  of  Guy’s  Hospital.  A 
HANDBOOK  OF  NURSING.  Second 
Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  35.  6d. 

Pakes  (W.  C.  C.).  THE  SCIENCE  OF 
HYGIENE.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Demy  8vo.  15*. 

Parkinson  (John).  PARADISI  IN  SOLE 
PARADISUS  TERRISTRIS,  OR  A 
GARDEN  OF  ALL  SORTS  OF  PLEA¬ 
SANT  FLOWERS.  Folio.  30 s.  net. 

Also  an  Edition  of  20  copies  on  Japanese 
vellum.  Ten  Guineas  net.  [Nearly  Ready. 

Parmenter(John).  HELIO-TROPES,  OR 
NEW  POSIES  FOR  SUNDIALS,  1625. 
Edited  by  Percival  Landon.  Quarto. 
3-f.  6d.  net. 

Parmentier  (Prof.  Leon)  and  Bidez  (M.). 

EVAGRIUS.  Demy  8 vo.  10s.  6 d.  net. 

[  Byzantine  Texts. 

Pascal,  THE  THOUGHTS  OF.  With 
Introduction  and  Notes  by  C.  S.  Jerram. 
Small  Pott  8 vo.  2 s.  ;  leather ,  2 s.  6d.  net. 

[Library  of  Devotion. 

Paston (George).  SIDELIGHTS  ON  THE 
GEORGIAN  PERIOD.  With  many  Illus¬ 
trations.  Demy  8  vo.  10 s.  6d. 


ROMNEY.  With  many  Illustrations.  Demy 
167710.  2 s.  6d.  7iet.  [Little  Books  on  Art. 
Pearce  (E.  H.),  M.A.  THE  ANNALS  OF 
CHRIST’S  HOSPITAL.  With  many 
Illustrations.  De7ny  8 vo.  7 s.  6d. 

Peary  (R.  E.),  Gold  Medallist  of  the  Royal 
Geographical  Society.  NORTHWARD 
OVER  THE  GREAT  ICE.  With  over  800 
Illustrations.  2  vols.  Royal  8 vo.  32 5.  net. 
Peel  (Sidney),  late  Fellow  of  Trinity  College, 
Oxford,  and  Secretary  to  the  Royal  Com¬ 
mission  on  the  Licensing  Laws.  PRACTI¬ 
CAL  LICENSING  REFORM.  Second 
Edition.  Crown  8vo.  is.  6d. 

Perris  (G.  H.).  THE  PROTECTIONIST 
PERIL;  or  the  Finance  of  the  Empire. 
Crown  8 vo.  is. 

Peters  (J.  P.),  D.D.  THE  OLD  TESTA¬ 
MENT  AND  THE  NEW  SCHOLAR¬ 
SHIP.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

[Churchman’s  Library. 
Petrie  ( W.  M.  Flinders),  D. C.  L. ,  LL.  D. ,  Pro¬ 
fessor  of  Egyptology  at  University  College. 
A  HISTORY  OF  EGYPT,  from  the 
Earliest  Times  to  the  Present  Day. 
Fully  Illustrated.  In  six  volumes.  Crown 
8 vo.  6s.  each. 

Vol.  1.  Prehistoric  Times  to  XVIth 
Dynasty.  Fifth  Edition. 

Vol.  11.  The  XVIIth  and  XVIIIth  Dy¬ 
nasties.  Fourth  Edition. 

Vol.  iv.  The  Egypt  of  the  Ptolemies. 

J.  P.  Mahaffy,  Litt.D. 

Vol.  v.  Roman  Egypt.  J.  G.  Milne,  M.A. 
Vol.  vi.  Egypt  in  the  Middle  Ages. 

Stanley  Lane-Poole,  M.A. 

RELIGION  AND  CONSCIENCE  IN 
ANCIENT  EGYPT.  Fully  Illustrated. 
Crown  8 vo.  2 6d. 

SYRIA  AND  EGYPT,  FROM  THE  TELL 
EL  AMARNA  TABLETS.  Crown  8 vo. 
2  s.  6  d. 

EGYP II AN  TALES.  Illustrated  by  Trist- 
ram  Ellis.  In  Two  Voluines.  Crown  8 vo. 
3 s.  6d.  each. 

EGYPTIAN  DECORATIVE  ART.  With 
120  Illustrations.  Crown  8z >0.  3 r.  6 d. 

Phillips  (W.  A.).  CANNING.  With  12 
Illustrations.  Fcap.  8vo.  Cloth ,  3s.  6d.  ; 
leather ,  4s.  net.  [Little  Biographies. 

Phillpotts  (Eden).  MY  DEVON  YEAR. 
With  38  Illustrations  by  J.  Ley  Pethy- 
bridge.  Large  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Pienaar  (Philip),  with  STEYN  AND 
DE  WET.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8 vo. 
3 s.  6d. 

Plautus.  THE  CAPTIVI.  Edited,  with 
an  Introduction,  Textual  Notes,  and  a  Com¬ 
mentary,  by  W.  M.  Lindsay,  Fellow  of 
Jesus  College,  Oxford.  Demy8vo,  10 s.6d. 
net. 

Plowden-Wardlaw(J.T.),  B.A..  King’sColl. 

Cam.  EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IN 
ENGLISH  HISTORY.  Crown8yo.2S.  6 d. 

[School  Examination  Series. 
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Focock  (Roger),  a  frontiersman. 

Third  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
Podmore  (Frank).  MODERN 
SPIRITUALISM.  Two  Volumes.  Demy 
8 vo.  21  s.  net. 

A  History  and  a  Criticism. 

Pollard  (A.  W.).  OLD  PICTURE  BOOKS. 
With  many  Illustrations.  Demy  8  vo. 

7 s.  6 d.  net. 

Pollard  (Eliza  F.).  GREUZE  AND 
BOUCHER.  Demy  i6mo.  2 s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Books  on  Art.  Nearly  Ready. 

Pollock  (David),  M.I.N.A.,  Author  of 
Modern  Shipbuilding  and  the  Men  engaged 
in  it,'  etc.,  etc.  THE  SHIPBUILDING 
INDUSTRY.  Crown  8z >0.  2 s.  6 d.  net. 

[Books  on  Business. 

Potter  (M.  C.),  M.A.,  F.L.S.  A  TEXT¬ 
BOOK  OF  AGRICULTURAL  BOTANY. 
Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  \ 
4$.  6d.  [University  Extension  Series.  ' 

Potter  Boy  (An  Old).  WHEN  I  WAS  A 
CHILD.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Pradeau  (G.).  A  KEY  TO  THE  TIME 
ALLUSIONS  INTHE  DIVINE 
COMEDY.  With  a  Dial.  Small  quarto. 

3  s.  6d. 

Prance  (G.).  See  R.  Wyon. 

Prescott  (0.  L.).  ABOUT  MUSIC.  AND 
WHAT  IT  IS  MADE  OF.  Crown  8 vo. 

3 s.  6d.  net. 

Price  (L.  L.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Oriel  College, 
Oxon.  A  HISTORY  OF  ENGLISH 
POLITICAL  ECONOMY.  Fourth 
Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  2 s.  6 d. 

[University  Extension  Series. 

Primrose  (Deborah).  A  MODERN 
BCEOTIA.  Cr.  8 vo.  6s.  [Nearly  Ready. 

PROTECTION  AND  INDUSTRY.  By 
various  Writers.  Crown  8 vo.  is.  6d.  net. 

Pugin  and  Rowlandson.  THE  MICRO¬ 
COSM  OF  LONDON,  or  London  in 
Miniature.  With  104  Illustrations  in 
colour.  In  Three  Volumes.  Small  <s,to. 
Three  Guineas  net.  [Nearly  Ready. 

“Q.”  THE  GOLDEN  POMP.  A  Proces-  j 
sion  of  English  Lyrics.  Arranged  by  A.  T.  j 
Quillek  Couch.  CrownZvo.  Buckram.  6s. 

QUEVEDO  VILLEGAS,  THE  VISIONS 
OF  DOM  FRANCISCO  DE,  Knight  of 
the  Order  of  St.  James.  Made  English 
by  R.  L. 

From  the  edition  printed  for  H.  Herring- 
man,  1668.  Leather ,  2s.  net. 

[Miniature  Library. 

G.  R.  and  E.  S.  THE  WOODHOUSE 
CORRESPONDENCE.  Crown&vo.  6s. 

Rackham  (R.  B.),  M.A.  THE  ACTS  OF 
THE  APOSTLES.  With  an  Introduction 
and  Notes.  Demy  8 vo.  12,9.  6d. 

[Westminster  Commentaries. 

Randolph  (B.  W.),  D.D.,  Principal  of  the 
Theological  College,  Ely.  THE  PSALMS 


OF  DAVID.  With  an  Introduction  and 
Notes.  Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth ,  2 s. ; 
leather ,  2s.  6 d.  net.  {Library  of  Devotion. 

Rashdall  (Hastings),  M.A.,  Fellow  and 
Tutor  of  New  College,  Oxford.  DOC¬ 
TRINE  AND  DEVELOPMENT.  Crown 
8  vo.  6s. 

Rawstorne  (Lawrence,  Esq.). 

GAMONIA :  or,  The  Art  of  Preserving 
Game  ;  and  an  Improved  Method  of  making 
plantations  and  covers,  explained  and  illus¬ 
trated  by.  With  15  Coloured  Drawings  by 
T.  Rawlins.  Fcap.  8 vo.  3 r.  6 d.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Reason  (W.),  M.A.  UNIVERSITY  AND 
SOCIAL  SETTLEMENTS.  Crown  8 vo. 
2 s.  6 d.  [Social  Questions  Series. 

Reynolds,  A  LITTLE  GALLERY  OF 
Twenty  examples  in  photogravure  of  his 
finest  work.  Demy  16 mo.  2 s.  6 d.  net. 

[Little  Galleries. 

Roberts  (M.  E.).  See  C.  C.  Channer. 

Robertson,  (A.),  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of 
Exeter.  REGNUM  DEI.  The  Bampton 
Lectures  of  1901.  Deittv  8 vo.  12 s.  6 d.  net. 

Robertson(Sir G.  S.)K.C.S.I.  CHITRAL: 
The  Story  of  a  Minor  Siege.  With  numer¬ 
ous  Illustrations,  Map  and  Plans.  Fourth 
Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Robinson  (A.W.),  M.A.  THE  EPISTLE 
TO  THE  GALATIANS.  With  an  Intro¬ 
duction  and  Notes.  Fcap.  8w.  is.  6d.  net. 

[Churchman’s  Bible. 

Robinson  (Cecilia).  THE  MINISTRY  OF 
DEACONESSES.  With  an  Introduction 
by  the  late  Archbishop  of  Canterbury. 
Crown  8 vo.  3^.  6 d. 

Rochefoucauld  (La),  THE  MAXIMS  OF. 
Translated  by  Dean  Stanhope.  Edited  by 
G.  H.  Powell.  Small  Pott  8  vo,  cloth,  is.6d. 
net ;  leather ,  2.9.  6 d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

Ro dwell  (G.),  B.A.  NEW  TESTAMENT 
GREEK.  A  Course  for  Beginners.  With 
a  Preface  by  Walter  Lock,  D.D.,  Warden 
of  Keble  College.  Fcap.  8 vo.  3 s.  6d. 

Roe  (Fred).  ANCIENT  COFFERS  AND 
CUPBOARDS :  Their  History  and  De¬ 
scription.  With  many  Illustrations.  Quarto. 

3$#  net* 

Rogers  (A.  G.  L.),  M.  A.,  Editor  of  the  last 
volume  of  The  History  0/  Agriculture  and 
Price';  in  England.  THE  AGRICUL¬ 
TURAL  I  NDUSTRY.  Crown  Zvo. 
2 s.  6 d.  net  [Books  on  Business. 

Romney.  A  LITTLE  GALLERY  OF. 
Twenty  examples  in  Photogravure  of  his 
finest  work.  Demy  16 mo.  2 s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Galleries. 

Roscoe(E.S-).  ROBERT  HARLEY, EARL 
OF  OXFORD.  Illustrated.  Demy  Zvo. 
7  s.  6d . 

This  is  the  only  life  of  Harley  in  existence. 

BUCKINGHAMSHIRE.  Illustrated 
by  F.  D.  Bedford.  Small  PottZvo,  cloth, 
3$.  ;  leather ,  3 s.  6 d.  [Little  Guides. 
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Rose  (Edward).  THE  ROSE  READER. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8 vo. 
2S.  6d.  Also  in  4  Parts.  Parts  I.  and  II. 
6d.  each  ;  Part  III.  8 d.  ;  Part  IV.  10 d. 
Ruble  (A.  E.),  M.A.,  Head  Master  of 
College,  Eltham.  THE  GOSPEL  AC¬ 
CORDING  TO  ST.  MARK.  With  three 
Maps.  Crown  8 vo.  is.  6 d. 

[Junior  School  Books. 
THE  ACTS  OF  THE  APOSTLES.  Crown 
8 vo.  2 s.  [Junior  School  Books. 

THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF  KINGS.  With 
Notes.  Croivn  8 vo.  is.  6d. 

[Junior  School  Books. 
Russell  (W.  Clark).  THE  LIFE  OF 
ADMIRAL  LORD  COLLINGWOOD. 
With  Illustrations  by  F.  Bkangwyn.  Fourth 
Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

St.  Anselm,  THE  DEVOTIONS  OF. 
Edited  byC.  C.  J.  Webb,  M.A.  Small  Pott 
8 vo.  Cloth ,  2 s.  ;  leather ,  2 s.  6 d.  net. 

[Library  of  Devotion. 
St.  Augustine,  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF. 
Newly  Translated,  with  an  Introduction 
and  Notes,  by  C.  1  igg,  D.D.,  late  Student 
of  Christ  Church.  Third  Edition.  Small 
Pott  8 vo.  Cloth ,  2 s  ;  leather ,  2 s.  6 d.  net. 

[Library  of  Devotion. 
St.  Cyres  (Viscount).  THE  LIFE  OF 
FRANCOIS  DE  FENELON.  Illus¬ 
trated.  J  Demy  8 vo.  10s.  6d. 

Sales  (St.  Francis  de).  ON  THE  LOVE 
OF  GOD.  Edited  by  W.  J.  Knox-Little, 
M.A.  Small  Poit8vo.  Cloth ,  2  s.  ;  leather , 
2 s.  6 d.  net.  [Library  of  Devotion. 

Salmon  (A.  L.).  CORNWALL.  Illustrated 
by  B.  C.  Boulter.  Small  Pott  8vo.  Cloth , 
3-f.  ;  leather ,  3 j.  6d.  net.  [Little  Guides. 
Sargeaunt  (J.),  M.A.  ANNALS  OF 
WESTMINSTER  SCHOOL.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo.  7 s.  6d. 
Sathas  (C.).  THE  HISTORY  OF 
PSELLUS.  Demy  8 vo.  15 s.  net. 

[Byzantine  Texts. 
Schmitt  (John).  THE  CHRONICLE  OF 
MOREA.  Demy  8vo.  155-.  net. 

[Byzantine  Texts. 
Seeley  (H.G.)  F.R.S.  DRAGONS  OF  THE 
AIR.  With  many  Illustrations.  Crown 
8  vo.  6s. 

Sells  (V.  P.).  M.A.  THE  MECHANICS 
OF  DAILY  LIFE.  Illustrated.  Crown 
87 >o.  2 s.  6d.  [University  Extension  Series. 

Selous  (Edmund).  TOMMY  SMITH’S 
ANIMALS.  Illustrated  by  G.  W.  Orix 
Second  Edition.  Fcap.  87 >0.  2 s.  6d. 
Shakespeare  (William). 

THE  FOUR  FOLIOS,  1623;  1632;  1664; 
1685. 

Each  Four  Guineas  net. 

The  Arden  Edition. 

Demy  8 vo.  3 r.  6 d.  each  volume.  General 
Editor,  W.  J.  Craig.  An  Edition  of 
Shakespeare  in  single  Plays.  Edited  with 


a  full  Introduction,  Textual  Notes,  and 
a  Commentary  at  the  foot  of  the  page. 
HAMLET.  Edited  by  Edward  Dowden, 
Litt.D. 

ROMEO  AND  JULIET.  Edited  by 
Edward  Dowden,  Litt.D. 

KING  LEAR.  Edited  by  W.  J.  Craig. 
JULIUS  CAESAR.  Edited  by  M.  Mac¬ 
millan,  M.A. 

THE  TEMPEST.  Edited  by  Morton 
Luce. 

OTHELLO.  Edited  by  H.  C.  Hart. 
CYMBELINE.  Edited  by  Edward  Dowden. 
TITUS  ANDRONICUS.  Edited  by  H.  B. 

Baildon.  [Nearly  Ready. 

THE  MERRY  WIVES  OF  WINDSOR. 

Edited  by  H.  C.  Hart. 
MIDSUMMER  NIGHT’S  DREAM. 
Edited  by  H.  Cuningham. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

HENRY  V.  Edited  by  H.  A.  Evans. 

The  Little  Quarto  Shakespeare.  Pott 

r6mo.  Leather ,  price  is.  net  each  volume. 
TWO  GENTLEMEN  OF  VERONA. 

A  COMEDY  OF  ERRORS. 

THE  TEMPEST. 

THE  MERRY  WIVES  OF  WINDSOR. 
MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE. 

LOVE’S  LABOUR  ’S  LOST. 

A  MIDSUMMER  NIGHT’S  DREAM. 
MUCH  ADO  ABOUT  NOTHING. 

AS  YOU  LIKE  IT. 

THE  MERCHANT  OF  VENICE. 

ALL  \S  WELL  THAT  ENDS  WELL. 

A  WINTER’S  TALE. 

THE  TAMING  OF  THE  SHREW. 
TWELFTH  NIGHT. 

KING  TOHN. 

KING  RICHARD  II. 

KING  HENRY  IV.  Part  1. 

KING  HENRY  IV.  Part.  11. 

KING  HENRY  V. 

KING  HENRY  VI.  Part  1. 

KING  HENRY  VI.  Part  11. 

KING  HENRY  VI.  Partin. 

KING  RICHARD  III. 

Sharp  (A.).  VICTORIAN  POETS.  Crown 
8 vo.  2 s.  6 d.  [University  Extension  Series, 
shedlock  (J.  S.).  THE  PIANOFORTE 
SONATA :  Its  Origin  and  Development. 

Crown  8 vo.  55. 

Shelley  (Percy  B.).  ADONAIS  ;  an  Elegy 
on  the  death  of  John  Keats,  Author  of 
Endymion,  etc.  Pisa.  From  the  types  of 
Didot,  1821.  2 s.  net.  [Rariora. 

Sherwell (Arthur),  M.A.  LIFE  IN  WEST 
LONDON.  Third  Edition.  Crown  81 >o. 
zs.  6d.  [Social  Questions  Series. 

Sichel  (Walter).  DISRAELI :  A  Study  in 
j  Personality  and  Ideas.  DemySvo.  12s.  6d. 
net. 

BEACONSFIELD.  Fcap.  8 vo,  cloth ,  35.  6d. ; 
leather ,  4 s.  net. 

[Little  Biographies.  Nearly  Ready. 
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Sime  (J.).  REYNOLDS.  With  many  Illus. 
trations.  Demy  x6mo.  2s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Books  on  Art. 
Sketchley  (R.  E.  D.).  WATT  S.  With 
many  Illustrations.  Demy  16 mo.  2 s.  6d. 
net.  [Little  Books  on  Art. 

Sladen  (Douglas).  SICILY.  With  over 
200  Illustrations.  Crown  8 vo.  $s.  net. 

[Nearly  Ready. 
Small  (Evan),  M.A.  THE  EARTH.  An 
Introduction  to  Physiography.  Illustrated. 
Crown  8 vo.  2s.  6d. 

[University  Extension  Series. 
Smallwood,  (M.  G.).  VANDYCK.  With 
many  Illustrations.  Demy  i6mo.  2 s.  6d. 
net.  [Little  Books  on  Art.  [Nearly  Ready. 
Smedley  (F.  E.).  FRANK  FAIRLEGH. 
With  28  Plates  by  George  Cruikshank. 
Fcap.  Zvo.  3s.6d.net.  [Nearly  Ready. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 
Smith  (Horace  and  James).  REJECTED 
ADDRESSES.  Edited  by  A.  D.  Godley, 
M.A.  Small  Pott  87 >0,  cloth ,  is.  6 d.  net.  ; 
leathery  2 s.  (xi.  ?iet.  [Little  Library. 

Snell  (F.  J.).  A  BOOK  OF  EXMOOR. 

Illustrated.  Crown  87 ’O.  6s. 

Sophocles.  ELECTRA  AND  AJAX. 
Translated  by  E.  D.  A.  Morshead,  M.A., 
Assistant  Master  at  Winchester.  2s.  6d. 

[Classical  Translations. 
Sornet(L.  A.),  andAcatos(M.  J.),  Modern 
Language  Mastersat  King  Edward’s  School, 
Birmingham.  A  JUNIOR  FRENCH 
GRAMMAR.  Crown  8 vo.  2 s. 

[Junior  School  Books. 
South  (Wilton  E.),  M.A.  THE  GOSPEL 
ACCORDING  TO  ST.  MATTHEW. 
CrownZvo.  is.6d.  [Junior  School  Books. 
Southey  (R.)  ENGLISH  SEAMEN. 
Vol.  1.  (Howard, Clifford,  Hawkins, Drake, 
Cavendish).  Edited,  with  an  Introduction, 
by  David  Hannay.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Vol.  11.  (Richard  Hawkins,  Grenville, 
Essex,  and  Raleigh).  Crown  87 >0.  6s. 

Spence  (C.  H.),  M.  A.,  Clifton  College.  HIS¬ 
TORY  AND  GEOGRAPHY  EXAM¬ 
INATION  PAPERS.  Second  Edition. 
Crozvn  8 vo.  2 s.  6 d. 

[School  Examination  Series. 
Spooner  (W.  A.),  M.A.,  Warden  of  New  Col¬ 
lege,  Oxford.  BISHOP  BUTLER.  With 
Portrait.  Crown  8 vo.  3^.  6d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 
Stanbridge  (J.  W.),  B.D.,  late  Canon  of 
York,  and  sometime  Fellow  of  St.  Tohn’s 
College,  Oxford.  A  BOOK  OF  DEVO¬ 
TIONS.  Small  Pott  87 <0.  Cloth,  2 s.  ; 
leather ,  2 s.  6d.  net.  [Library  of  Devotion. 
‘Stancliffe.’  GOLF  DO’S  AND  DONT’S. 

Second  Edition.  Fcap.  8 vo.  is. 

Stedman  (A.  M.  M.),  M.A. 

INITIA  LATINA:  Easy  Lessons  on  Ele¬ 
mentary  Accidence.  Sixth  Edition.  Fcap. 
Zvo.  is. 


FIRST  xjATIN  LESSONS.  Eighth  Edi¬ 
tion.  Crown  8z>o.  2 s. 

FIRST  LATIN  READER.  With  Notes 
adapted  to  the  Shorter  Latin  Primer  and 
Vocabulary.  Sixth  Edition  revised.  i8mo. 
is.  6 d. 

EASY  SELECTIONS  FROM  C^SAR. 
The  Helvetian  War,  Second  Edition. 
1 Zmo.  is. 

EASY  SELECTIONS  FROM  LIVY.  Part  1. 
The  Kings  of  Rome.  18 mo.  Second  Edi¬ 
tion.  is.  6 d. 

EASY  LATIN  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION.  Ninth  Edition. 
Fcap.  87 >o.  is.  6 d. 

EXEMPLA  LATINA.  First  Exercises  in 
Latin  Accidence.  With  Vocabulary.  Third 
Edition.  Crozvn  87 >0.  is. 

EASY  LATIN  EXERCISES  ON  THE 
SYNTAX  OF  THE  SHORTER  AND 
REVISED  LATIN  PRIMER.  With 
Vocabulary.  Ninth  and  Cheaper  Edition, 
re-zvritten.  Crozvn  87 >0.  is.  6 d.  Key, 
3 s.  net.  Original  Edition.  2 s.  6d. 

THE  LATIN  COMPOUND  SENTENCE  : 
Rules  and  Exercises.  Second  Edition. 
Crozvn  8 vo.  is.  6d.  With  Vocabulary.  2 s. 
NOTANDA  QUAEDAM  :  Miscellaneous 
Latin  Exercises  on  Common  Rules  and 
Idioms.  Fourth  Edition.  Fcap.  8 vo.  is.  6d. 
With  Vocabulary.  2s.  Key,  2s.  net. 
LATIN  VOCABULARIES  FOR  REPETI¬ 
TION  :  Arranged  according  to  Subjects. 
Eleventh  Edition.  Fcap.  8z'o.  is.  6d. 

A  VOCABULARY  OF  LATIN  IDIOMS. 

18 mo.  Second  Edition,  is. 

STEPS  TO  GREEK.  Second  Edition,  re¬ 
vised.  18m  o.  is. 

A  SHORTER  GREEK  PRIMER.  Crozvn 
Zvo.  is.  6d. 

EASY  GREEK  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION.  Third  Edition,  revised. 
Fcap.  8vo.  is.  6 d. 

GREEK  VOCABULARIES  FOR  REPETI¬ 
TION.  Arranged  according  to  Subjects. 
Third  Edition.  Fcap.  Zvo.  is.  6d. 
GREEK  TESTAMENT  SELECTIONS. 
For  the  use  of  Schools.  With  Introduction, 
Notes,  and  Vocabulary.  Third  Edition. 
Fcap.  Zvo.  2 s.  6d. 

STEPS  TO  FRENCH.  Sixth  Edition. 

1  8  mo.  8  d. 

FIRST  FRENCH  LESSONS.  Sixth  Edi¬ 
tion,  revised.  Crown  Zvo.  is. 

EASY  FRENCH  PASSAGES  FOR  UN¬ 
SEEN  TRANSLATION.  Fifth  Edi¬ 
tion,  revised.  Fcap.  Zzw.  is.  6 d. 

EASY  FRENCH  EXERCISES  ON  ELE¬ 
MENTARY  SYNTAX.  With  Vocabulary. 
Fourth  Edition.  Crozvn  Zvo.  2s.  6d.  Key. 
js.  net. 

FRENCH  VOCABULARIES  FOR  RE¬ 
PETITION  :  Arranged  according  to  Sub¬ 
jects.  Eleventh  Edition.  Fcap.  Zvo.  is. 
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FRENCH  EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IN 
MISCELLANEOUS  GRAMMAR  AND 
IDIOMS.  Twelfth.  Edition.  Crown  8 vo. 

2 s.  6 d.  [School  Examination  Series. 

A  ICry,  issued  to  Tutors  and  Private 
Students  only,  to  be  had  on  application 
to  the  Publishers.  Fifth  Edition. 
Crown  87 >0.  6s.  net. 

GENERAL  KNOWLEDGE  EXAMINA¬ 
TION  PAPERS.  Fourth  Edition.  Crown 
8vo.  2 s.  6 d.  [School  Examination  Series.  | 
Key  ( Third  Edition)  issued  as  above.  J 
7 s.  net. 

GREEK  EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IN 
MISCELLANEOUS  GRAMMAR  AND 
IDIOMS.  Seventh  Edition.  Crown  8vo. 

2 s.  6d.  [School  Examination  Series. 

Key  ( Third  Editioii)  issued  as  above. 
6s.  net. 

LATIN  EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IN 
MISCELLANEOUS  GRAMMAR  AND 
IDIOMS.  Twelfth  Edition.  Crown  87 >0. 

2 s.  6 d.  [School  Examination  Series. 

Key  ( Fourth  Edition)  issued  as  above. 
6s.  net. 

Steel  (R.  Elliott),  M.A.,  F.C.S.  THE 
WORLD  OF  SCIENCE.  Including 
Chemistry,  Heat,  Light,  Sound,  Magnetism, 
Electricity,  Botany,  Zoology,  Physiology, 
Astronomy,  and  Geology.  147  Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  2 s.  6 d. 
PHYSICS  EXAMINATION  PAPERS. 
Crown  8 vo.  2s.  6 d. 

[School  Examination  Series. 
Stephenson  (C.),  of  the  Technical  College, 
Bradford,  and  SuddardS  (F.)  of  the  York¬ 
shire  College,  Leeds.  ORNAMENTAL 
DESIGN  FOR  WOVEN  FABRICS. 
Illustrated.  Demy  8 vo.  Secotid  Edition. 

7 s.  6d. 

Stephenson  (J.),  M.A.  THE  CHIEF 
TRUTHS  OF  THE  CHRISTIAN 
FAITH.  Crown  8 vo.  3s.  6 d. 

Sterne  (Laurence).  A  SENTIMENTAL 
JOURNEY.  Edited  by  H.  W.  Paul. 
Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth ,  tr.  6d.  net;  leather , 

2 s.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

Sterry  (W.),  M.A.  ANNALS  OF  ETON 
COLLF1GE.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Demy  8 vo.  7 s.  6d. 

Steuart(Katherine).  BY  ALLAN  WATER. 

Second  Edition.  Crown  87 w.  6s. 
Stevenson  (R.  L.).  THE  LETTERS  OF 
ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON  TO 
HIS  FAMILY  AND  FRIENDS. 
Selected  and  Edited,  with  Notes  and  Intro¬ 
ductions,  by  Sidney  Colvin.  Sixth  and 
Cheaper  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  12 s. 
Library  Edition.  Demy  8vo.  27 >ols.  25 s.net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
VAILIMA  LETTERS.  With  an  Etched 
Portrait  by  William  Strang.  Third 
Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  Buckram.  6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 


THE  LIFE  OF  R.  L.  STEVENSON.  See 
G.  Balfour. 

Stoddart  (Anna  M.)  ST.  FRANCIS  OF 
ASSISI.  With  j6  Illustrations.  Fcap. 
8vo.  Cloth ,  3s.  6d.  ;  leather ,  4s.  net. 

[Little  Biographies. 
Stone  (E.  D.),  M.A.,  late  Assistant  Master  at 
Eton.  SELECTIONS  FROM  THE 
ODYSSEY.  Fcap.  8vo.  is.  6d. 

Stone  (S.  J.).  POEMS  AND  HYMNS. 
With  a  Memoir  by  F.  G.  Ellerton,  M.A. 
With  Portrait.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Straker  (F. ),  Assoc,  of  the  Institute  of 
Bankers,  and  Lecturer  to  the  London 
Chamber  of  Commerce.  THE  MONEY' 
MARKET.  Crown  8 vo.  2 s.  6 d.  net. 

[Books  on  Business.  [Nearly  Readv. 
Streane  (A.  W.),  D.D.  ECCLESIASTES. 
With  an  Introduction  and  Notes.  Fcap. 
8 vo.  is.  6d.  net.  [Churchman’s  Bible. 
Stroud  (H.),  D.Sc.,  M.A. ,  Professorof Physics 
in  the  Durham  College  of  Science,  New- 
castle-on-Tyne.  PRACTICAL  PHYSICS. 
Fully  Illustrated.  Crown8vo.  3s. 6d. 

[Textbooks  of  Technology. 
Strutt  (Joseph).  THE  SPORTS  AND 
PASTIMES  OF  THE  PEOPLE  OF 
ENGLAND.  Illustrated  by  many  engrav¬ 
ings.  Revised  by  J.  Charles  Cox,  LL.D., 
F.S.A.  Quarto.  21  s.  net. 

Stuart  (Capt.  Donald).  THE  STRUGGLE 
FOR  PERSIA.  With  a  Map.  Crown 
8  vo.  6s. 

Suckling  (Sir  John).  FRAGMENTA 
AUREA  :  a  Collection  of  all  the  Incom¬ 
parable  Peeces,  written  by.  And  published 
by  a  friend  to  perpetuate  his  memory. 
Printed  by  his  own  copies. 

Printed  for  Humphrey  Moseley,  and 
are  to  be  sold  at  his  shop,  at  the  sign  of  the 
Princes  Arms  in  St.  Paul’s  Churchyard, 
1646.  6s.  net.  [Rariora.  Nearly  Ready. 
SuddardS  (F.).  See  C.  Stephenson. 

Surtees  (R.  S.).  HANDLEY  CROSS. 
With  17  Coloured  Plates  and  100  Woodcuts 
in  the  Text  by  John  Leech.  Fcap.  8 vo. 
4-r.  6 d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.  30s.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 
MR.  SPONGE’S  SPORTING  TOUR. 
With  13  Coloured  Plates  and  90  Woodcuts 
in  the  Text  by  John  Leech.  Fcap.  8vo. 
3 s.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.  30J.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 
JORROCKS’  JAUNTS  AND  JOLLITIES. 
With  15  Coloured  Plates  by  H.  Alken. 
Fcap.  8 vo.  3s.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.  30$.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 
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ASK  MAMMA.  With  13  Coloured  Plates 
and  70  Woodcuts  in  the  Text  by  John 
Leech.  Fcap.  8vo.  3 f.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.  30f.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library.  NearlyReady. 

Swift  (Jonathan).  THE  JOURNAL  TO 
STELLA.  Edited  by  G.  A.  Aitken. 
C rerun  8 vo.  6s. 

Symes  (J.  E.),  M.A.  THE  FRENCH 
REVOLUTION.  Crown  8 vo.  zs.  6 d. 

[University  Extension  Series. 

Syrett  (Netta).  A  SCHOOL  YEAR.  Illus¬ 
trated.  Demy  16 mo.  zs.  6 d. 

[Little  Blue  Books. 

TacitUS.  AGRICOLA.  With  Introduction, 
Notes,  Map,  etc.  By  R.  F.  Davis,  M.A., 
late  Assistant  Master  at  Weymouth  College. 
Crown  8vo.  2 s. 

GERMANIA.  By  the  same  Editor.  Crown 
8  vo.  2  s. 

AGRICOLAAND  GERMANIA.  Translated 
by_  R.  B.  Townshend,  late  Scholar  of 
Trinity  College,  Cambridge.  Crown  8 vo. 
2f.  6d.  [Classical  Translations. 

Tauler  (J.).  THE  INNER  WAY.  Being 
Thirty-six  Sermons  for  Festivals  by  John 
Tauler.  Edited  by  A.  W.  Hutton,  M.A. 
Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth ,  2 s.  ;  leather , 
zs.  6 d.  net.  [Library  of  Devotion. 

Taunton  (E.  L.).  A  HISTORY  OF  THE 
JESUITS  IN  ENGLAND.  With  Illus¬ 
trations.  Demy  8 vo.  21s.  net. 

Taylor  (A.  E.).  THE  ELEMENTS  OF 
METAPHYSICS.  Demy  8vo.  10 s.  6d.net. 

Taylor  (F.  G.),  M.A.  COMMERCIAL 
ARITHMETIC.  Third  Edition.  Crown 
8 vo.  if.  6 d.  [Commercial  Series. 

Taylor  (Miss  J.  A.).  SIR  WALTER 
RALEIGH.  With  12  Illustrations.  Fcap. 

8 vo.  Cloth ,  35.  6 d. ;  leather ,  4.9.  net. 

[Little  Biographies. 

Taylor  (T.  M.),  M.A. ,  Fellow  of  Gonville  and 
Caius  College,  Cambridge.  A  CONSTI¬ 
TUTIONAL  AND  POLITICAL  HIS¬ 
TORY  OF  ROME.  Crown  8 vo.  7s.  6 d. 

Tennyson  (Alfred,  Lord).  THE  EARLY 
POEMS  OF.  Edited,  with  Notes  and  an 
Introduction,  by  J.  Churton  Collins, 
M.A.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Also  with  10  Illustrations  in  Photogravure 
by  W.  E.  F.  Britten.  Demy  8 vo.  iof.  6 d. 

IN  MEMORIAM,  MAUD,  AND  THE 
PRINCESS.  Edited  by  J.  Churton 
Collins,  M.A.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

MAUD.  Edited  by  Elizabeth  Words¬ 
worth.  Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth ,  if.  6 d. 
net ;  leather ,  2f.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

IN  MEMORIAM.  Edited  by  H.  C.  Beech¬ 
ing,  M.A.  Small  Pott  8vo.  Cloth,  is.  6d. 
net ;  leather,  zs.  6 d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

THE  EARLY  POEMS  OF.  Edited  byj.  C. 
Collins,  M.A.  Small Pott8vo.  Cloth,  is. 

6 d.  net;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 


THE  PRINCESS.  Edited  by  Elizabeth 
Wordswort  h.  Small  Pott  8vo.  Cloth,  if. 
6d.  net ;  leather,  zs.  6 d.  net.  [Little  Library. 
Terry  (C.  S.).  THE  YOUNG  PRE¬ 
TENDER.  With  12  Illustrations.  Fcap. 
8 vo.  1 Cloth ,  3f.  6d. ;  leather,  4f.  net. 

[Little  Biographies. 
Terton  (Alice).  LIGHTS  AND  SHADOWS 
IN  A  HOSPITAL.  Crown  8 vo.  3f.  6 d. 
Thackeray  (W.  M.).  VANITY  FAIR. 
Edited  by  Stephen  Gwynn.  Three 
Volumes.  Small  Pott  8vo.  Each  volume, 
cloth,  if.  6d.  net ;  leather ,  2f.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

PENDENNIS.  Edited  by  Stephen  Gwynn. 
Three  V olumes.  Small  Pott  8 vo.  Each 
volume ,  cloth,  if.  6 d.  net ;  leather,  zs.  6d. 
net.  [Little  Library. 

ESMOND.  Edited  by  Stephen  Gwynn. 
Small  Pott  8vo.  Cloth,  if.  6 d.  net ;  leather, 
2s.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

CHRISTMAS  BOOKS.  Edited  by  Stephen 
Gwynn.  Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth,  if.  6 d. 
net ;  leather,  zs.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 
THE  LOVING  BALLAD  OF  LORD 
BATEMAN.  With  11  Plates  by  George 
Cruikshank.  Crown  16 mo.  is.  6 d.  net. 
From  the  edition  published  bj'C.  Tilt,  i8ir. 
Theobald  (F.  W.),  M.A.  INSECT  LIFE. 
Illustrated.  Crown  8 vo.  zs.  6 d. 

[University  Extension  Series. 
Thompson  (A.  H.).  CAMBRIDGE  AND 
ITS  COLLEGES.  Illustrated  by  E.  H, 
New.  Small  Pott  8vo.  Cloth,  3.9. ;  leather, 
3f.  6d.  net.  [Little  Guides. 

Tompkins  (H.  W.),  F.R.H.S.  HERT¬ 
FORDSHIRE.  Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 
Small  Pott8vo.  Cloth ,  3 s.  ;  leather,  3f.  6d. 
net.  [Little  Guides. 

Toynbee  (Paget),  M.A..  D.Litt.  DANTE 
STUDIES  AND  RESEARCHES. 
Demy  8 vo.  iof.  6d.  net. 

DANTE  ALIGHIERI.  With  12  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Second  Edition.  Fcap.  87 >0.  Cloth , 
3f.  6d.;  leather ,  4f.  net. 

[Little  Biographies. 
Trench  (Herbert).  DEIRDRE  WED :  and 
Other  Poems.  Crown  8 vo.  5f. 

Troutbeck (G.  e.).  Westminster 

ABBEY.  Illustrated  by  F.  D.  Bedford. 
Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth ,  3s.  ;  leather,  3 f.  6 d. 
net.  [Little  Guides. 

Tuckwell (Gertrude).  THE  STATE  and 
ITS  CHILDREN.  Crown  8vo.  zs.  6d. 

[Social  Questions  Series. 
Twining  (Louisa).  WORKHOUSES  AND 
PAUPERISM.  Crown  8 vo.  zs.  6 d. 

[Social  Questions  Series. 
Tyler  (E.  A.),  B.A.,  F.C.S.  A  JUNIOR 
CHEMISTRY.  Crown  8 vo.  zs.  6d. 

[Junior  School  Books. 
Tyrell-Gill  (Frances).  TURNER. 
Demy  i6mo.  zs.  6 d.  net, 

[Little  Books  on  Art.  Nearly  Ready. 
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Vaughan  (Henry),  THE  POEMS  OF. 
Edited  by  Edward  Hutton.  Small  Pott 
8 vo.  Cloth ,  is.  6 d.  net ;  leather , vs.  6d.net. 

[Little  Library.  [Nearly  Ready. 
Voegelin  (A.),  M.A.  JUNIOR  GERMAN 
EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  Pea/.  8 vo. 
is.  [Junior  Examination  Series. 

Wade  (G.  W.),  D.  D.  OLD  TESTAMENT 
HISTORY.  With  Maps.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8  vo.  6s. 

Walters  (H.  B.).  GREEK  ART.  With 
many  Illustrations.  Demy  1 6mo.  vs.  6d. 
net.  [Little  Books  on  Art. 

Walton  (Izaac)  and  Cotton  (Charles). 

THE  COM  PLEAT  ANGLER.  With  14 
Plates  and  77  Woodcuts  in  the  Text. 
Fcap  8 vo.  35.  6 d.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 
This  volume  is  reproduced  from  the 
beautiful  edition  of  John  Major  of  1824-5. 
THE  COMPLEAT  ANGLER.  Edited  by 
J.  Buchan.  Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth ,  is.  6 d. 
net ;  leather ,  vs.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 
Warmelo(D.S.Van).  ON  COMMANDO. 

With  Portrait.  Crown  8 vo.  3 s.  6 d. 
Waterhouse  (Mrs.  Alfred).  A  LITTLE 
BOOK  OF  LIFE  AND  DEATH. 
Selected.  Fourth  Edition.  Small  Pott  8vo. 
Cloth ,  is.  6d.  fiet ;  leather ,  vs.  6 d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

Weatherhead  (T.  C.),  M.A.  EXAMINA¬ 
TION  PAPERS  IN  HORACE.  Crown 
8 vo.  vs.  net. 

JUNIOR  GREEK  EXAMINATION 
PAPERS.  Fcap.  8 vo.  is. 

[Junior  Examination  Series. 
Webb  (W.  T.).  A  BOOK  OF  BAD 
CHILDREN.  With  50  Illustrations  by 
H.  C.  Sandy.  Demy  i6mo.  vs.  6d. 

[Little  Blue  Books. 
Webber  (F.  C).  CARPENTRY  AND 
JOINERY.  With  many  Illustrations. 
Third  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

Wells  (Sidney  H.).  PRACTICAL  ME¬ 
CHANICS.  With  75  Illustrations  and 
Diagrams.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8 vo. 
t,s.  6d.  [Textbooks  of  Technology. 

WellS(J.), M.  A.,  Fellowand  Tutor  ofWadhain 
College.  OXFORD  AND  OXFORD 
LIFE.  By  Members  of  the  University. 
Third  Edition  Crown  8 vo.  3 j.  6d. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  ROME.  Fifth 
Edition.  With  3  Maps.  Cr.  8 vo.  35.  6d. 

This  book  is  intended  for  the  Middle  and 
Upper  Forms  of  Public  Schools  and  f©r 
Pass  Students  at  the  Universities.  It  con¬ 
tains  copious  Tables,  etc. 

OXFORD  AND  ITS  COLLEGES.  Illus¬ 
trated  by  E.  H.  New.  Fifth  Edition. 
Pott  8 vo.  Cloth ,  3 s. ;  leather ,  35.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Guides. 

Wetmore (Helen  C.).  THE  LAST  OF  THE 
GREAT  SCOUTS  (‘  Buffalo  Bill  ’).  With 
Illustrations.  Second  Edition.  Demy8vo.  6s. 


Whibley  (C.).  See  Henley  and  Whibley. 

Whibley  (L.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Pembroke 
College,  Cambridge.  GREEK  OLIGAR¬ 
CHIES:  THEIR  ORGANISATION 
AND  CHARACTER.  Crown  8 vo.  6j. 

Whitaker  (G.  H.),  M.A.  THE  EPISTLE 
OF  ST.  PAUL  THE  APOSTLE  TO 
THE  EPHESIANS.  With  an  Introduc 
tion  and  Notes.  Fcap.  8 vo.  is.  6d.  net. 

[Churchman’s  Bible. 

White  (Gilbert).  THE  NATURAL  HIS¬ 
TORY  OF  SELBORNE.  Edited  by 
L.  C.  Miall,  F.R.S.,  assisted  by  W. 
Warde  Fowler,  M.A.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Whitfield  (E.  E.).  PRECIS  WRITING 
AND  OFFICE  CORRESPONDENCE. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  vs. 

[Commercial  Series. 

COMMERCIAL  EDUCATION  IN 
THEORY  AND  PRACTICE.  Crown 
8 vo.  5-r.  [Commercial  Series. 

An  introduction  to  Methuen’s  Commercial 
Series  treating  the  question  of  Commercial 
Education  fully  from  both  the  point  of  view 
of  the  teacher  and  of  the  parent. 

Whitley  (Miss).  See  Lady  Dilke. 

Whyte  (A.  G.),  B.Sc.,  Editor  of  Electrical 
Investments.  THE  ELECTRICAL 
INDUSTRY.  Crown  8 vo.  vs.  6d.  net. 

[Books  on  Business.  Nearly  Ready. 

Wilberforce  (Wilfrid).  VELASQUEZ. 
With  many  Illustrations.  Demy  1 6mo. 
vs.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Books  on  Art.  Nearly  Ready. 

Wilkins  (W.  H.),  B.A.  THE  ALIEN 

INVASION.  Crown  8 vo.  vs.  6d. 

[Social  Questions  Series. 

Williamson  (W.).  THE  BRITISH  GAR¬ 
DENER.  Illustrated.  Demy  8 vo.  10s.  6d. 

Williamson  (W.),  B.A.  JUNIOR  ENG¬ 
LISH  EXAMINATION  PAPERS. 
Fcap.  8 vo.  is.  [Junior  Examination  Series, 

A  JUNIOR  ENGLISH  GRAMMAR.  With 
numerous  passages  for  parsing  and  analysis, 
and  a  chapter  on  Essay  Writing.  Crown 
8 vo.  vs.  [Junior  School  Books. 

A  CLASS-BOOK  OF  DICTATION 
PASSAGES.  Eighth  Edition.  Crown  8 vo. 
is.  6d.  [Junior  School  Books. 

EASY  DICTATION  AND  SPELLING. 

Second  Edition.  Fcap.  8 vo.  is. 

Wilmot-Buxton  (E.  M.).  THE  MAKERS 
OF  EUROPE.  Crown  8 vo.  Second  Edi¬ 
tion.  3$.  6 d. 

A  Text-book  of  European  History  for 
Middle  Forms. 

Wilson  (Bishop).  SACRA  PRIVATA. 

Edited  by  A.  E.  Burn,  B.D.  Small  Pott 
8 vo.  Cloth ,  vs. ;  leather,  vs.  6d.  net. 

[Library  of  Devotion. 

Willson  (Beckles).  LORD  STRATH- 
CONA  :  the  Story  of  his  Life.  Illustrated. 
Demy  8 vo.  7 s.  6d. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
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Wilson  (A.  J.),  Editor  of  the  Investor’s  ] 
Review ,  City  Editor  of  the  Daily 
Chronicle.  THE  INSURANCE  IN¬ 
DUSTRY.  Crown  8 vo.  2s.  6d.  net. 

[Books  on  Business.  Nearly  Ready. 

Wilson  (H.  A.).  LAW  IN  BUSINESS. 
Crozvn  8 vo.  2 s.  6d.  net.  [Books  on  Business. 

Wilton  (Richard),  M.A.  LYRA  PAS- 
TORALIS  :  Songs  of  Nature,  Church,  and 
Home.  Pott  8 vo.  2s.  6d. 

A  volume  of  devotional  poems. 

Winbolt  (S.  E.),  M.A.,  Assistant  Master  in 
Christ’s  Hospital.  EXERCISES  IN  i 
LATIN  ACCIDENCE.  CrozvnSvo.  1  s.6d. 

An  elementary  book  adapted  for  Lower 
Forms  to  accompany  the  Shorter  Latin 
Primer. 

LATIN  HEXAMETER  VERSE  :  An  Aid  1 
to  Composition.  Crozvn  8 z>o.  3$.  6d.  Key, 
5$.  net. 

Windle  (B.  C.  A.),  D.Sc.,  F.R.S.  SHAKE¬ 
SPEARE’S  COUNTRY.  Illustrated  by 
E.  H.  New.  Second  Edition.  Small  Pott 
8vo.  cloth ,  3^.;  leather,  3s. 6d.  net. 

[Little  Guides. 

THE  MALVERN  COUNTRY.  Illustrated 
by  E.  H.  New.  Small  Pott  8vo.  Cloth, 

3 s. ;  leather,  ^s.  6d.  net.  [Little  Guides. 

REMAINS  OF  THE  PREHISTORIC 
AGE  IN  ENGLAND.  With  numerous 
Illustrations  and  Plans.  Demy  8zw.  7 s.  6d. 
net.  [Antiquary’s  Library.  Nearly  Ready. 

CHESTER.  Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 
Crozvn  8 vo.  3s.  6 d.  vet.  [Ancient  Cities,  i 

Winterbotham  (Canon),  M. A. .  B . Sc. , LL.  B.  | 
THE  KINGDOM  OF  HEAVEN  HERE 
AND  HEREAFTER.  Crown  8vo.  -3,s.6d. 

[Churchman’s  Library. 

Wood  (J.  A.  E.).  HOW  TO  MAKE  A 
DRESS.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Cr.Zvo.  is.  6d.  [Textbooks  of  Technology. 

Wordsworth  (Christopher),  M.A.,  and 
Littlehales  (Henry).  OLD  SERVICE 


BOOKS  OF  THE  ENGLISH 
CHURCH.  With  Coloured  and  other 
Illustrations.  Demy  8 vo.  7s.  6d.  net. 

[Antiquary’s  Library. 
Wordsworth  (W.).  SELECTIONS. 
Edited  by  Nowell  C.  Smith,  M.A. 
Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth ,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather , 
2 s.  6 d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

Wordsworth  (W.)  and  Coleridge  (S.  T.). 
LYRICAL  BALLADS.  Edited  by  George 
Sampson.  Small  Pott  8 vo.  Cloth,  is.  6d. 
net ;  leather ,  2s.  6 d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

Wright  (Arthur),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Queen’s 
College,  Cambridge.  SOME  NEW 
TESTAMENT  PROBLEMS.  Crozvn 
8vo.  6s.  [Churchman’s  Library. 

Wright  (Sophie).  GERMAN  VOCABU¬ 
LARIES  FOR  REPETITION.  Reap. 
8  vo.  u.  6d. 

Wylde  (A.  B.).  MODERN  ABYSSINIA. 
With  a  Map  and  a  Portrait.  Demy  8vo. 
15s.  net. 

Wyndham  (G.),  M.P.  THE  POEMS  OF 
WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE.  With  an 
Introduction  and  Notes.  Demy8vo.  Buck- 
ram,  gilt  top.  10s.  6d. 

Wyon(R.)and Prance(GA  THE  LAND 
OF  THE  BLACK  MOUNTAIN.  Being 
a  description  of  Montenegro.  With  40 
Illustrations.  Crown  8z>o.  6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
Yeats  (W.  B.).  AN  ANTHOLOGY  OF 
I RISH  VERSE.  Revised  and  Enlarged 
Edition.  Crown  87 <0.  3-r.  6d. 

Yendis(M-).  THE  GREAT  RED  FROG. 
A  Story  told  in  40  Coloured  Pictures. 
Fcap.  8z/o.  is.  net. 

Young  (T.  M. ).  T HE  AMERICAN 
COTTON  INDUSTRY:  A  Study  of 
Work  and  Workers.  With  an  Introduction 
by  Elijah  Helm,  Secretary  to  the  Man¬ 
chester  Chamber  of  Commerce.  Crown  8 vo. 
cloth,  2S.  6d.  ;  paper  hoards,  i.v.  6 <7. 


Antiquary’s  Library,  The 

General  Editor,  [.  CHARLES  COX,  LL.D.,  F.S.A. 


English  Monastic  Life.  By  the  Right  Rev. 
Abbot  Gasquet,  O.S.B.  Illustrated.  Demy  8vo. 
7 j.  6d.  tiet. 

Remains  of  the  Prehistoric  Age  in  Eng¬ 
land.  By  B.  C.  A.  Windle,  D.Sc.,  F.R.S.  With 


Business, 

Crown  8vo. 

The  first  Twelve  volumes  are — 

Docks  and  PORTS.  By  Douglas  Owen. 

Railways.  By  E.  R.  McDermott. 

The  Stock  Exchange.  By  Chas.  Duguid. 

The  Insurance:  Industry.  By  A.  J.  Wilson. 
THE  ELECTRICAL  INDUSTRY.  By  A.  G.  Whyte. 
B.SC. 

The  SHIPBUILDING  INDUSTRY.  By  David  Pollock, 
M.I.N.A. 


numerous  Illustrations  and  Plans.  Demy  Zzjo.  7 s. 
6  d.  net. 

Old  Service  Books  of  the  English  Church. 
By  Christopher  Wordsworth,  M.A.,  and  Henry 
Littlehales.  With  Coloured  and  other  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Demy  8vo.  7 s.  6d.  net. 


Books  on 

2  s.  6d.  net . 


The  Money  Market.  By  F.  Straker. 

Thk  agricultural  Industry.  By  A.  G.  L. 
Rogers,  M.A. 

Law  in  BUSINESS.  By  H.  A.  Wilson. 

The  Brewing  Industry.  By  Julian  L.  Baker, 
F.I.C.,  F.C.S. 

The  Automobile  Industry.  By  G.  de  H.  Stone. 
Mining  and  Mining  Investments.  By  ‘  A.  Moil.’ 
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Byzantine  Texts 

Edited  by  J.  B.  BURY,  M.A.,  Litt.D. 


Zachariah  of  Mitylenh.  Translated  by  F.  J. 
Hamilton,  D.D.,  and  E.  W.  Brooks.  Demy  8 vo. 
12 s.  6d.  net. 

EVAGRIUS.  Edited  by  Leon  Parmentier  and  M. 
Bidez.  Demy  8 vo.  ios.  6d.  net. 


THF.  History  OF  PSELLUS.  Edited  by  C.  Sathas. 
Demy  8vo.  i$s.  net. 

Ecthesis  Chronica.  Edited  by  Professor  Lamb- 
ros.  Demy  8vo.  7 s.  6 d.  net. 

The  Chronicle  of  Morea.  Edited  by  John 
Schmitt.  Demy  8 vo.  15s-.  net. 


Churchman’s  Bible,  The 

General  Editor,  J.  H.  BURN,  B.D.,  F.R.S.E. 

The  volumes  are  practical  and  devotional,  and  the  text  of  the  Authorised 


Version  is  explained  in  sections,  which 
Church  Lectionary. 

The  Epistle  to  the  Galatians.  Edited  by 
A.  W.  Robinson,  M.A.  Fcap.  8 vo.  is.  6 d.  net. 

Ecclesiastes.  Edited  by  A.  W.  Streane,  D.D. 
Fcap.  8 vo.  is.  6 d.  net. 

THE  EPISTLE  TO  THE  PHILIPPIANS.  Edited 
by  C.  R.  D.  Biggs,  D.D.  Fcap.  8 vo.  is.  6 d.  net. 


correspond  as  far  as  possible  with  the 


The  Epistle  of  St.  James.  Edited  by  H.  W 
Fulford,  M.A.  Fcap.  8 vo.  is.  6 d.  net. 

ISAIAH.  Edited  by  W.  E.  Barnes,  D.D.,  Hulsaean 
Professor  of  Divinity.  Two  Volumes.  Fcap.  8 vo. 
2 s.  net  each.  With  Map. 

The  Epistle  of  St.  Paul  the  Apostle  to  the 
Ephesians.  Edited  by  G.  H.  Whitaker,  M.A. 
Fcap.  8z :o.  is.  6 d.  net. 


Churchman’s  Library,  The 

General  Editor,  J.  H.  BURN,  B.D.,  F.R.S.E.,  Examining  Chaplain  to  the 

Bishop  of  Aberdeen. 


The  Beginnings  of  English  Christianity. 
By  W.  E.  Collins,  M.A.  With  Map.  Crown  8 vo. 
3-i-  6rf. 

Some  New  Testament  Problems.  By  Arthur 
Wright,  M.A.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

The  Kingdom  of  Heaven  Here  and  Here¬ 
after.  By  Canon  Winterbotham,  M.A.,  B.Sc., 
LL.B.  Crown  8 vo.  3J.  6 d. 

The  Workmanship  of  the  Prayer  Book:  Its 
Literary  and  Liturgical  Aspects.  By  J.  Dowden, 
D.D.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  3J.  6 d. 


Evolution.  By  F.  B.  Jevons,  M.A.,  Litt.D. 
Crown  8  vo.  3J.  6 d. 

The  old  Testament  and  the  New  Scholar¬ 
ship.  By  J.  W.  Peters,  D.D.  Crown  8vo.  6 s. 
The  Churchman's  Introduction  to  the  Old 
Testament.  Edited  by  A.  M.  Mackay,  B.  A. 
Crown  8 vo.  3J.  6 d. 

The  Church  of  Christ.  ByE.  T.  Green,  M.A. 
Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Comparative  Theology.  ByJ.  A.  MacCulloch. 
Crown  8 vo.  6s. 


Classical  Translations 

Edited  by  H.  F.  Fox,  M.A. ,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Brasenose  College,  Oxford. 

Crown  8vo. 


AISCHYLUS — Agamemnon,  Choephoroe,  Eumenides. 

Translated  by  Lewis  Campbell.  LL.D.  5-f. 

CICERO — De  Oratore  I.  Translated  by  E.  N.  P. 
Moor,  M.A.  3J.  6 d. 

CICERO — Select  Orations  (Pro  Milone,  Pro  Mureno,  [ 
Philippic  II.,  in  Catilmam).  Translated  by  H.  E.  1 
D.  Blakiston.  M.A.  sj. 

Cicero — De  Natura  Deorum.  Translated  by  F.  j 
Brooks,  M.A.  3s.  6 d. 

Cicero — De  Officiis.  Translated  by  G.  B.  Gardiner,  j 
M.A.  2A.  6 d. 

Horace — The  Odes  and  Epodes.  Translated  by  j 
A.  Godley,  M.A.  2 s. 


LUCIAN — Six  Dialogues  (Nigrinus,  Icaro-Menippus, 
The  Cock,  The  Ship,  The  Parasite,  The  Lover  of 
Falsehood).  Translated  by  S.  T.  Irwin,  M.A. 
3s.  6d. 

Sophocles — Electra  and  Ajax.  Translated  by  E. 
D.  A.  Morshead,  M.A.  2 s.  6 d. 

Tacitus— Agricola  and  Germania.  Translated  by 
R.  B.  Townshend.  2 s.  6 d. 

The  Satires  of  Juvenal.  Translated  by  S.  G. 
Owen.  Crown  8 vo,  2 s.  6 d. 


Commercial  Series,  Methuen’s 


Edited  by  Id.  de  B.  GIBBINS,  Litt.D.,  M.A. 
Crown  8vo. 


Commercial  Education  in  Theory  and 
Practice.  By  E.  E.  Whitfield,  M.A.  5^. 

An  introduction  to  Methuen’s  Commercial  Series 
treating  the  question  of  Commercial  Education  fully 
from  both  the  point  of  view  of  the  teacher  and  of 
the  parent. 


British  Commerce  and  Colonies  from  Eliza¬ 
beth  to  Victoria.  By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins, 
Litt.D.,  M.A.  Third  Edition,  as. 

Commercial  Examination  Papers.  By  H.  de 
B.  Gibbins,  Litt.D.,  M.A.  is.  6 d. 

[Continued. 
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Methuen’s  Commercial  Series — continued. 
The  economics  of  Commerce.  By  H.  de  B. 

Gibbins,  Litt.D.,  M.A.  is.  6d. 

A  German  Commercial  Reader.  By  S.  E.  Bally, 
With  Vocabulary.  2 s. 

A  Commercial  Geography  of  the  British 
EMPIRE.  By  L.  W.  Lyde.M.  A.  Third  Edition,  is. 
A  Primer  of  Business.  By  S.  Jackson,  M.A. 
Third  Edition,  is.  6 d. 

Commercial  Arithmetic.  By  F.  G.  Taylor, 
M.A.  Third  Edition,  is.  6d. 

French  Commercial  Correspondence.  By  S. 
E.  Bally.  With  Vocabulary.  Third  Edition.  2 s. 


German  Commercial  correspondence.  By 
S.  E.  Bally.  With  Vocabulary.  2j.  6 d. 

A  French  Commercial  Reader.  By  S.  E.  Bally. 
With  Vocabulary.  Second  Edition.  3s. 

Precis  Writing  and  Office  Correspondence. 

By  E.  E.  Whitfield,  M.A.  Second  Edition.  2 s. 

A  Guide  to  Professions  and  Business.  By  H. 
Jones,  ix.  6 d. 

The  Principles  of  Book-keeping  by  Double 

ENTRY.  By  J.  E.  B.  M'Allen,  M.A.  2x. 
COMMERCIAL  Law.  By  W.  Douglas  Edwards.  2 s. 


Connoisseurs  Library,  The 

Wide  Royal  8vo.  25 s.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  Japanese  vellum,  with  the  photogravures  on  India  paper. 
£7,  7s-  net. 

The  first  volumes  will  be — 

Mezzotints.  By  Cyril  Davenport.  I  PORCELAIN.  By  Edward  Dillon. 

MINIATURES.  By  Dudley  Heath.  I 


Devotion,  The  Library  of 

With  Introductions  and  (where  necessary)  Notes. 
Small  Pott  8vo,  cloth .  2s.  :  leather .  2 s.  6d.  net. 


The  confessions  of  St.  Augustine.  Edited  by 

C.  Bigg,  D.D.  Third  Edition. 

The  CHRISTIAN  Year.  Edited  by  Walter  Lock, 

D. D.  Second  Edition. 

The  Imitation  of  Christ.  Edited  by  C.  Bigg, 
D.D.  Second  Edition. 

A  Book  of  Devotions.  Edited  by  J.  w.  Stan- 
bridge,  B.D. 

Lyra  INNOCENTIUM.  Edited  by  Walter  Lock.  D.D. 
A  Serious  Call  to  a  devout  and  Holy  Life. 

Edited  by  C.  Bigg,  D.D.  Second  Edition. 

The  Temple.  Edited  by  E.  C.  S.  Gibson,  D.D. 

A  Guide  to  Eternity.  Edited  by  J.  W.  Stan- 
bridge,  B.D. 

The  Psalms  of  David.  Edited  by  B.  W.  Ran¬ 
dolph,  D.D. 

Lyra  Apostolica.  Edited  by  Canon  Scott  Holland 
and  Canon  H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A. 

THE  Inner  Way.  Edited  by  A.  W.  Hutton,  M.A. 
The  Thoughts  of  Pascal.  Edited  by  C.  S. 
Jerram,  M.A. 


ON  the  Love  of  God.  By  St.  Francis  de  Sales 
Edited  by  W.  J.  Knox-Little,  M.A. 

A  manual  of  Consolation  from  the  Saints 
AND  Fathers.  Edited  by  J.  H.  Burn,  B.D 
the  song  OF  songs.  Edited  by  B.  Blaxland.  M.A. 
THE  Devotions  of  St.  Anselm.  Edited  by  c. 
C.  J.  Webb,  M.A. 

Grace  Abounding.  By  John  Bunyan.  Edited  by 

S.  C.  Freer,  M.A. 

Bishop  Wilson's  Sacra  Privata.  Edited  by 
A.  E.  Burn,  B.  D. 

LYRA  Sacra  :  A  Book  of  Sacred  Verse.  Edited  by 
H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A.,  Canon  of  Westminster. 

A  Day  Book  from  the  Saints  and  Fathers. 

Edited  by  J.  H.  BURN,  B.D. 

Heavenly  Wisdom.  A  Selection  from  the  English 
Mystics.  Edited  by  E.  C.  Gregory. 

Light,  Life,  and  Love.  A  Selection  from  the 
German  Mystics.  Edited  by  W.  R.  Inge,  M.A. 


Illustrated  Pocket  Library  of  Plain  and  Coloured  Books,  The 

Fcap.  Zvo.  3  a  6 d.  net  to  4X.  6 d.  net  each  volume. 

A  series,  in  small  form,  of  some  of  the  famous  illustrated  books  of  fiction  and 
general  literature.  These  are  faithfully  reprinted  from  the  first  or  best  editions 
without  introduction  or  notes. 


COLOURED  BOOKS 


The  Life  and  Death  of  John  Mytton,  Esq. 
By  Nimrod.  With  18  Coloured  Plates  by  Henry 
Aiken  andT.J.  Rawlins.  Third  Edition.  3s. 6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
30 s.  net. 

The  Life  of  a  Sportsman.  By  Nimrod.  With 
35  Coloured  Plates  by  Henry  Aiken.  4 s.  6 d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
3 ox.  net. 

Handley  Cross.  By  R.  S.  Surtees.  With  17 
Coloured  Plates  and  100  Woodcuts  in  the  Text  by 
John  Leech.  44-.  6 d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
30X.  net. 


MR.  Sponge’s  sporting  Tour.  By  R.  S.  Surtees. 
With  13  Coloured  Plates  and  90  Woodcuts  in  the 
Text  by  John  Leech.  3 s.  6 d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
3  ox.  net. 

Jorrocks’  Jaunts  and  jollities.  By  R.  S. 
Surtees.  With  15  Coloured  Plates  by  H.  Aiken. 
3 s.  6 d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
30X.  net. 

This  volume  is  reprinted  from  the  extremely  rare 
and  costly  edition  of  1843,  which  contains  Aiken's 
very  fine  illustrations  instead  of  the  usual  ones  by 
Phiz. 

Continued. 
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The  Illustrated  Pocket  Library — continued. 


ASK  MAMMA.  By  R.  S.  Surtees.  With  13  Coloured 
Plates  and  70  Woodcuts  in  the  Text  by  John  Leech. 
3J.  6 d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
3<w.  net. 

The  Analysis  or  the  Hunting  Field.  By 
R.  S.  Surtees.  With  7  Coloured  Plates  by  Henry 
Aiken,  and  43  Illustrations  on  Wood.  3X.  6d.  net. 
The  Tour  oh  Dr.  syntax  in  Search  of  the 
PICTURESQUE.  By  William  Combe.  With  30 
Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson.  3 s.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
3or.  net. 

The  tour  of  Doctor  Syntax  in  Search  of 

CONSOLATION.  By  William  Combe.  With  24 
Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson.  34.  6 d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
30J.  net. 

The  third  Tour  of  doctor  Syntax  in 
Search  of  a  Wife.  By  William  Combe.  With 
24  Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson.  3r.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
30 r.  net. 

the  history  of  Johnny  Quae  genus:  the 
Little  Foundling  of  the  late  Dr.  Syntax.  By  the 
Author  of  ‘  The  Three  Tours.’  With  24  Coloured 
Plates  by  Rowiandson.  3 r.  64.  net.  100  copies 
on  large  Japanese  paper.  2 ir.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
3 or.  net. 

the  English  Dance  of  Death,  from  the  Designs 
of  T.  Rowlandson,  with  Metrical  Illustrations  by 
the  Author  of  *  Doctor  Syntax.’  Two  Volumes. 
or.  net. 

This  book  contains  76  Coloured  Plates. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
3or.  net. 

PLAIN 

Tim  Grave  :  A  Poem.  By  Robert  Blair.  Illustrated 
by  12  Etchings  executed  by  Louis  Schiavonetti 
from  the  Original  Inventions  of  William  Blake. 
With  an  Engraved  Title  Page  and  a  Portrait  of 
Blake  by  T.  Phillips,  R.  A.  3 s.  6d.  net. 

The  Illustrations  are  reproduced  in  photogravure. 
Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper, 
with  India  proofs  and  a  duplicate  set  of  the  plates. 
15J.  net. 

Illustrations  of  the  Book  of  Job.  Invented 

and  engraved  by  William  Blake.  3J.  6d.  net. 

These  famous  Illustrations— 2r  in  number— are 
reproduced  in  photogravure.  Als*  a  limited 
edition  on  large  Japanese  paper,  with  India 
proofs  and  a  duplicate  set  of  the  plates,  ijr.  net. 
AaSOP’S  FABLES.  With  380  Woodcuts  by  Thomas 
Bewick.  3 s.  Cd.  net. 

WINDSOR  Castle.  By  W.  Harrison  Ainsworth. 


THE  Dance  or  LIFE  :  A  Poem.  By  the  Author  of 
•Doctor  Syntax.'  Illustrated  with  26  Coloured 
Engravings  by  T.  Rowlandson,  3s.  Cd.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
30r.  net. 

Life  IN  LONDON  :  or,  the  Day  and  Night  Scenes  of 
Jerry  Hawthorn,  Esq.,  and  his  Elegant  Friend. 
Corinthian  Tom.  By  Pierce  Egan.  With  36 
Coloured  Plates  by  I.  R.  and  G.  Cruikshank.  With 
numerous  Designs  on  Wood.  4 r.  6 d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
30T.  net. 

Real  Life  in  London  :  or,  the  Rambles  and 
Adventures  of  Bob  Tallyho,  Esq.,  and  his  Cousin, 
The  Hon.  Tom  DashalL  By  an  Amateur  (Pierce 
Egan).  With  31  Coloured  Plates  by  Aiken  and 
Rowlandson,  etc.  Two  Volumes.  9s.  net. 

The  Life  of  an  Actor.  By  Pierce  Egan.  With 
27  Coloured  Plates  by  Theodore  Lane,  and  several 
Designs  on  Wood.  4J.  6 d.  net. 

THE  Vicar  of  WaKBFIELD.  By  Oliver  Goldsmith. 
With  24  Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson. 
3r.  6 d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
3or  net. 

A  reproduction  of  a  very  rare  book. 

The  Military  Adventures  of  Johnny 
NEWCOME.  By  an  Officer.  With  15  Coloured 
Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson.  34.  6 d.  net. 

The  National  Sports  of  Great  Britain. 
With  Descriptions  and  51  Coloured  Plates  by 
Henry  Aiken.  4r.  6 d,  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
3 or.  net. 

This  book  is  completely  different  from  the  large 
folio  edition  of  ‘  National  Sports '  by  the  same  artist, 
and  none  of  the  plates  are  similar. 

BOOKS 

With  22  Plates  3nd  87  Woodcuts  in  the  Text  by 
George  Cruikshank.  3*.  6 d.  net. 

THE  Tower  of  London.  By  W.  Harrison 
Ainsworth.  With  40  Plates  and  58  Woodcuts  in 
the  Text  by  George  Cruikshank.  35-.  Cd.  net. 
Frank  Fairlegh.  By  F.  E.  Sinedley.  With  30 
Plates  by  George  Cruikshank.  3J.  6 d.  net. 

Handy  Andy.  By  Samuel  Lover.  With  24 
Illustrations  by  the  Author.  3T.  6 d.  net. 

THE  Compleat  ANGLER.  By  Izaak  Walton  and 
Charles  Cotton.  With  14  Plates  and  77  Woodcuts 
in  the  Text.  3J.  6 d.  net. 

This  volume  is  reproduced  from  the  beautiful 
edition  of  John  Major  of  1824. 
the  Pickwick  Papers,  By  Charles  Dickens. 
With  the  43  Illustrations  by  Seymour  and  Phiz, 
the  two  Buss  Plates,  and  the  32  Contemporary 
Onwhyn  Plates.  3.1.  6 d.  net. 


J unior  Examination  Series 

Edited  by  A.  M.  M.  Stkdman,  M.A.  Fcap.  8m  is. 


Junior  French  Examination  Papers.  By  F. 
Jacob,  B.A. 

Junior  Latin  Examination  Papers.  Second 
Edition.  By  C.  G.  Botting,  M.A. 
junior  English  Examination  Papers.  By  W. 
Williamson,  B.A. 

Junior  arithmetic  Examination  Papers. 

By  W,  S.  Beard,  Second  Edition. 

Junior  algebra  examination  Papers.  By 
W.  S.  Finn,  M.A. 


Junior  Greek  Examination  Papers.  By  T. 
C.  Weatherhead,  M.A. 

Junior  General  Information  Examination 
PAPERS.  By  W.  S.  Beard. 
junior  Geography  Examination  Papers.  By 
W.  G.  Baker,  M.A. 

Junior  German  Examination  Papers.  By  A. 
Voegelin,  M.A. 


Junior  School-Books,  Methuen’s 

Edited  by  O.  D.  Inskip,  LL.D.,  and  W.  Williamson,  B.A. 


A  Class-Book  of  Dictation  Passages.  By  W. 
Williamson,  B.A.  Eighth  Edition.  Crown  8 vo. 
is.  Cd. 


The  Gospel  According  to  St.  Matthew. 
Edited  by  E.  Wilton  South,  M.A.  Crown  8 vo. 
t  s.  6 d. 


Continued. 


General  Literature 


27 


Methuen's  Junior  School-Books — continued. 

The  Gospel  According  to  St.  Mark.  Edited 
by  A.  E.  Rubie,  M.A.,  Headmaster  of  College, 
Eltham.  With  Three  Maps.  Crown  Svo.  is.  6 d.  ' 

A  Junior  English  Grammar.  By  w.  Williamson. 
B.A.  With  numerous  passages  for  parsing  and 
analysis,  and  a  chapter  on  Essay  Writing.  Crown 
Svo.  as. 

A  Junior  Chemistry.  By  E.  A.  Tyler.  B.A., 
F.C.S.,  Science  Master  at  Swansea  Grammar 
School,  With  73  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo.  2s.  6d. 


The  Acts  of  the  apostles.  Edited  by  A.  E. 
Rubie,  M.A.,  Headmaster  of  College,  Eltham. 
Crown  Svo.  as. 

A  Junior  French  Grammar.  By  L.  A.  Sornet 
and  M.  T.  Acatos,!  Modern  Language  Masters  at 
King  Edward's  School,  Birmingham.  Cr.  Svo.  as. 
Elementary  Experimental  Science. 
PHYSICS  by  W.  T.  Clough,  A.R.C.S.  CHEMIS¬ 
TRY  by  A.  E.  Dunstan,  B.Sc.  With  numerous 
Diagrams.  Crown  Svo.  as. 

A  Junior  Geometry.  By  Noel  S.  Lydon.  With 
numerous  Diagrams.  Croavn  Bro.  as. 


Leaders  of  Keligion 

Edited  by  H.  C.  BEECHING,  M. A.  With  Portraits.  Crown  Svo.  y.  6 d. 

A  series  of  short  biographies  of  the  most  prominent  leaders  of  religious  life 


and  thought  of  all  ages  and  countries. 

Cardinal  Newman.  By  R.  H.  Hutton. 

John  Wesley.  By  J.  H.  Overton,  M.A. 

Bishop  Wilberforce.  By  G.  W.  Daniell,  M.A. 
Cardinal  Manning.  By  A.  w.  Hutton,  m.a. 
Charles  Simeon.  By  H.  C.  G.  Moule,  D.D. 

JOHN  Keble.  By  Walter  Lock,  D.D. 

Thomas  Chalmers.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant 
LANCELOT  ANDKKWES.  By  R.  L.  Ottley,  M.A. 
AUGUSTINE  OF  CANTERBURY.  By  E.  L.  CuttS. 
D.D. 

William  Laud.  By  W.  H.  Hutton,  M.A. 


JOHN  Knox.  By  F.  MacCunn. 

JOHN  HOWE.  By  R.  F.  Horton,  D.D. 

BISHOP  KEN.  By  F.  A.  Clarke.  M.A. 

George  Fox,  the  Quaker.  By  T.  Hodgkin 

D.C.L. 

JOHN  DONNE.  By  Augustus  Jessopp,  D.D. 
Thomas  CRANMKR.  By  A.  J.  Mason. 

BISHOP  Latimer.  By  R.  M.  Carlyle  and  A.  J. 
Carlyle,  M.A. 

Bishop  Butler.  P.y  W.  A.  Spooner,  M.A. 


Little  Biographies 


Fcap.  Svo.  Each  volume ,  cloth,  3r.  6d.  ;  leather ,  4s.  net. 


Dante  Alighieri.  By  Paget  Toynbee,  M.A. 
D.Litt.  With  12  Illustrations.  Second  Edition. 

SAVONAROLA.  By  E.  L.  S.  Horsburgh,  M.A.  With 
12  Illustrations.  Second  Edition. 

JOHN  Howard.  By  E.  C.  S.  Gibson,  D.D.,  Vicar  of 
Leeds.  With  12  Illustrations. 

TENNYSON.  By  A.  C.  Benson,  M.A.  With  9  Illus¬ 
trations. 

Walter  Raleigh.  By  J.  A.  Taylor.  With 
ia  Illustrations. 

Erasmus.  By  E.  F.  H.  Capey.  With  12 
illustrations. 


THE  YOUNG  pretender.  By  C.  S.  Terry.  With 
X2  Illustrations. 

Robert  Burns.  By  T.  F.  Henderson.  With  12 
Illustrations. 

CHATHAM,  By  A.S.  M'Dowall.  With  12  Illustrations. 
St.  Francis  of  Assisi.  By  Anna  M.  Stoddart. 
With  16  Illustrations. 

CANNING.  By  W.  A.  Phillips.  With  is  Illustrations. 
BEACONSFIELD.  By  Walter  SicheL  With  12  Illus¬ 
trations. 

Goethe.  By  II.  G.  Atkins.  With  12  Illustrations. 


Little  Blue  Books,  The 

General  Editor,  E.  V.  LUCAS. 

Illustrated.  Demy  i6mo.  2 s.  6 d. 

x.  The  Castaways  of  Mf.adoweank.  By  T.  Cobb. 

2.  THE  BEECHNUT  BOOK.  By  Jacob  Abbott.  Edited  by  E.  V.  Lucas. 

3.  The  Air  Gun.  ByT.  Hilbert. 

4.  A  SCHOOL  YEAR.  By  Netta  Syrett. 

5.  THE  PEELES  AT  THE  CAPITAL.  By  Roger  Ashton. 

6.  The  Treasure  of  princegate  priory.  By  T.  Cobb. 

7.  Mrs.  Barberry’s  General  Shop.  By  Roger  Ashton. 

8.  A  Book  of  Bad  Children.  By  W.  T.  Webb. 

9.  THE  LOST  Ball.  By  Thomas  Cobb. 


Little  Books  on  Art 


Demy  1 6m o. 

GREEK  art.  H.  B.  Walters. 

BOOKPLATES.  E.  Alraack. 

Miniatures,  Alice  Corkran. 

Reynolds.  J.  Sime. 

ROMNEY.  George  Paston. 

Watts.  Miss  R.  E.  D.  Sketchley. 


2  S.  6d.  7Ut. 

Leighton.  Alice  Corkran. 

VELASQUEZ.  Wilfrid  Wilberforce  and  A.  R.  Gilbert. 
Greuze  and  Boucher.  Eliza  F.  Pollard. 
VANDYCK.  M.  G.  Smallwood. 

Turner.  F.  Tyrell-Gill. 

DURER,  Jessie  Allen. 
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Messrs.  Methuen’s  Catalogue 


Little  Galleries,  The 

Demy  1 6 mo.  2s.  6d.  net. 

A  Little  Gallery  of  Reynolds.  |  A  Little  Gallery  of  Hoppner. 

A  LITTLE  GALLERY.OF  ROMNEY.  |  A  LITTLE  GALLERY  OF  MILLAIS. 


Little  Guides,  The 

Small  Pott  Svo,  cloth ,  35-.;  leather,  31.  6 d.  net 


Oxford  and  its  Colleges.  By  J.  Wells,  m.a. 

Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New.  Fourth  Edition. 
Cambridge  and  its  Colleges.  By  A.  Hamilton 
Thompson.  Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 

The  Malvern  Country.  By  B.  C.  A.  Windle, 

D.Sc.,  E.R.S.  Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 
Shakespeare's  Country.  By  B.  C.  A.  Windle, 
D.Sc.,  E.R.S.  Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New.  Second 
Edition. 

SUSSEX.  By  F.  G.  Brabant,  M.A.  Illustrated  by  E. 
H.  New. 

Westminster  Abbey.  By  G.  E.  Troutbeck. 

Illustrated  by  F.  D.  Bedford. 

Norfolk.  By  W.  A.  Dutt.  Illustrated  by  B.  C. 
Boulter. 

Cornwall.  By  A.  L.  Salmon.  Illustrated  by  B.  C. 
Boulter. 

Brittany.  B>  S.  Baring-Gould.  Illustrated  by  J. 
Wylie. 


The  English  Lakes.  By  F.  G.  Brabant,  M.A. 
Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New.  4.1.  ;  leather,  4J,  6 d. 
net. 

KENT,  By  G.  Clinch.  Illustrated  by  F.  D.  Bedford. 
Hertfordshire.  By  H.  w.  Tompkins,  F.R.H.s. 
Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 

ROME.  By  C.  G.  Ellaby.  Illustrated  by  B.  C. 
Boulter. 

The  Isle  of  Wight.  By  G.  Clinch.  Illus¬ 
trated  by  F.  D.  Bedford. 

SURREY.  By  F.  A.  H.  Lambert.  Illustrated  by 

E.  H.  New. 

Buckinghamshire.  By  E.  S.  Roscoe.  Illustrated 
by  F.  D.  Bedford. 

SUFFOLK.  By  W.  A.  Dutt.  Illustrated  by  J.  Wylie. 
Derbyshire.  By  J.  Charles  Cox,  LL.D.,  F.S.A. 
Illustrated  by  J.  C.  Wall. 

The  north  Riding  of  Yorkshire.  By  j.  E. 
Morris.  Illustrated  by  R.  J.  S.  Bertram. 


Little  Library,  The 

With  Introductions,  Notes,  and  Photogravure  Frontispieces. 

Small  Pott  Svo.  Each  Volume .  cloth,  it.  6d.  net :  leather ,  2 s.  6d.  net. 


Vanity  Fair.  By  W.  M.  Thackeray.  Edited  by 
S.  Gwynn.  Three  Volumes. 

PENDENNIS.  By  W.  M.  Thackeray  Edited  by  S. 
Gwynn.  Three  Volumes. 

Esmond.  By  W.  M.  Thackeray.  Edited  by 

S.  Gwynn. 

Christmas  BOOKS.  By  W.  M.  Thackeray.  Edited 
by  S.  Gwynn. 

CHRISTMAS  BOOKS.  By  Charles  Dickens.  Edited 
by  S.  Gwynn.  Two  Volumes. 

Selections  from  George  Crabbe.  Edited  by 
A.  c.  Deane. 

John  Halifax,  Gentleman.  By  Mrs.  Craik. 

Edited  by  Annie  Matheson.  I 'wo  Volumes. 

PRIDE  AND  Prejudice.  By  Jane  Austen.  Edited 
..  bv  E.  V.  Lucas.  Two  Volumes. 

Northanger  Abbey.  By  Jane  Austen.  Edited 
by  E.  V.  Lucas. 

THE  PRINCESS.  By  Alfred,  Lord  Tennyson.  Edited 
by  Elizabeth  Wordsworth. 

Maud.  By  Alfred,  Lord  Tennyson.  Edited  by 
Elizabeth  Wordsworth. 

In  Memoriam.  By  Alfred,  Lord  Tennyson.  Edited 
by  H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A. 

The  Early  Poems  of  Alfred,  Lord  Tennyson. 

Edited  by  J.  C.  Collins,  M.A. 

A  Little  book  of  English  Lyrics.  With 
Notes. 

The  Inferno  of  Dante.  Translated  by  II.  F. 

Cary.  Edited  by  Paget  Toynbee,  M.A.,  D.Litt. 
The  PURGATORIO  OF  DANTE.  Translated  by  H. 

F.  Cary.  Edited  by  Paget  Toynbee,  M.A.,  D.Litt. 
The  Paradiso  of  Dante.  Translated  by  H.  F. 

Cary.  Edited  by  Paget  Toynbee,  M.A.,  D.Litt. 

A  Little  Book  of  Scottish  Verse.  Edited  by 

T.  F.  Henderson. 

A  Little  Book  of  Light  Verse.  Edited  by  A. 
C.  Deane. 

A  little  Book  of  English  Sonnets.  Edited 
by  J.  B.  B.  Nichols. 


POEMS.  By  John  Keats.  With  an  Introduction  by 

L.  Binyon,  and  Notes  by  J.  Masefield. 

A  complete  Edition. 

The  Minor  poems  of  John  Milton.  Edited 
by  H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A. 

The  Poems  of  Henry  Vaughan.  Edited  by 
Edward  Hutton. 

Selections  from  Wordsworth.  Edited  by 
Nowell  C.  Smith. 

Selections  from  the  Early  Poems  of  Robert 
Browning.  Edited  by  W.  Hall  Griffin,  M.A. 
The  English  Poems  of  Richard  Crashaw. 

Edited  by  Edward  Hutton. 

Selections  from  William  Blake.  Edited  by 

M.  Perugini. 

Selections  from  the  Poems  of  George 
Darley.  Edited  by  R.  A.  Streatfeild. 

Lyrical  Ballads.  By  W.  Wordsworth  and  S.  T. 

Coleridge.  Edited  by  George  Sampson. 
Selections  from  Longfellow.  Edited  by 
Lilian  M.  Faithfull. 

Selections  from  the  Anti -Jacobin;  with 
George  Canning’s  additional  Poems.  Edited  by 
Lloyd  Sanders. 

The  Poems  of  Andrew  Marvell.  Edited  by 
Edward  Wright. 

A  Little  Book  of  Life  and  Death.  Edited  by 
Mrs.  Alfred  Waterhouse.  Fourth  Edition. 

A  Little  b  jk  of  English  Prose.  Edited  by 
Mrs.  P.  /  Barnett. 

EOTHEN.  By  A.  W.  Kinglake.  With  an  Introduction 
and  Notes. 

Cranford.  By  Mrs.  Gaskell.  Edited  by  E.  V. 
Lucas. 

LAVENGRO.  By  George  Borrow.  Edited  by  F. 

Hindes  Groome.  Two  Volumes. 

THE  Romany  RYE.  By  George  Borrow.  Edited 
John  Sampson. 

The  History  of  the  Caliph  Vathek.  By 
William  Beckford.  Edited  by  E.  Denison  Ross. 
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The  Little  Library — continued. 

The  Compleat  Angler.  By  Izaak  Walton. 
Edited  by  J.  Buchan. 

MARRIAGE.  By  Susan  Perrier.  Edited  by  Miss 
Goodrich  -  Freer  and  Lord  Iddesleigh.  Two 
Volumes. 

THE  INHERITANCE.  By  Susan  Perrier.  Edited  by 
Miss  Goodrich-Freer  and  Lord  Iddesleigh.  Two 
Volumes. 

Elia,  and  the:  Last  Essays  of  Elia.  By  Charles 
Lamb.  Edited  by  E.  V.  Lucas. 

The  essays  of  Abraham  Cowley.  Edited  by 
H.  C.  Minchin. 

The  Essays  of  Francis  Bacon.  Edited  by 
Edward  Wright. 


The  maxims  of  la  Rochefoucauld.  Trans¬ 
lated  by  Dean  Stanhope.  Edited  by  G.  H.  Powell. 
A  Sentimental  Journey.  By  Laurence  Sterne. 
Edited  by  H.  W,  Paul. 

Mansie  WAUCH.  By  D.  M.  Moir.  Edited  by  T. 
F.  Henderson. 

The  Ingoldsby  Legends.  By  R.  H.  Barham. 

Edited  by  J.  B.  Atlay.  'Two  Volumes. 

THE  SCARLET  Letter.  By  Nathaniel  Hawthorne. 
Edited  by  P.  Dearmer. 

Rejected  Addresses.  By  Horace  and  James 
Smith.  Edited  by  A.  IJ.  Godley,  M.A. 

London  Lyrics.  By  F.  Locker.  Edited  by  A.  D. 
Godley,  M.A. 

A  reprint  of  the  First  Edition. 


Miniature  Library,  Methuen’s 


EUPHRANOR :  a  Dialogue  on  Youth.  By  Edward 
FitzGerald.  From  the  edition  published  by  W. 
Pickering  in  1851.  Leather,  2 s.  net. 

POLONIUS :  or  Wise  Saws  and  Modern  Instances. 
By  Edward  FitzGerald.  From  the  edition  published 
by  W.  Pickering  in  1852.  Leather,  os.  net. 

The  Rubaiyat  of  Omar  Khayyam.  By  Edward 
FitzGerald.  From  the  1st  edition  of  1859.  Leather, 
is.  net. 

The  Life  of  Edward,  Lord  Herbert  of 
CHERBURY.  Written  by  himself.  From  the 
edition  printed  at  Strawberry  Hill  in  the  year  1764. 
Leather,  ss.  net. 

The  Visions  of  Dom  Francisco  de  quevedo 
VILLEGAS,  Knight  of  the  Order  of  St.  James. 


Made  English  by  R.  L.  Front  the  edition  printed 
for  H.  Herringman,  1668.  Leather,  2 s.  net. 

1  POEMS.  By  Dora  Greenwell.  From  the  edition  of 
1848.  Leather,  2 s.  net. 

!  A  book  called  in  Latin  ENCHIRIDION  MILITIS 
CHRISTIANI,  and  in  English  the  manual  of  the 

I  Christian  Knight,  replenished  with  most  whole¬ 
some  precepts,  made  by  the  famous  clerk  Erasmus 
of  Roterdame,  to  the  which  is  added  a  new  and 
marvellous  profitable  preface.  From  the  edition 
printed  by  Wynken  de  Worde  for  John  Byddell, 
1533.  Leather  or.  net. 

DE  CONTEMPTU  MUNDI.  By  Erasmus.  From  the 
edition  printed  by  Thomas  Berthelet,  1533. 
Leather,  2 s.  net. 


Rariora 


ADONAIS;  'an  Elegy  on  the  death  of  John  Keats, 
Author  of  Endymion,  etc.  Pisa.  From  the  types 
of  Didot,  1821.  2 s.  net. 

Fragmenta  AUREA  :  a  Collection  of  all  the  Incom¬ 
parable  Peeces,  written  by  Sir  John  Suckling. 
And  published  by  a  friend  to  perpetuate  his 
memory.  Printed  by  his  own  copies.  Printed  for 
Humphrey  Moseley,  and  are  to  be  sold  at  his  shop, 
at  the  sign  of  the  Princes  Arms  in  St.  Pauls 
Churchyard,  1646.  6s.  net. 


Poems  of  Mr.  John  Milton,  both  English 
AND  LATIN  Compos’d  at  several  times.  Printed 
by  his  true  Copies.  The  Songs  were  set  in  Musick 
by  Mr.  Henry  Lawes,  Gentleman  of  the  King’s 
Chappel,  and  one  of  His  Majesty's  Private  Musick. 
Printed  and  Publish’d  according  to  Order.  Printed 
by  Ruth  Raworth  for  Humphrey  Moseley,  and  are 
to  be  sold  at  the  signe  of  the  Princes  Arms  in  Pauls 
Churchyard,  164s.  3 s.  6 d.  net. 


School  Examination  Series 

Edited  by  A.  M.  M.  STEDMAN,  M.A.  Crown  8 vo.  2 s.  6 d. 


French  Examination  papers.  By  A.  M.  M. 
Stedman,  M.A.  Twelfth  Edition. 

A  KEY,  issued  to  Tutors  and  Private  Students 
only,  to  be  had  on  application  to  the  Publishers. 
Fifth  Edition.  Crown  Zvo.  6s.  net. 

Latin  Examination  Papers,  By  A.  M.  M. 
Stedman.  M.A.  Twelfth  Edition. 

KEY  ( Fourth  Edition)  issued  as  above.  6s.  net. 
Greek  Examination  Papers.  By  A.  M.  M.  1 
Stedman,  M.A.  Seventh  Edition. 

KEY  ( Second  Edition)  issued  as  above.  6r.  net. 
German  Examination  Papers.  By  R.  J.  Morich. 
Fifth  Edition. 

KEY  (Second  Edition)  issued  as  above.  6j.  net. 


History  andGeography  Examination  Papers. 
By  C.  H.  Spence,  M.A.,  Clifton  College.  Second 
Edition. 

Physics  Examination  Papers.  By  R.  E.  Steel, 
M.A.,  F.C.S. 

General  Knowledge  Examination  Papers. 
By  A.  M.  M.  Stedman,  M.A.  Fourth  Edition. 
Key  ( Third  Edition)  issued  as  above,  ys.  net. 

examination  Papers  in  English  History.  By 
J.Tait  Plowden-Wardlaw,  B.A. 


Social  Questions  of  To-day 


Edited  by  H.  de  B.  GIBBINS,  Litt.D.,  M.A. 
Crown  Zvo.  2s.  6d. 


Trade  Unionism— New  and  Old.  By  G.  Howell. 
Third  Edition. 

The  Co-operative  Movement  To-Day.  By  G. 

J.  Holyoake.  Second  Edition. 

Problems  of  Poverty.  By  J.  A.  Hobson,  M.A. 
Fourth  Edition. 

The  Commerce  of  Nations.  By  C.  F.  Bastable, 
M.A.  Third  Edition. 


The  Alien  Invasion.  By  W.  I-I.  Wilkins,  B.A. 
the  Rural  Exodus.  By  P.  Anderson  Graham. 
Land  Nationalization.  By  Harold  Cox,  B.A. 

A  Shorter  Working  Day.  By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins 
and  R.  A.  Hadfield. 

Back  to  the  Land  :  An  Inquiry  into  Rural 
Depopulation.  By  H.  Ei  Moore. 

Continued. 
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Social  Questions  of  To-day — continued. 

Trusts,  Pools,  and  Corners.  By  J.  Stephen 
Jeans. 

The  Factory  System.  By  R.  tv.  Cooke-Taylor. 
The  State  and  its  Children.  By  Gertrude 
Tuck  well. 

Women's  Work.  By  Lady  Dilke,  Miss  Bulley,  and 
Miss  Whitley. 

Socialism  and  Modern  Thought.  By  M. 
Kauffmann. 

The  Housing  of  the  Working  Classes.  By 
E.  Bowmaker. 


The  Problem  of  the  Unemployed.  By  I.  A. 
Hobson,  M.A. 

Like  in  West  London.  By  Arthur  Sherwell,  M.A. 
Third  Edition. 

Railway  Nationalization.  By  Clement  lid- 
wards. 

Workhouses  and  Pauperism.  By  Louisa  Twin¬ 
ing. 

University  and  Social  Settlements.  By  w. 
Reason,  M.A. 


Technology,  Textbooks  of 

Edited  by  Professor  J.  WERTHEIMER,  F.I.C. 


Fully  Ih 

How  TO  MAKE  A  Dress.  By  J.  A.  E.  Wood. 

Second  Edition.  Crown  Bvo.  is.  6d. 

Carpentry  and  Joinery.  By  F.  C.  Webber. 

Third  Edition.  Crown  Bvo.  3,9.  6 d. 

Practical  Mechanics.  By  Sidney  H.  Wells. 

Second  Edition.  Crown  Bvo.  3s-.  67. 

Practical  Physics.  By  H.  Stroud,  D.Sc.,  M.A. 
Crown  Bvo.  3J.  6<7. 


' 'ustrated . 

Millinery,  Theoretical  and  Practical.  By 
Clare  Hill.  Crown  Bvo.  2 s. 

Practical  Chemistry.  By  w.  French,  M.A. 

Crown  Bvo.  Part  I.  Second  Edition,  is.  67.  Part  II. 
Technical  Arithmetic  and  Geometry.  Bv 
C.  T.  Millis,  M.I.M.E.  With  Diagrams.  Crown 
Bvo.  3J.  6<7. 


Theology,  Handbooks  of 


The  xxxix.  Articles  of  the  Church  of 
England.  Edited  by  E.  C.  S.  Gibson,  D.D. 
Third  and  Cheaper  Edition  in  One  Volume. 
Demy  Bvo.  12s.  6d. 

An  introduction  to  the  History 
of  Religion.  By  F.  B.  Jevons,  M.A.,  Litt.D. 
Second  Edition.  Demy  Bvo.  10 s.  6 d. 

The  Doctrine  of  the  Incarnation.  By  R.  L. 
Ottlcy,  M.A.  Second  and  Cheaper  Edition.  Demy 
Bvo.  12 s.  6d. 


An  Introduction  to  the  History  of  the 

CREEDS.  By  A.  E.  Burn,  B. D.  Demy  8 vo.  10s. 
67. 

The  Philosophy  of  Religion  in  England  and 
AMERICA.  By  Alfred  Caldecott,  D.D.  Demy 
Bvo.  10 s.  6d. 

A  History  of  Early  Christian  Doctrine. 
By  J.  F.  Bethune- Baker,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Pern- 
broke  College,  Cambridge.  Demy  Bvo.  10s.  6 d. 


University  Extension  Series 

Edited  by  J.  E.  SYMES,  M.A., 

Principal  of  University  College,  Nottingham. 

Crown  Svo.  Price  (with  some  exceptions')  2 s.  6d. 

A  series  of  books  on  historical,  literary,  and  scientific  subjects,  suitable  for  exten¬ 
sion  students  and  home-reading  circles.  Each  volume  is  complete  in  itself,  and  the 
subjects  are  treated  by  competent  writers  in  a  broad  and  philosophic  spirit. 


The  Industrial  History  of  England.  By  H. 
de  B.  Gibbins,  Litt.D.,  M.A.  Tenth  Edition. 
Revised.  With  Maps  and  Plans.  3J. 

A  History  of  English  political  Economy. 

By  L.  L.  Price,  M.A.  Third  Edition. 
vrcTORiAN  Poets.  Bv  A.  Sharp. 

The  French  Revolution.  By  J.  E.  Symes,  M.A.  I 
Psychology.  By  F,  S,  Granger,  M.A.  Second  1 
Edition. 

The  Evolution  of  Plant  Life:  Lower  Forms,  j 
By  G.  Massee.  Illustrated. 

Air  and  Water.  By  V.  B.  Lewes,  M.A.  Illus-  | 
trated. 

The  Chemistry  of  Life  and  Health.  By  C. 

W.  Kimmins,  M.A.  Illustrated. 

The  Mechanics  of  Daily  Lif'e.  By  V.  P.  Sells, 
M.A.  Illustrated. 

English  Social  Reformers.  By  H,  de  B.  j 
Gibbins,  Litt.D.,  M.A.  Second  Edition. 

English  Trade  and  Finance  in  the  Seven  | 
teenth  Century.  By  w.  A.  S.  Hewins,  B.A.  | 


The  Chemistry  of  Fire.  By  M.  M.  Pattison 
Muir,  M.A,  Illustrated. 

A  Text-Book  of  agricultural  Botany.  By 
M.  C.  Potter,  M.A.,  E.L.S.  Illustrated.  Second 
Edition.  4 s.  6d. 

The  Vault  of  Heaven,  a  Popular  Introduction 
to  Astronomy.  By  R.  A.  Gregory.  With  numerous 
Illustrations. 

Meteorology.  By  H.  N.  Dickson,  F.R.S.E., 
F.R.  Met.  Soc.  Illustrated. 

A  Manual  of  Electrical  Science.  By  George 
J.  Burch,  M.A. .  E.R.S.  Illustrated.  3 s. 

THE  EARTH.  An  Introduction  to  Physiography. 

By  Evan  Small,  M.A.  Illustrated. 

INSECT  Life.  By  F.  W.  Theobald,  M.A.  Illus¬ 
trated. 

English  Poetry  from  Blake  to  Browning. 

By  W.  M.  Dixon,  M.A.  Second  Edition. 
English  Local  Government.  ByE.  Jenks,  M.A. 
The  Greek  View  of  Life.  By  G.  L.  Dickinson. 
Third  Edition. 


Westminster,  Commentaries  The 

General  Editor,  WALTER  LOCK,  D. D.,  Warden  of  Keble  College, 
Dean  Ireland's  Professor  of  Exegesis  in  the  University  of  Oxford. 


TllP.  BOOK  OF  Genesis.  Edited  with  Introduction 
and  Notes  by  S.  R.  Driver,  D.D.,  Canon  of  Christ 
Church,  and  Regius  Professor  of  Hebrew  at  Oxford, 
Demy  10 s.  67. 

The  Book  of  Job.  Edited  by  E.  C.  S.  Gibson, 
D.D.  Denny  Bvo.  6s. 


The.  Acts  of  the  Apostles.  Edited  by  R.  B. 

Rackham,  M.A.  Demy  Bvo.  12s.  6d. 

The  First  Epistle  of  Paul  the  apostle  to 
the  Corinthians.  Edited  by  H.  L.  Goudge, 
M.A.  Demy  Bvo.  6t. 
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Marie  Corelli’s  Novels. 

Crown  8 vo.  6s.  each. 


A  ROMANCE  OF  TWO  WORLDS. 
Twenty-Fourth  Edition. 


VENDETTA.  Nineteenth  Edition. 

THELMA.  Twenty-Ninth  Edition. 

ARDATH  :  THE  STORY  OF  A  DEAD 
SELF.  Fourteenth  Edition. 

THE  SOUL  OF  LILITH.  Twelfth  Edit. 

WORMWOOD.  Thirteenth  Edition. 

BARABBAS:  A  DREAM  OF  THE 
WORLD’S  TRAGEDY.  Thirty-Ninth 
Edition. 

‘  The  tender  reverence  of  the  treatment 
and  the  imaginative  beauty  of  the  writing 
have  reconciled  us  to  the  daring  of  the  con¬ 
ception.  This  “  Dream  of  the  World’s 
Tragedy”  is  a  lofty  and  not  inadequate 
paraphrase  of  the  supreme  climax  of  the 
inspired  narrative.' — Dublin  Review. 


THE  SORROWS  OF  SATAN.  Forty- 
Sixth  Edition. 

‘  A  very  powerful  piece  of  work.  .  .  . 
The  conception  is  magnificent,  and  is  likely 
to  win  an  abiding  place  within  the  memory 
of  man.  .  .  .  The  author  has  immense  com¬ 
mand  of  language,  and  a  limitless  audacity. 
. .  .  This  interesting  and  remarkable  romance 
will  live  long  after  much  of  the  ephemeral 
literature  of  the  day  is  forgotten.  ...  A 
literary  phenomenon  .  .  .  novel,  and  even 
sublime.’ — W.  T.  Stead  in  the  Review 
of Revinvt. 


THE  MASTER  CHRISTIAN. 

[165M  Thousand. 

‘It  cannot  be  denied  that  “The  Master 
Christian  ”  is  a  powerful  book  ;  that  it  is  one 
likely  to  raise  uncomfortable  questions  in 
all  but  the  most  self-satisfied  readers,  and 
that  it  strikes  at  the  root  of  the  failure  of 
the  Churches — the  decay  of  faith — in  a 
manner  which  shows  the  inevitable  disaster 
heaping  up  .  .  .  The  good  Cardinal  Bonpre 
is  a  beautiful  figure,  fit  to  stand  beside  the 
good  Bishop  in  “  Les  Mis^rables."  It  is  a 
book  with  a  serious  purpose  expressed  with 
absolute  unconventionality  and  passion  .  .  . 
And  this  is  to  say  it  is  a  book  worth  read¬ 
ing.’ — Examiner. 

TEMPORAL  POWER:  A  STUDY  IN 
SUPREMACY.  [150/A  Thousand. 

‘  It  is  impossible  to  read  such  a  work  as 
“  Temporal  Power  ”  without  becoming  con¬ 
vinced  that  the  story  is  intended  to  convey 
certain  criticisms  on  the  ways  of  the  world 
and  certain  suggestions  for  the  betterment 
of  humanity.  .  .  .  The  chief  characteristics 
of  the  book  are  an  attack  on  conventional 
prejudices  and  manners  and  on  certain 
practices  attributed  to  the  Roman  Church 
and  the  propounding  of  theories  for  the 
improvement  of  the  social  and  political 
systems.  ...  If  the  chief  intention  of  the 
book  was  to  hold  the  mirror  up  to  shams, 
injustice,  dishonesty,  cruelty,  and  neglect 
of  conscience,  nothing  but  praise  can  be 
given  to  that  intention.’ — Morning  Post. 


Anthony  Hope’s  Novels 


Crown  Svo. 

THE  GOD  IN  THE  CAR.  Ninth  Edition. 

*  A  very  remarkable  book,  deserving  of 
critical  analysis  impossible  within  our  limit ; 
brilliant,  but  not  superficial ;  well  con¬ 
sidered,  but  not  elaborated ;  constructed 
with  the  proverbial  art  that  conceals,  but 
yet  allows  itself  to  be  enjoyed  by  readers 
to  whom  fine  literary  method  is  a  keen 
pleasure.’—  The  World. 

A  CHANGE  OF  AIR.  Sixth  Edition. 

‘A  graceful,  vivacious  comedy,  true  to  j 
human  nature.  The  characters  are  traced 
with  a  masterly  hand.' — Times. 

A  MAN  OF  MARK.  Fifth  Edition. 

‘  Of  all  Mr.  Hope’s  books,  “  A  Man  of 
Mark"  is  the  one  which  best  compares  with 
“  The  Prisoner  of  Zenda.”  ’ — National  Ob¬ 
server. 

THE  CHRONICLES  OF  COUNT 
ANTONIO.  Fifth  Edition. 

‘It  is  a  perfectly  enchanting  story  of  love  , 
and  chivalry,  and  pare  romance.  The  ! 
Count  is  the  most  constant,  desperate,  and 


6 s.  each. 

modest  and  tender  of  lovers,  a  peerless 
gentleman,  an  intrepid  fighter,  a  faithful 
friend,  and  a  magnanimous  foe.’ — Guardian. 

PHROSO.  Illustrated  by  H.  R.  Millar. 
Sixth  Edition. 

‘  The  tale  is  thoroughly  fresh,  quick  with 
vitality,  stirring  the  blood.’ — St.  James's 
Gazette. 

SIMON  DALE.  Illustrated.  Sixth  Edition. 

‘  There  is  searching  analysis  of  human 
nature,  with  a  most  ingeniously  constructed 
plot.  Mr.  Hope  has  drawn  the  contrasts 
of  his  women  with  marvellous  subtlety  and 
d  elicacy.  ’ —  T imes. 

THE  KING’S  MIRROR.  Fourth  Edition. 

‘  In  elegance,  delicacy,  and  tact  it  ranks 
with  the  best  of  his  novels,  while  in  the  wide 
range  of  its  portraiture  and  the  subtilty 
of  its  analysis  it  surpasses  all  his  earlier 
ventures.  ’ — Spectator. 

QUISANTE.  Fourth  Edition. 

‘  The  book  is  notable  for  a  very  high  liter¬ 
ary  quality,  and  an  impress  of  power  and 
mastery  on  every  page.’—  Daily  Chronicle. 
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W.  W.  Jacobs’  Novels 

Crown  8 vo.  3s.  6 d.  each . 


MANY  CARGOES.  Twenty-SeventhEdition. 

SEA  URCHINS.  Tenth  Edition. 

A  MASTER  OF  CRAFT.  Illustrated. 
Sixth  Edition. 

‘  Can  be  unreservedly  recommended  to 
all  who  have  not  lost  their  appetite  for 
wholesome  laughter.  ’ — Spectator. 

‘  The  best  humorous  book  published  for 
many  a  day.’ — Black  and  White. 


LIGHT  FREIGHTS.  Illustrated.  Fourth 

Edition. 

‘  His  wit  and  humour  are  perfectly  irresis¬ 
tible.  Mr.  Jacobs  writes  of  skippers,  and 
mates,  and  seamen,  and  his  crew  are  the 
jolliest  lot  that  ever  sailed.’ — Daily  News. 

‘  Laughter  in  every  page.' — Daily  Mail. 


Lucas  Malet’s  Novels 

Crown  8  vo.  6s.  each. 


COLONEL  ENUERBY’S  WIFE.  Third 
Edition. 

A  COUNSEL  OF  PERFECTION.  New 
Edition. 

LITTLE  PETER.  Second  Edition.  3 s.  6d. 

THE  WAGES  OF  SIN.  Fourteenth  Edition. 

THE  CARISSIMA.  Fourth  Edition. 

THE  GATELESS  BARRIER.  Fourth 
Edition. 

‘  In  “  The  Gateless  Barrier”  it  is  at  once 
evident  that,  whilst  Lucas  Malet  has  pre¬ 
served  her  birthright  of  originality,  the 
artistry,  the  actuai  writing,  is  above  even 
the  high  level  of  the  books  that  were  born 
before. ’ —  W esttninster  Gazette. 


THE  HISTORY  OF  SIR  RICHARD 
CALMADY.  Seventh  Edition.  A  Limited 
Edition  in  Two  Volumes.  Crown  8vo.  12 s. 

‘A  picture  finely  and  amply  conceived. 
In  the  strength  and  insight  in  which  the 
story  has  been  conceived,  in  the  wealth  of 
fancy  and  reflection  bestowed  upon  its 
execution,  and  in  the  moving  sincerity  of  its 
pathos  throughout,  “Sir  Richard Calmady” 
must  rank  as  the  great  novel  of  a  great 
writer.  ’ — Literature. 

‘  The  ripest  fruit  of  Lucas  Malet’s  genius. 
A  picture  of  maternal  love  by  turns  tender 
and  terrible/ — Spectator. 

‘  A  remarkably  fine  book,  with  a  noble 
motive  and  a  sound  conclusion.’ — Pilot. 


Gilbert  Parker’s  Novels 

Crown  8 vo.  6s.  each. 


PIERRE  AND  HIS  PEOPLE.  Fifth  Edi¬ 
tion. 

‘  Stories  happily  conceived  and  finely  ex¬ 
ecuted.  There  is  strength  and  genius  in 
Mr.  Parker’s  style.’ — Daily  Telegraph. 

MRS.  FALCHION.  Fourth  Edition. 

‘  A  splendid  study  of  character.’ — 

A  thenteum. 

THE  TRANSLATION  OF  A  SAVAGE. 
Second  Edition. 

THE  TRAIL  OF  THE  SWORD.  Illus¬ 
trated.  Eighth  Edition. 

‘  A  rousing  and  dramatic  tale.  A  book 
like  this  is  a  joy  inexpressible.’ — 

Daily  Chronicle. 
WHEN  VALMOND  CAME  TO  PONTIAC: 
The  Story  of  a  Lost  Napoleon.  Fifth 
Edition. 

‘  Here  we  find  romance — real,  breathing, 
living  romance.  The  character  of  Valmond 
is  drawn  unerringly.’ — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 


AN  ADVENTURER  OF  THE  NORTH: 
The  Last  Adventures  of  ‘Pretty  Pierre.’ 
Third  Edition. 

1  The  present  book  is  full  of  fine  and  mov¬ 
ing  stones  of  the  great  North.’ — Glasgow 
Herald. 

THE  SEATS  OF  THE  MIGHTY.  Illus¬ 
trated.  Thirteenth  Edition. 

‘  Mr.  Parker  has  produced  a  really  fine 
historical  novel.’ — A  thenaum. 

‘  A  great  book.’ — Black  and  White. 

THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  STRONG:  a 
Romance  of  Two  Kingdoms.  Illustrated. 
Fourth  Edition. 

‘Nothing  more  vigorous  or  more  human 
has  come  from  Mr.  Gilbert  Parker  than  this 
novel.’ — Literature. 

THE  POMP  OF  THE  LAVILETTES. 
Second  Edition.  3 s.  6d. 

‘Unforced  pathos,  and  a  deeper  know'- 
ledge  of  human  nature  than  he  has  displayed 
before.’ — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
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Arthur  Morrison’s  Novels 

Crown  Zvo.  6s.  each. 


TALES  OF  MEAN  STREETS.  Sixth 
Edition. 

‘  A  great  book.  The  author’s  method  is 
amazingly  effective,  and  produces  a  thrilling 
sense  of  reality.  The  writer  lays  upon  us 
a  master  hand.  The  book  is  simply  appalling 
and  irresistible  in  its  interest.  It  is  humorous 
also  ;  without  humour  it  would  not  make  the 
mark  it  is  certain  to  make.’ — World. 

ACHILD  OF  THE  ]  AGO.  Fourth  Edition. 

‘The  book  is  a  masterpiece.’ — Pall  Mall 
Gazette. 

TO  LONDON  TOWN.  Second  Edition. 

‘This  is  the  new  Mr.  Arthur  Morrison, 
gracious  and  tender,  sympathetic  and 
human.’ — Daily  Telegraph. 


CUNNING  MURRELL. 

‘Admirable.  .  .  .  Delightful  humorous 
relief  ...  a  most  artistic  and  satisfactory 
achievement.’ — Spectator. 

THE  HOLE  IN  THE  WALL.  Third 
Edition. 

‘  A  masterpiece  of  artistic  realism.  It  has 
a  finality  of  touch  that  only  a  master  may 
command.’ — Daily  Chronicle. 

‘An  absolute  masterpiece,  which  any 
novelist  might  be  proud  to  claim.’ — Graphic. 

‘  “The  Hole  in  the  Wall”  is  a  masterly 
piece  of  work.  His  characters  are  drawn 
with  amazing  skill.  Extraordinary  power.’ 
— Daily  Telegraph. 


Eden  Phillpotts’  Novels 

Crown  8 vo.  6s.  each. 


LYING  PROPHETS. 

CHILDREN  OF  THE  MIST.  FifthEdition. 

THE  HUMAN  BOY.  With  a  Frontispiece. 
Fourth  Edition. 

‘  Mr.  Phillpotts  knows  exactly  what 
school-boys  do,  and  can  lay  bare  their  in¬ 
most  thoughts;  likewise  he  shows  an  all- 
pervading  sense  of  humour.’ — Academy. 

SONS  OF  THE  MORNING.  Second 
Edition. 

‘  A  book  of  strange  power  and  fascina¬ 
tion.’ — Morning  Post. 

THE  STRIKING  HOURS.  Second  Edition. 

‘  Tragedy  and  comedy,  pathos  and  j 
humour,  are  blended  to  a  nicety  in  this 
volume.’ — World. 

‘  The  whole  book  is  redolent  of  a  fresher 
and  ampler  air  than  breathes  in  the  circum¬ 
scribed  life  of  great  towns.’ — Spectator. 


FANCY  FREE.  Illustrated.  Second  Edi¬ 
tion. 

‘  Of  variety  and  racy  humour  there  is 
plenty.  ’ — Daily  Graphic. 

THE  RIVER.  Third  Edition. 

‘  “  The  River  ”  places  Mr.  Phillpotts  in  the 
front  rank  of  living  novelists.  ’ — Punch. 

‘Since  “  Lorna  Doone  ”  we  have  had 
nothing  so  picturesque  as  this  new  romance.’ 
Birmingham  Gazette. 

‘  Mr.  Phillpotts’s  new  book  is  a  master¬ 
piece  which  brings  him  indisputably  into 
the  front  rank  of  English  novelists.’ — Pall 
Mall  Gazette. 

‘  This  great  romance  of  the  River  Dart. 
The  finest  book  Mr.  Eden  Phillpotts  has 
written.’ — Morning  Post. 

THE  AMERICAN  PRISONER.  Second 
Edition. 


S.  Baring-Gould’s  Novels 


Crown  Zvo 

ARMINELL.  FifthEdition. 

URITH.  Fifth  Edition. 

IN  THE  ROAR  OF  THE  SEA.  Seventh 
Edition. 

MRS.  CURGENVEN  OF  CURGENVEN. 
Fourth  Edition. 

CHEAP  JACK  ZITA.  Fourth  Edition. 
THE  QUEEN  OF  LOVE.  FifthEdition. 
MARGERY  OF  QU  ETHER.  Third 
Edition. 

TACQUETTA.  Third  Edition. 

KITTY  ALONE.  FifthEdition. 

NOlLMI.  Illustrated.  Fourth  Edition. 
THE  BROOM -SQUIRE.  Illustrated. 

Fourth  Edition. 


.  6 s.  each. 

THE  PENNYCOMEQUICKS.  Third 
Edition. 

DARTMOOR  IDYLLS. 

GUAVAS  THE  TINNER.  Illustrated. 
Second  Edition. 

BLADYS.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
DOMITIA.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
PABO  THE  PRIEST. 

WINIFRED.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
THE  FROBISHERS. 

ROYAL  GEORGIE.  Illustrated 
MISS  QUILLET.  Illustrated. 

LITTLE  TU’PENNY.  A  New  Edition.  6d. 
CHRIS  OF  ALL  SORTS. 
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Robert  Barr’s  Novels 

Crown  8  vo.  6s.  each. 


IN  THE  MIDST  OF  ALARMS.  Third 
Edition. 

‘  A  book  which  has  abundantly  satisfied  us 
by  its  capital  humour.’ — Daily  Chronicle. 

THE  MUTABLE  MANY.  Second  Edition. 

‘  There  is  much  insight  in  it,  and  much 
excellent  humour.’ — Daily  Chronicle. 

THE  COUNTESS  TEKLA.  Third  Edition. 

‘  Of  these  mediaeval  romances,  which  are 
now  gaining  ground  “The  Countess 
Tekla”  is  the  very  best  we  have  seen.’ — Pall 
Mall  Gazette. 


THE  STRONG  ARM.  Illustrated.  Second 

Edition. 

THE  VICTORS. 

‘Mr.  Barr  has  a  rich  sense  of  humour.’ — 

Onlooker. 

‘  A  very  convincing  study  of  American 
life  in  its  business  and  political  aspects.’ — 
Pilot. 

‘  Good  writing,  illuminating  sketches  of 
character,  and  constant  variety  of  scene  and 
incident.’ — Times. 

THE  LADY  ELECTRA.  [Nearly  Ready. 


Abbot  (J.  H.  M.),  Author  of  *  Tommy  Corn¬ 
stalk.’  PLAIN  AND  VELDT.  Crown 
8  vo.  6j. 

Albanesi  (E.  Maria).  SUSANNAH  AND 
ONE  OTHER.  Third  Edition.  Crown 
8  vo,  6s. 

Anstey  (F.),  Author  of  ‘Vice  Versa.  A 
BAYARD  FROM  BENGAL.  Illustrated 
by  Bernard  Partridge.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  8 vo.  3* .  6 d. 

Bacheller  (Irving),  Author  of  *  Eben 
Holden.’  DARREL  OF  THE 
BLESSED  ISLES.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  Szro.  6s. 

Bagot(Richard).  A  ROMAN  MYSTERY. 

Third  Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Balfour  (Andrew).  BY  STROKE  OF 
SWORD.  Illustrated.  Fourth  Edition. 
Crown  8 vo.  6$. 

VENGEANCE  IS  MINE  Illustrated. 
Crown  8  vo.  6s. 

See  also  Fleur  deLis  Novels. 

Balfour  (M.  C.).  THE  FALL  OF  THE 
SPARROW.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 
Baring-Gould  (S.).  See  page  33. 

Barlow  (Jane).  THE  LAND  OF  THE 
SHAMROCK.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

FROM  THE  EAST  UNTO  THE  WEST. 
Crown  87 jo.  6  s, 

THE  FOUNDING  OF  FORTUNES. 
Crown  8  vo. 

See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 

Barr  (Robert).  See  page  34. 

Barry  (J.  A.).  IN  THE  GREAT  DEEP. 
Crosun  8vo.  6s. 

Bartram  (George).  Author  of  ‘The  People 
of  Clopton.  ’  THE  THIRTEEN  EVEN¬ 
INGS.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Begbie  (Harold).  THE  ADVENTURES 
OF  SIR  JOHN  SPARROW.  Crown 
8w.  6s. 

Benson  (E.  F.).  DODO  :  A  Detail  of  the 
Day.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

THE  CAPSINA.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 

Benson  (Margaret).  SUBJECT  TO 
VANITY.  Crosvn  8vo.  3^.  6 d. 


Besant  (Sir  Walter).  A  five  YEARS’ 
TRYST,  and  Other  Stories.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 
Bowles  (C.  Stewart).  A  STRETCH  OFF 
THE  LAND.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Brooke  (Emma).  THE  POET’S  CHILD. 
Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Bullock  (Sban.  F.).  THE  SQUIREEN. 

Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

THE  RED  LEAGUERS.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
Burton  (J.  Bloundelle).  THE  YEAR 
ONE :  A  Page  of  the  French  Revolution. 
Illustrated.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 
DENOUNCED.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 
THECLASH  OF  ARMS.  CrownZvo.  6s. 
ACROSS  THE  SALT  SEAS.  Cr.  8 vo.  6s. 
SERVANTS  OF  SIN.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 
THE  FATE  OF  VALSEC.  Cr.  8 vo.  6s. 
A  BRANDED  NAME.  Crown  8 vo.  6j. 
See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 
Cambridge  (Ada).  THE  DEVAS¬ 
TATORS.  Crown  87 >0.  6s. 

PATH  AND  GOAL.  Crown  8 vo.  6j. 
Capes  (Bernard),  Author  of  ‘The  Lake  of 
Wine.’  PLOTS.  Crown  8z w.  6s. 
Chesney  (Weatherby).  JOHN  TOPP, 
PIRATE.  Second  Edition.  Crown8vo.  6s. 
THE  FOUNDERED  GALLEON. 
Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

THE  BRANDED  PRINCE.  Cr.Zvo.  6s. 
THE  BAPTIST  RING.  Crown  8vo.  6.?. 
THE  TRAGEDY  OF  THE  GREAT 
EMERALD.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

[Nearly  Ready. 
Clifford  (Mrs.  W.  K.).  A  WOMAN 
ALONE.  Crown  8vo.  37.  6d. 

See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 

Clifford  (Hugh).  A  FREE  LANCE  OF 
TO-DAY.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

Cobb  (Thomas).  A  CHANGE  OF  FACE. 
Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Cobban  (J.  Maclaren).  THE  KING  OF 
ANDAMAN :  A  Saviour  of  Society. 
Crown  8vo.  6s. 

WILT  THOU  HAVE  THIS  WOMAN? 
Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

THE  ANGEL  OF  THE  COVENANT. 

Crown  8 vo.  6s. 
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Cooper  (E.  H.).  Author  of  !  Mr.  Blake  of  New¬ 
market.’  A  FOOL'S  YEAR.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
Corbett  (Julian).  A  BUSINESS  IN 
GREAT  WATERS.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 
Corelli  (Marie).  See  page  31. 

Comford(L. Cope).  CAPTAIN  JACOBUS  : 
A  Romance  of  the  Road.  Cr.  8m  6s. 

See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 

Crane  (Stephen).  WOUNDS  IN  THE 
RAIN.  Crown  8m  6s. 

Crockett  (S.  R. ),  Au thor  of  ‘  The  Raiders, ’  etc. 
LOCHINVAR.  Illustrated.  Second 
Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

THE  STANDARD  BEARER.  Cr.  8 vo.  6s. 
Croker  (B.  M.).  ANGEL.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s.  , 

PEGGY  OF  TPIE  BARTONS.  Cr.Zvo.  6s.  1 
A  STATE  SECRET.  Crown  Zvo.  3-r.  6d.  j 
JOHANNA.  Second  Edition.  Cr.Zvo.  6s.  ' 
Dawlish  (Hope).  A  SECRETARY  OF 
LEGATION.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Denny  (C.  E.).  THE  ROMANCE  OF  UP- 
FOLD  MANOR.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
Dickinson  (Evelyn).  A  VICAR’S  WIFE. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

THE  SIN  OF  ANGELS.  Crown  Zvo. 
3J.  6d. 

Dickson  (Harris),  the  black  WOLF’S 
BREED.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Doyle  (A.  Conan).  Author  of  ‘Sherlock 
Holmes,’  ‘The  White  Company,'  etc. 
ROUND  THE  RED  LAMP.  Ninth 
Edition.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Duncan  (Sara  Jeannette)  (Mrs.  Everard 
Cotes),  Author  of  ‘A  Voyage  of  Consola¬ 
tion.’  THOSE  DELIGHTFUL 
AMERICANS.  Illustrated.  Third  Edi¬ 
tion.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

THE  PATH  OF  A  STAR.  Illustrated. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

THE  POOL  IN  THE  DESERT. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 

Ernbree(C.  F.).  A  HEART  OF  FLAME. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Term  (G.  Manville).  AN  ELECTRIC 
SPARK.  Cro'iun  Zvo.  6s. 

ELI’S  CHILDREN.  Crown  Zvo.  -2s.6d. 
A  DOUBLE  KNOT.  Crown  Zvo.  2 s.6d. 
See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 
Findlater(J.  H.).  THE  GREEN  GRAVES 
OF  B  A  L  G  O  W  R  I  E.  Fourth  Edition 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

A  DAUGHTER  OF  STRIFE.  Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 
See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 

Findlater  (Mary).  OVER  THE  HILLS. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

BETTY  MUSGRAVE.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

A  NARROW  WAY.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

THE  ROSE  OF  JOY.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 


1  Fitzstephen  (Gerald).  MORE  KIN 
THAN  KIND.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
Fletcher  (J.S.).  THE  BUILDERS.  Crown 
Zvo.  6s. 

LUCIAN  THE  DREAMER.  Crown 

Zvo.  6s. 

DAVID  MARCH.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 

Forrest  (R.  E.).  THE  SWORD  OF 
AZRAEL,  a  Chronicle  of  the  Great  Mutiny. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Francis  (M.  E.).  MISS  ERIN.  Second 
Edition.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Gallon  (Tom),  Author  of  ‘Kiddy.’  RICK- 
ERBY’S  FOLLY.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Gaunt  (Mary).  DEADMAN’S.  Crown 
Zvo.  6s. 

THE  MOVING  FINGER.  Crown  Zvo. 
3  s.  6  d. 

See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 

Gerard  (Dorothea),  Author  of  ‘  Lady  Baby.’ 
THE  MILLION.  Crcnvn  Zvo.  6s. 

THE  CONQUEST  OF  LONDON. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

THE  SUPREME  CRIME.  Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 
HOLY  MATRIMONY.  Second  Edition. 
Crcnun  Zvo.  6s. 

THINGS  THAT  HAVE  HAPPENED. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

MADE  OF  MONEY.  Crcnun  Zvo.  6s. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

Gilchrist  (R.  Murray).  WILLO  W- 
BRAKE.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Gissing  (Algernon).  THE  KEYS  OF 
THE  HOUSE.  CrownZvo.  6s. 

Gissing  (George).  Author  of  ‘Demos,’  ‘In 
the  Year  of  Jubilee,’  etc.  THE  TOWN 
TRAVELLER.  Second  Edition.  Crown 
Zvo.  6s. 

THE  CROWN  OF  LIFE.  CrownZvo.  6s. 
Glanville  (Ernest).  THE  KLOOF 
BRIDE.  Crown  Zvo.  3 s.  6 d. 

THE  LOST  REGIMENT.  Crown  Zvo. 
3-f.  6  d. 

THE  DESPATCH  RIDER.  Crcnun  Zvo. 
3  s.  6  d. 

THE  INCA’S  TREASURE.  Illustrated. 
Crown  Zvo.  3^.  6d. 

Gleig  (Charles).  BUNTER’S  CRUISE. 

Illustrated.  Crown  Zvo.  35-.  6d. 

Gordon  (Julien).  MRS.  CLYDE.  Crown 
Zvo.  6s. 

WORLD’S  PEOPLE.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
Gordon  (S.).  A  HANDFUL  OF 
EXOTICS.  Crcnun  Zvo.  2s- 
GOSS  (C.  F.).  THE  REDEMPTION  OF 
DAVID  CORSON.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Gray(E.  M’Queen).  ELSA.  CrownZvo.  6s. 

MY  STEWARDSHIP.  CrownZvo.  2 s.6d. 
Hales  (A.  G.).  JAIR  THE  APOSTATE. 
Illustrated.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Hamilton  (Lord  Ernest).  MARY  HAMIL¬ 
TON.  Third  Edition.  CrownZvo.  6s. 
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Harrison  (Mrs.  Burton).  A  PRINCESS 
OF  THE  HILLS.  Illustrated.  Crown  Zvo. 
6s. 

Herbertson  (Agnes  G.).  PATIENCE 
DEAN.  Crown  8 vo.  6s.  [Nearly  Ready. 
Hichen8  (Robert),  Author  of  ‘Flames,’ 
etc.  THE  PROPHET  OF  BERKELEY 
SQUARE.  Second  Ed.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 
TONGUES  OF  CONSCIENCE.  Second 
Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

FELIX.  Fourth  Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 
THE  WOMAN  WITH  THE  FAN. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s.  [Nearly  Ready. 

See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 

Hobbes  (John  Oliver),  Author  of  ‘Robert 
Orange.'  THE  SERIOUS  WOOING.  I 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Hooper  (I.).  THE  SINGER  OF  MARLY,  j 

Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Hope  (Anthony).  See  page  31. 

[Nearly  Ready. 
Hough  (Emerson).  THE  MISSISSIPPI 
BUBBLE.  Illustrated.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 
Housman  (Clemence).  SCENES 
FROM  THE  LIFE  OF  AGLOVALE. 
Illustrated.  Crown  8 vo.  3^.  6d.  , 

Hunt  (Violet).  THE  HUMAN  IN¬ 
TEREST.  Crcnvn  8  vo.  6s. 

Hyne  (C.  J.  Cutcliffe),  Author  of  ‘  Captain 
Kettle.’  PRINCE  RUPERT  THE  | 
BUCCANEER.  With  8  Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

MR.  HOR ROCKS,  PURSER.  Third  \ 
Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Jacobs  (W.  W.).  See  page  32. 

James  (Henry),  Author  of  ‘  What  Maisie  1 
Knew.’  THE  SACRED  FOUNT. 
Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

THE  SOFT  SIDE.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

THE  BETTER  SORT.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
THE  AMBASSADORS.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Janson  (Gustaf).  ABRAHAM’S  SACRI¬ 
FICE.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Keary  (C.  F.).  THE  JOURNALIST. 

Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Kelly  (Florence  Finch).  WITH  HOOPS 
OF  STEEL.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Larkin  (L.).  LARKS  AND  LEVITIES. 
Small  Quarto,  is. 

Lawless  (Hon.  Emily).  TRAITS  AND 

CONFIDENCES.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

WITH  ESSEX  IN  IRELAND.  New 
Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 

Lawson  (Harry),  Author  of  ‘  When  the  Billy 
Boils.’  CHILDREN  OF  THE  BUSH. 
Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Linden  (Annie).  A  WOMAN  OF  SEN¬ 
TIMENT.  CrozvnZvo.  6.r.  [Nearly  Ready. 
Linton  (E.  Lynn.)  THE  TRUE  HISTORY 
OF  JOSHUA  DAVIDSON,  Christian  and 
Communist.  Twelfth  Edition.  Medium 
8  vo.  6d. 


Lorimer (Norma),  mirryann.  Crown 

8  vo.  6s. 

JOSIAH’S  WIFE.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 
Lowis  (Cecil).  THE  MACHINATIONS 
OF  THE  MYO-OK.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 
Lush  (Charles  K.).  THE  AUTOCRATS. 
Crown  8r >0.  6s. 

Lyall  (Edna).  DERRICK  VAUGHAN, 
NOVELIST.  42 nd thousand.  Crown  Zvo. 
3r.  6d. 

Macdonell  (A.).  THE  STORY  OF 
TERESA.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Macgrath  (Harold).  THE  PUPPET 
CROWN.  Illustrated.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
Mackie  (Pauline  Bradford).  THE 
VOICE  IN  THE  DESERT.  Crown  Zvo. 
6s.  [Nearly  Ready. 

Macnaughtan (S.).  THE  FORTUNE  OF 
CHRISTINA  MACNAB.  Third  Edition. 
Crozvn  Zvo.  6s. 

Makgill  (G.).  OUTSIDE  AND  OVER¬ 
SEAS.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Malet  (Lucas).  See  page  32. 

Mann  (Mrs.  M.  E.).  OLIVIA’S  SUMMER. 

Second  Edition.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

A  LOST  ESTATE.  A  New  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

THE  PARISH  OF  HILBY.  A  New 
Edition.  Crozvn  Zvo.  6s. 

GRAN’MA’S  JANE.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
MRS.  PETER  HOWARD.  Cr.  Zvo.  6s. 
A  WINTER'S  TALE.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

[Nearly  Ready. 
Marsh  (Richard).  BOTH  SIDES  OF  THE 
VEIL.  Second  Edition.  Crozvn  Zvo.  6s. 
THE  SEEN  AND  THE  UNSEEN. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

MARVELS  AND  MYSTERIES.  Crown 
Zvo.  6s. 

THE  TWICKENHAM  PEERAGE. 
Second  Edition.  Crozvn  Zvo.  6s. 

A  METAMORPHOSIS.  Crozvn  Zvo.  6s. 
GARNERED.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Mason  (A.  E.  W.),  Author  of  ‘  The  Courtship 
of  Morrice  Buckler,’  ‘Miranda  of  the  Bal¬ 
cony, 'etc.  CLEMENTINA.  Illustrated. 
Crozvn  Zz>o.  Second  Edition.  6s. 
Mathers  (Helen),  Author  of  ‘  Cornin’  thro’ 
the  Rye.’  HONEY.  Fourth  Edition. 
Crozvn  Zvo.  6s. 

GRIFF  OF  GRIFFITHSCOURT. 

Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Mayall  (J.  W).  THE  CYNIC  AND  THE 
SYREN.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Meade  (L.  T.).  DRIFT.  Crozvn  Zvo.  6s. 

RESURGAM.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Miss  MoUy..  (The  Author  of)-  THE 
GREAT  RECONCILER.  Crozvn  Zvo.  6s. 
Mitford  (Bertram).  THE  SIGN  OF  THE 
SPIDER.  Illustrated.  Sixth  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.  3s.  6 d. 

A  NEW  NOVEL.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

Monkhouse  (Allan),  love  in  a  life. 

Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
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Montresor  (F.  F.),  Author  of  ‘  Into  the  High¬ 
ways  and  Hedges.’  THE  ALIEN.  Third 
Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  6r. 

Moore  (Arthur).  THE  KNIGHT  PUNC¬ 
TILIOUS.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Morrison  (Arthur).  See  page  33. 

Nesbit  (E.).  (Mrs.  E.  Bland).  THE  RED 
HOUSE.  Illustrated.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 
THE  LITERARY  SENSE.  Cr.  8 vo.  6s. 
Norris  (W.  E.).  THE  CREDIT  OF  THE 
COUNTY.  Illustrated.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8r >o.  6s. 

THE  EMBARRASSING  ORPHAN. 
Crcnvn  8t'0.  6j. 

HIS  GRACE.  Third  Edition,  Cr.Zvo.  6s. 
THE  DESPOTIC  LADY.  Crown Zvo.  6s. 
CLARISSA  FURIOSA.  Crcnvn  Zvo.  6s. 
GILES  INGILBY.  Illustrated.  Second 
Edition.  Crcnvn  Zvo.  6s. 

A  I  OCTAVE.  Second  Edition.  Crown 
81  k  6s. 

A  DEPLORABLE  AFFAIR.  Crown  Zvo. 
3.".  6 d. 

JACK’S  FATHER.  Crown  Zvo.  is.6d. 
LORD  LEONARD  THE  LUCKLESS. 
Crcnvn  8 vo.  6s. 

See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 

Oliphant(Mrs-).  THE  TWO  MARYS. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

THE  LADY’S  WALK.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 
THE  PRODIGALS.  Crown  8 vo.  3s.  6 d. 
See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 

Ollivant  (Alfred).  OWD  BOB,  THE  GREY 
DOG  OF  KENMUIR.  Sixth  Edition. 
Crcnvn  8 vo.  6s. 

Oppenheim  (E.  Phillips).  MASTER  OF 
MEN.  Second  Edition.  Crcnvn  8 vo.  6s. 
Oxenham  (John),  Author  of  ‘  Barbe  of 
Grand  Bayou.’  A  WEAVER  OF  WEBS. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Pain  (Barry).  THREE  FANTASIES. 

Crown  8 vo.  1  s.  [Nearly  Ready. 

Parker  (Gilbert).  See  page  32. 

Patton  Janies  (Blythe).  BIJLI,  THE 
DANCER.  Crown  8 vo.  6r. 

Pemberton  (Max).  THE  FOOTSTEPS  OF 
A  THRONE.  Illustrated.  Second  Edi¬ 
tion.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

I  CROWN  THEE  KING.  With  Illus¬ 
trations  by  Frank  Dadd  and  A.  Forrestier. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Penny  (Mrs.  F.E.).  A  FOREST  OFFICER. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

A  MIXED  MARRIAGE.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
Phillpotts  (Eden).  See  page  33.  _ 
Pickthall  (Marmaduke).  SAID  THE 
FISHERMAN.  Third  Edition.  Crcnvn 
Zvo.  6s. 

Prowse  (R.  Orton).  THE  POISON  OF 
ASPS.  Crown  Zvo.  3-r.  6d. 

Pryce  (Richard).  TIME  AND  THE 
WOMAN.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

THE  QUIET  MRS.  FLEMING.  Crown 
Zvo.  3s.  6d. 
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‘Q,’  Author  of  ‘Dead  Man’s  Rock.’  THE 
WHITE  WOLF.  Second  Edition.  Crown 
Zvo.  6s. 

Queux  (W.  le).  THE  HUNCHBACK  OF 
WESTMINSTER.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

[Nearly  Ready. 
Randal  (J.).  AUNT  BETHIA’S  BUTTON. 

Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Raymond  (Walter),  Author  of  ‘  Love  and 
Quiet  Life.’  FORTUNE’S  DARLING. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Rhys  (Grace).  THE  WOOING  OF 
SHEILA.  Second  Edition.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
THE  PRINCE  OF  LISNOVER.  Crcnvn 
Zvo.  6s.  [Nearly  Ready. 

Rhys  (Grace)  and  Another.  THE 

DIVERTED  VILLAGE.  With  Illus¬ 
trations  by  Dorothy  Gwyn  Jeffries. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Rickert  (Edith).  OUT  OF  THE  CYPRESS 
SWAMP.  Crcnvn  Zvo.  6s. 

Ridge  (W.  Pett).  LOST  PROPERTY. 
Second  Edition.  Crcnvn  Zvo.  6s. 
SECRETARY  TO  BAYNE,  M.P.  Crcnvn 
Zvo.  6s. 

ERB.  Second  Edition.  Croton  Zvo.  6s. 

A  SON  OF  THE  STATE.  Crcnvn  Zvo. 
3 s.  6d. 

A  BREAKER  OF  LAWS.  Cr.  Zvo.  3s.  6 d. 
Ritchie  (Mrs.  David  G.).  THE  TRUTH¬ 
FUL  LIAR.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
Roberts(C.G.D.).  THE  HEARTOFTHE 
ANCIENT  WOOD.  Crown  Zvo.  3 s.  6 d. 
Roberton  (Mrs.  M.  H.).  A  GALLANT 
QUAKER.  Illustrated.  Crcnvn  Zvo.  6r. 
RusselHW. Clark).  MY  DANISH  SWEET- 
HEART.  Illustrated.  Fourth  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

ABANDONED.  Second  Edition.  Crcnvn 
Zvo.  6r. 

Satchell  (W.).  THE  LAND  OF  THE 
LOST.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Saunders  (Marshall).  ROSE  A  CHAR- 
LITTE.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Scully  (W.  C.).  THE  WHITE  HECA¬ 
TOMB.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

BETWEEN  SUN  AND  SAND.  Crown 
Zvo.  6s. 

A  VENDETTA  OF  THE  DESERT. 
Crown  8vo.  3 s.  6d. 

Sergeant  (Adeline).  Author  of ‘The  Story  of 
a  Penitent  Soul.’  A  GREAT  LADY. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

THE  MASTER  OF  BEECHWOOD. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

BARBARA’S  MONEY.  Second  Edition. 
Crcnvn  Zvo.  6s. 

ANTHEA’S  WAY.  Crcnvn  Zvo.  6s. 
THE  YELLOW  DIAMOND.  Crown 
Zvo.  dr. 

UNDER  SUSPICION.  Crcnvn  Zvo.  6s. 

[Nearly  Ready. 
THE  LOVE  THAT  OVERCAME. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

THE  ENTHUSIAST.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
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Shannon  (W.  F.).  THE  MESS  DECK. 
Crown  Zvo.  3s.  6//. 

JIM  TWELVES.  Second  Edition.  Crown 
8 vo.  3 s .  6 d. 

Shipton  (Helen).  THE  STRONG  GOD 
CIRCUMSTANCE.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
Sonnichsen  (Albert).  DEEP  SEA 
VAGABONDS.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

[Nearly  Ready. 
Stephens  (R.  N.).  A  GENTLEMAN 
PLAYER.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 

Strain  (E.  H.).  ELMSLIE’S  DRAG-NET. 
Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Stuart  (Esrn<$).  A  WOMAN  OF  FORTY. 
Crown  8 vo.  3s.  6 d. 

CHRISTALLA.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 
Sutherland  (Duchess  of)-  ONE  HOUR 
AND  THE  NEXT.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

Swan  (Annie).  LOVE  GROWN  COLD. 

Second  Edition.  Crown  8 vo.  5.?. 

Swift  (Benjamin).  SIREN  CITY.  Crown 
8 vo.  6s. 

SORDON.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Tanqueray  (Mrs.  B.  M.).  THE  ROYAL  j 
QUAKER.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Townshend  (R.  B.).  LONE  PINE:  A  Ro¬ 
mance  of  Mexican  Life.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 
Trafford-Taunton(Mrs. E. W.).  SILENT 
DOMINION.  Crown  Zvo.  6^. 
Waineman  (Paul).  A  HEROINE  FROM 
FINLAND.  Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

BY  A  FINNISH  LAKE.  CrmvnZvo.  6s. 


A  SONG  OF  THE  FOREST.  Crown 
8  vo.  6s. 

Waite  (Victor).  CROSS  TRAILS. 

Crown  Zvo.  6r. 

Watson(H.B.  Marriott).  THE  SKIRTS 
OF  HAPPY  CHANCE.  Illustrated. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  87 >0.  6s. 
ALARUMS  AND  EXCURSIONS.  Cr. 

Zvo.  6s. 

Weyman  (Stanley),  Author  of  ‘A  Gentleman 
of  France.*  UNDER  THE  RED  ROBE. 
With  Illustrations  by  R.  C.  Woodville. 
Eighteenth  Edition.  Crown  87 >0.  6s. 

White  (Stewart  E.).  Author  of  ‘  The  Blazed 
Trail.*  CONJUROR'S  HOUSE.  A  Ro¬ 
mance  of  the  Free  Trail.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8 vo.  6s. 

Williamson  (Mrs.  C.  N.),  Author  of  '  The 
Barnstormers.’  PAPA.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  87 >0.  6s. 

THE  ADVENTURE  OF  PRINCESS 
SLYVIA.  Crown  Zvo.  3s.  6d. 

THE  WOMAN  WHO  DARED.  Crown 
8  ■vo.  6s. 

THE  SEA  COULD  TELL.  Cr.  8 vo.  6s. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

Williamson  (C.  N.  and  A.  M.).  THE 

LIGHTNING  CONDUCTOR  :  Being 
the  Romance  of  a  Motor  Car.  Illustrated. 
Fourth  Edition.  Crown  8t >0.  6s. 

X.L.  AUT  DIABOLUS  AUT  NIHIL, 
j  Crown  Zvo.  3-r.  6 d. 

Zack,  Author  of  *  Life  is  Life.*  TALES  OF 
DUNSTABLE  WEIR.  Crcnun  Zvo.  6s. 


Boys  and  Girls,  Books  for 

Crown  8  vo.  y.  6 d. 


The  Icelander’s  Sword.  By  S.  Baring-Gould. 
Two  Little  Children  and  Ching.  By  Edith  E. 
Cuthell. 

Toddleben’s  Hero.  By  M.  M.  Blake. 

Only  a  Guard-Room  Dog.  By  Edith  E.  Cuthell. 
The  Doctor  of  the  Juliet.  By  Harry  Colling- 
wood. 

Master  Rockafellar’s  Voyage.  By  w.  Clark 
Russell. 


Syd  Belton  :  Or,  the  Boy  who  would  not  go  to  Sea. 
By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 

The  Red  Grange.  By  Mrs.  Molesworth. 

The  Secret  of  Madame  de  Monluc.  By  the 
Author  of  *  Mdle.  Mori.’ 

Dumps.  By  Mrs.  Parr. 

A  Girl  of  the  People.  By  L.  T.  Meade. 
HEPSY  Gipsy.  By  L.  T.  Meade,  or.  6d. 

The  Honourable  Miss.  By  L.yr.  Meade. 


Dumas,  The  Novels  of  Alexandre 

Price  6d.  Double  Volume,  is. 


The  Three  Musketeers.  With  a  long  introduc¬ 
tion  by  Andrew  Lang.  Double  volume. 

The  Prince  of  Thieves.  Second  Edition. 
ROBIN  hood.  A  Sequel  to  the  above. 

The  Corsican  Brothers. 

Georges. 

Crop-eared  jacquot. 

Twenty  Years  after.  Double  volume. 
amaury. 

The  Castle  of  Eppstein. 

The  Snowball. 

Cecils;  or,  The  Wedding  Gown. 

Acte. 

The  Black  Tulip. 

The  Viscomte  de  Bragf.lonne.  [Nearly  Ready. 
the  Convict’s  son. 

THE  Wolf-Leader.  [Nearly  Ready, 


Nanon  ;  or.  The  Women's  War.  [Nearly  Ready. 
PAULINE;  MURAT;  AND  PASCAL  BRUNO. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

!  the  Adventures  of  Captain  Pamphile. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

Fernande. 

Gabriel  Lambert.  [Nearly  Ready. 

The  Reminiscences  of  Antony 
Catherine  Blum. 

The  Chevalier  D’Harmental. 

Conscience. 

Illustrated  Edition.  Demy  Zvo.  2 s.  6 d. 
The  Three  Musketeers.  Illustrated  in  Colour 
by  Frank  Adams. 

The  Prince  of  Thieves.  Illustrated  in  Colour  by 
Frank  Adams. 

Continued. 


Fiction 


39 


D  u  M  as — con  tinned. 

Robin  Hood  the  OUTLAW.  Illustrated  in  Colour 
by  Frank  Adams. 

The  Corsican  Brothers.  Illustrated  in  Colour 
by  A.  M.  M’Lellan. 

FERNANDE.  Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Munro  Orr. 
The  Black  Tulip.  Illustrated  in  Colour  by  A.  Orr. 
Act£.  Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Gordon  Browne. 
GEORGES.  Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Munro  Orr. 

The  Castle  of  Eppstein.  Illustrated  in  Colour 
by  A.  Orr. 


Twenty  Years  After.  Illustrated  in  Colour  by 
Frank  Adams. 

THE  SNOW  BALL  AND  SULTANETTA.  Illustrated 
in  Colour  by  Frank  Adams. 

The  Vicomte  de  Bragelonne.  Illustrated  in 
Colour  by  Frank  Adams. 

AMAURY,  Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Gordon  Browne. 
Crop-Eared  Jacquot.  Illustrated  in  Colour  by 
Gordon  Browne. 


Fleur  de  Lis,  Novels  The 

Crown  Svo.  3*.  6d. 

Messrs.  Methuen  are  now  publishing  a  cheaper  issue  of  some  of  their  popular 
Novels  in  a  new  and  most  charming  style  of  binding. 


Andrew  Balfour. 

To  Arms! 

Jane  Barlow. 

A  Creel  of  Irish  Stories. 

E.  F.  Benson. 

The  Vintage. 

J.  Bloundelle-Burton. 

In  the  Day  of  adversity. 

Mrs.  Caffyn  (Iota). 

Anne  Mauleverer. 

Mrs.  W.  K.  Clifford. 

A  Flash  of  Summer. 

L.  Cope  Cornford. 

Sons  of  Adversity 

A.  J.  Dawson. 

Daniel  Whyte. 

Menie  Muriel  Dowie. 

the  Crook  of  the  bough. 

Mrs.  Dudeney. 

The  Third  Floor. 

Sara  Jeannette  Duncan. 

A  Voyage  of  Consolation. 

G.  Manville  Fenn. 

The  Star  Gazers. 

Jane  H.  Findlater. 

Rachel. 

Jane  H.  and  Mary  Findlater. 

Tales  that  are  Told. 


J.  S.  Fletcher. 

The  Paths  of  the  Prudent, 

Mary  Gaunt. 

Kirkham’s  Find. 

Robert  Hichens. 

Byeways. 

Emily  Lawless. 

Hurrish. 

Maelcho. 

W.  E.  Norris. 

Matthew  Austin. 

Mrs.  Oliphant. 

Sir  Robert’s  Fortune. 

Mary  A.  Owen. 

The  Daughter  of  Alouettf.. 

Mary  L.  Pendered. 

An  Englishman. 

Morley  Roberts. 

The  Plunderers. 

R.  N.  Stephens. 

an  Enemy  to  the  King. 

Mrs.  Walford. 

Successors  to  the  Title. 

Percy  White. 

A  Passionate  Pilgrim. 


Novelist,  The 

Messrs.  Methuen  are  issuing  under  the  above  general  title  a  Monthly  Series 
of  Novels  by  popular  authors  at  the  price  of  Sixpence.  Each  number  is  as  long  as 
the  average  Six  Shilling  Novel.  The  first  numbers  of  'The  Novelist’  are  as 
follows : — 


I.  Dead  Men  Tell  no  Tales.  By  E.  w. 

Hornung. 

II.  Jennie  Baxter,  Journalist.  By  Robert 

Barr. 

III.  THE  INCA’S  Treasure.  By  Ernest  Glanville. 

IV.  A  Son  of  the  State.  By  W.  Pett  Ridge. 

V.  Furze  Bloom.  By  S.  Baring-Gould. 

VI.  BUNTER’S  CRUISE.  By  C.  Gleig. 

VII.  THE  Gay  Deceivers.  By  Arthur  Moore. 

VIII.  PRISONERS  OF  War.  By  A.  Boyson  Weekes. 

IX.  A  Flash  of  Summer.  By  Mrs.  W.  K. 
Clifford. 

X.  Veldt  and  Laager:  Tales  of  the  Transvaal. 
By  E.  S.  Valentine. 

XI.  the  Nigger  Knights.  By  F.  Norreys 

Connel. 

XII.  A  Marriage  at  Sea.  By  W.  Clark  Russell. 

XIII.  The  Pomp  of  the  Lavilettes.  By 

Gilbert  Parker. 

XIV.  A  MAN  OF  Mark.  By  Anthony  Hop'* 


XV.  THE  Carissima.  By  Lucas  Malet. 

XVI.  THE  LADY'S  WALK.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant. 

XVII.  Derrick  Vaughan.  By  Edna  Lyall.. 
XVIII.  In  the  Midst  of  Alarms.  By  Robert 
Barr. 

XIX.  HIS  GRACE.  By  W.  E.  Norris. 

XX.  DODO.  By  E.  F.  Benson. 

XXI.  CHEAP  Jack  Zita.  By  S.  Baring-Gould. 

XXII.  When  Valmond  came  to  Pontiac.  By 
Gilbert  Parker. 

XXIII.  The  Human  boy.  By  Eden  Phillpotts. 
XXIV.  The  Chronicles  of  Count  Antonio. 


By  Anthony  Hope. 

XXV.  By  Stroke  of  Sword.  By  Andrew 

Balfour. 

XXVI.  Kitty  Alone.  By  S.  Baring-Gould. 
XXVII.  Giles  INGILBY.  By  W.  E.  Norris. 
XXVIII.  URITH.  By  S.  Baring-Gould. 

XXI-'.  The  Town  Traveller.  By  George 


Gissing. 
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The  Novelist— continued. 

XXX.  Mr.  Smith.  By  Mrs.  Walford. 

XXXI.  A  Change  of  Air.  By  Anthony  Hope. 
XXXII.  THE  KLOOF  Bride.  By  Ernest  Glanville. 
XXXIII.  Angel.  By  B.  M.  Croker. 

XXXIV.  A  Counsel  of  Perfection.  By  Lucas 
Malet. 

XXXV.  the  Baby's  Grandmother.  By  Mrs. 
Walford. 

XXXVI.  THE  Countess  TEKLA.  By  Robert  Barr. 
XXXVII.  Drift.  By  L.  T.  Meade. 

XXXVIII.  The  Master  of  Beechwood.  By 
Adeline  Sergeant. 

XXXIX.  Clementina.  By  A.  E.  W.  Mason. 

XL.  THE  Alien.  By  F.  F.  Montresor. 

XLI.  The  Broom  Squire.  By  S.  Baring- 
Gould. 

XLII.  HONEY.  By  Helen  Mathers. 

XLIII.  The  Footsteps  qf  a  Throne.  By 
Max  Pemberton. 

XLIV.  Round  the  Red  Lamp.  By  A.  Conan 
Doyle. 


xlv.  lost  Property.  By  w.  Pett  Ridge. 
XLVI.  The  Twickenham  Peerage.  By 
Richard  Marsh. 

XLVII.  Holy  Matrimony.  By  Dorothea 

Gerard. 

XLVIII.  The  Sign  of  the  Spider.  By 
Bertram  Mitford. 

XLIX.  The  Red  House.  By  E.  Nesbit. 

L.  the  Credit  of  the  County.  By 
W.  E.  Norris. 

LI.  A  Roman  Mystery.  By  Richard 
Bagot.  [Nearly  Ready. 

LII.  A  moment’s  Error.  By  A.  w. 
Marchant.  [Nearly  Ready. 

LII I.  The  Hole  in  the  Wall.  By  A. 

Morrison.  [Nearly  Ready. 

LIV.  PHROSO.  By  Anthony  Hope. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

LV.  I  CROWN  THEE  King.  By  Max  Pem¬ 
berton.  [Nearly  Ready. 


Sixpenny  Library 


THE  Matabele  Campaign.  By  Major-General 
Baden-Powell. 

The  Downfall  of  Prempeh.  By  Major-General 
Baden-Poweli. 

My  Danish  Sweetheart.  Bv  W.  Clark  Russell. 
In  the  Roar  of  the  Sea.  By  S.  Baring- 
Gould. 

Peggy  of  the  Bartons.  By  B.  M.  Croker. 

The  Green  Graves  of  Balgowrie.  By  Jane 
H.  Findlater. 

The  Stolen  bacillus.  By  H.  G.  Wells. 
Matthew  Austin.  By  W.  E.  Norris. 

THE  CONQUEST  OF  London.  By  Dorothea  Gerard. 
A  Voyage  of  Consolation  By  Sara  J.  Duncan. 
THE  Mutable  Many.  By  Robert  Barr. 

BEN  IlUR.  By  General  Lew  Wallace. 

Sir  Robert's  Fortune.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant. 

THE  Fair  GOD.  By  General  Lew  Wallace. 
Clarissa  Furiosa.  By  W.  E.  Norris. 

Cranford.  By  Mrs.Gaskell. 

NOEMI.  By  S.  Baring-Gould. 

THE  throne  OF  David.  By  J.  H.  Ingraham. 
ACROSS  THE  SALT  Seas.  By  J.  Bloundelle 
Burton. 

The  Mill  on  the  Floss.  By  George  Eliot. 
Peter  Simple.  By  Captain  Marryat. 

MARY  Barton.  By  Mrs.  Gaskell. 


Pride  and  prejudice.  By  Jane  Austen. 

North  and  South.  By  Mrs.  Gaskell. 

J  ACOB  Faithful.  By  Captain  Marryat. 

Shirley.  By  Charlotte  Bronte- 

Fairy  Tales  RE-TOLD.  By  s.  Baring  Gould. 

The  True  History  of  Joshua  Davidson.  By 
Mrs.  Lynn  Linton. 

A  State  Secret.  By  B.  M  Croker. 

Sam's  Sweetheart.  By  Helen  Mathers. 
HANDLEY  CROSS.  By  R.  S.  Surtees. 

Anne  Mauleverer.  By  Mrs.  Caffyn. 

The  Adventurers.  By  H.  B.  Marriott  Watson. 
Dante’s  Divine  Comedy.  Translated  by  II.  F. 
Cary. 

The  Cedar  Star.  ByM.E.  Mann. 

Master  OF  MEN.  By  E.  P.  Oppenheim. 

The  Trail  of  the  Sword.  By  Gilbert  Parker. 
Those  Delightful  Americans.  By  Mrs.  Cotes. 
Mr.  sponge’s  Sporting  Tour.  By  R.  S.  Surtees. 

:  ASK  MAMMA.  By  R.  S.  Surtees, 
i  Grimm’s  Fairy  Stories.  Illustrated  by  George 
!  Cruikshank. 

i  George  and  the  General.  By  W.  Pett  Ridge. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

The  Joss.  By  Richard  Marsh.  [Nearly  Ready. 
Miser  hoadley’  Secret.  By  A.  w.  Marchmont- 

[  Nearly  Ready. 


Methuen’s  Colonial  Library 

F  I  C  T  I  O  N— continued 


Ollphant,  Mrs. 

SIR  ROBERT’S  FORTUNE. 

The  two  Marys. 

The  Lady’s  Walk. 

Ollivant,  Alfred 

Owd  bob,  the  Grey  dog  of  kenmuir. 

Oppenhelm,  E.  Phillips 

Master  of  Men. 

Parker,  Sir  Gilbert 

The  Trail  of  the  Sword.  Illustrated. 
When  Valmond  came  to  Pontiac. 
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The  translation  of  a  Savage. 
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Phlllpotts,  Eden 
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Fancy  Free.  Illustrated. 
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Plckthall,  Marmadnke 

SaId  the  Fisherman. 
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The  White  Wolf,  and  other  Fireside  Tales. 
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Raymond,  Walter 
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Roberts,  Morley 
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My  Danish  sweetheart.  Illustrated. 

Satchell,  Wm. 

The  Land  of  the  Lost. 
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Shannon,  W.  F. 
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Walford,  L.  B. 
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alarms  and  Excursions. 
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Under  the  Red  robe.  Illustrated. 
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the  heart  of  Japan.  Illustrated. 
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round  the  World  on  a  Wheel.  Illus¬ 
trated. 
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The  Siege  of  Mafbking.  Illustrated. 

Henley,  W.  B. 

English  Lyrics. 

Hlllegas,  Howard  C. 
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Holcombe,  Chester. 
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Ibsen,  Henrik. 

BRAND.  Translated  by  William  Wilson. 

Jefferson,  R.  L. 

A  New  Ride  to  Khiva.  Illustrated. 

Keane,  A.  H. 

the  Boer  States.  With  Map, 

Kipling,  Rudyard 

Barrack-Room  Ballads. 

The  Seven  Seas. 

The  Five  Nations. 

Lorlmer,  George  Horaoe 

Letters  from  a  self-made  Merchant 
to  his  Son.  Illustrated. 

Lloyd,  Captain  Barclay 

A  thousand  Miles  with  the  C.I.V. 
With  an  Introduction  by  Colonel  Mackinnon, 
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Nevlnson,  H.  W. 

Ladysmith:  The  Diary  oi  a  Siege.  With 
Illustrations  and  Maps. 

Pienaar,  Philip 
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The  Golden  Pomp.  A  Procession  of  English 
Lyrics  from  Surrey  to  Shirley. 

Robertson,  Sir  G.  S. 

ChitraL:  The  Story  of  a  Minor  Siege. 
Illustrated. 

Robertson-Scott,  J.  W. 

the  People  of  china.  With  a  Map. 

Russell,  W.  Clark 

The  Life  of  Admiral  Lord  Colling- 
WOOD.  With  Illustrations  by  F.  Brangwyn. 

Southey,  Robert 

ENGLISH  Seamen  (Howard,  Clifford,  Hawkins, 
Drake,  Cavendish).  Edited,  with  an  In- 
troduction,  by  David  Hannay. 

Stevenson,  Mrs.  M.  I. 

From  Saranac  to  the  Marquesa  and 
BEYOND.  Being  Letters  written  by  Mrs. 
M.  I.  Stevenson  during  1887-88  to  her  Sister, 
Miss  lane  Whyte  Balfour.  With  a  short 
Introduction  by  George  W.  Balfour,  M.D., 
LL.D.,  F.R.S.8.,  and  Physician  to  the 
King  in  Scotland.  Edited  and  Arranged  by 
Marie  Clothilda  Balfour. 

Stevenson,  Robert  Louis 

The  letters  of  Robert  Louis  Steven¬ 
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Vailima  Letters. 

Trevor,  Captain  Philip  (’Dux’) 

The  Lighter  Side  of  Cricket. 

Trotter,  Colonel 

the  Niger  SOURCES.  Map  and  Illustrations. 

YUlebols-Mareull,  Colonel  Da 

war  Notes. 

Warmelo,  D.  S.  Van 

On  commando.  With  Portrait. 

Wells,  H.  G. 

ANTICIPATIONS. 

White,  Arnold 

Efficiency  and  Empire. 

Willson,  Beckles 

LORD  Strathcona  j  The  Story  of  his  Life. 
Illustrated. 

Worsfold,  W.  Basil 

South  Africa.  With  a  Map. 

Wyon,  R„  and  France,  G. 
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Illustrated. 

Young,  Fllson 

The  relief  of  Mafeking.  With  Maps 
and  Illustrations. 
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Alderson,  Lieut. ’Colonel 

With  thh  Mounted  infantry  and  Mash- 
onaland  Field  Force,  1896.  Ulus. 

Baden  Powell.  Major-General  R.  S.  B. 

The  Downfall  of  Prempeh.  A  Diary  of 
the  Ashanti  Campaign.  Illustrated. 
the  Matabelb  Campaign,  1896.  With 
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Balfour,  Graham 
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Two  Volumes. 

Bertouohe,  Baroness  De 

the  Life  of  Father  Ignatius.  Illustrated. 

Burnand,  Sir  P.  G. 

Reminiscences  of  my  Life.  Illustrated. 
Two  Volumes. 

Cambridge.  Ada 
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Christian,  F.  W. 

The  Caroline  Islands.  With  Illustrations 
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The  Hill  of  the  Graces;  or,  The  Great 
Stone  Temple  of  Tripoli.  With  Maps, 
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Egerton,  H.  E. 
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Gibbons,  Major  A.  Bt.  H. 

exploration  and  hunting  in  central 
AFRICA.  With  Illustrations  and  Maps. 
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Head  Hunters:  Black,  White,  and  Brown. 
With  Maps  and  Illustrations. 

Hammond,  J.  L. 

CHARLES  Jambs  FOX.  a  Biographical  Study. 


FitzGerald,  E.  A. 

The  Highest  Andes.  With  40  Illustrations 
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Hedtn,  Sven 

Through  Asia.  With  sjo  Illustrations  by  the 
Author  and  from  Photographs,  and  8  Maps. 
In  Two  Volumes. 


Hannay,  David 

A  short  history  op  the  Royal  Navy. 

Holdlch,  Blr  T.  H. 

The  Indian  Borderland,  Illustrated. 

Hosle,  Alexander 

Manchuria.  With  a  Map  and  Illustrations. 

Hulme-Beaman,  A. 
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Illustrated. 
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Lang,  Andrew 

The  poems  and  songs  of  Robert  Burns. 
With  Portrait. 

Pocooh,  Roger 

A  Frontiersman. 
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Chitral:  The  Story  of  a  Minor  Siege.  Illus. 
trated. 

Shrine,  F.  H„  and  Ross,  E.  D. 

The  Heart  OF  Asia.  Maps  and  Illustrations. 

steevens,  G.  w. 

NAVAL  policy.  With  a  Description  of  British 
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Yandeleur,  Lieut.  S, 

Campaigning  on  the  Upper  Nile  and 
N IGER.  With  Introduction  by  Sir  George 
Goldie,  K.C.M.G.  Maps  and  Illustrations. 

Wetmore,  Mrs.  Cody 

THE  LAST  OF  THE  GREAT  SCOUTS  (BUFFALO 
BILL). 

White,  A.  buys 

the  expansion  of  Egypt,  with  Maps. 

Wylde,  A.  B. 

MODERN  ABYSSYNIA.  Map  and  Portrait. 
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Peary,  Robert  E. 

Northward  over  the  ‘  Great  ice.  with 
Maps,  Diagrams,  and  about  800  Illustrations. 
In  Two  Volumes. 

Mlllall,  J.  G. 

The  Life  and  Letters  of  Sir  John 
Everett  Millais,  President  of  the  Royal 
Academy.  Illustrated,  In  Two  Volumes. 
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The  History  OF  the  BOER  War.  With  Illustrations,  Plans,  and  Portraits.  VoL  I. 
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Orleans,  Prince  Henri  of 

FROM  TONKIN  TO  INDIA.  Translated  by  Hamley  Bent,  M.A.  With  over  too  Illustrations  and  a  Map. 


